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TRAGI-COMEDY. 


1 N * 3 A 


1 R O L 0 G U E. 


Won. „ ſonic 1 e what to jay: n 
For this ſame-Prologue, uſual to 4 * 

I tied to fuch an old Form of Petition ; _ 

Men muſt ſay nothing now beyond Commiſſion : | 

The Cloaks we wear, the Legs we make, the Place \ 

We ſtand in, muſt be one; and one the Face. oor 

Nor alter d, nor exceeded; if it l...... 

A general Hiſs hangs on our Levity, ONT te 

We have a Play, a new Play to play now, + 

And thus low in our Play's Behalf we bow ; 2-4 

We bow to beg your Suffrage, and kind Ear; 

F it were naught, or that it might appear 

A Thing buoy d up by Prayer, Gentlemen, 

' Believe my Faith, you ſhou'd not ſee me then. 

Let them ſpeak then who've Power to flop a Storm : 

1 never lov'd to feel a Houſe fo warm: | 

But for the Play, if you dare credit me, | 

I think it well; All new Things you ſhall ſee, 

And theſe difpos'd to all the Mirth that may; 

And ſhort enough, we bope: And ſuch a Play 

You were wont to lite: Sit nobly then, and ſit : 

If it miſcarry, pray look not for ne. 


= 


A D RA. 


KY * . N 77 RES OY 


DRAMATIS PERS OE. 


FER N N. 

8 4 1 » | 1 4 3 

King Antigonus, a an ol Man with . De. 

Demetrius, Son to Antigonus, in Love with Celia. 

Seleucus, Three Kings, equal Sharers with Antigonus 

len- . of what Alexander the Great had, with 

Ptolomey, united Powers oppoſing Antigonus. | 

eee a brave old merry Soldier, Abi flant to Demetrius. 
imon. 

Charinthus, & Servants 10 Antigonus, and his 2 g : 

Menippus, Y ._* «\ | | x 

The Humorous Bog 0 

Gentlemen, Friends and Followers of Demetrius. 

Three Embaſſadors from the three "NE 

Gentlemen Uſpers. 8 Op 

Grooms. 3 8 

Citizens. P „ 

SR... ͤ ͤ ͤ WOOD ITN WOT, 230-01 

Herald. Nin 125 5 

Magician. e 

Soldiers, | 

_ Hoſt. 


WOMEN. 
Celia, (alias, Eyanthe,) Daughter 15 | Scleucu, Mitre 


to Demetrius. 


Leucippe, a en ae, for the King's Vice: 


Ladies. 
, Citizens mu, 


Governeſs to Celia. 
A Country-Woman. 
Phebe, her Daughter. 


Two Servants of the Game. 
SCENE, GREECE. 


THE 


Pf Dan 


AC T L SCENE I. 
Enter two. Uſpers, and Groom with pos. 947 
Sack 

I E R. 


lool Ye e hoon] _ 
9 The State be right; are + theſs the riceſ 
E&x Cuſhions? ' 
Fie, fie, who" Wars P the Wardrobe? | 
2 Uſ. But, pray, tell me, 
Do you think Er certain cher Eimbaſſadors | | 
Shall have this Morning Audience. OY al 47 | 
1 Up. They ſhall have itt: * 1 
Lord, that you live at Court and underſtand nor! 
I tell you, they muſt have it. 4 
2 Uh. Upon what Neceſſity ? - [Place 
1 Uſb, Still you are out'o'th?* Trick of Court, ſell your 


Enter Ladies and Gentlemen. 


And ſow your Grounds, you are not for hs Till. * 
Madams, the beſt Way is the en Lodgings, ; 3d) 
There you may ſee at Eaſe. 9-210 7 
Ladies, We thank-you, Sir. Ex. 12 and Gent. 
1 Uh. Wou'd you have al ct 1 


report then, (775 $533 2 2—— 11 * 


6 De Humbrous Lieutenant. 
The Embaſſadors were handſome Men? His Beard 
A neat one? The Fire of his Eyes quicker than Lightning, 
And, when it breaks, as blaſting? His Legs 

ones, 
Yet Movers of a Maſs of Underſtanding ? | 
Who ſhall commend their Cloaths? Who ſhall take No- 
Of the moſt wiſe Behaviour of their Feathers ? [tice 
Ye live a raw Man here. 2 Ups. I think, I do fo. 


Enter two Citizens, and Wines. 


I UB. Why, whither wou'd ye all preſs ? 
1 Cit, Good Maſter Uſher, — 
2 Cit. My Wife, and ſome few of my honeſt Neigh- 


bours here, —— 


I th, Pie, be gone, thou and thy honeſt Neigh- 


Thou look'ſt like an Aſs z why, whither wou'd you, 
_ Fiſh-face! 

2 Cit. If I might have | 
mu the Honour to ſee you at my poor Houſe, Sir, 

Capon bridled and ſaddled, I'll aſſure your Worſhip, 
A Shoulder of Mutton and a Pottle of Wine, Sir, 

I knew your Brother once, he was as like Yes #. 
And ſhot the beſt at Butts | | 

1 Uh. A Plagu — thee! _ 

2 (it. Some Muſick I'll 47% ou too, my Toy, Sir, 
Can play o'th* Virginals.. rithee, good Toy, 
Take away thy Shoulder of aki it is F Fly-blows ; 
And, Shoulder, take thy Flap along, here's no Place for 
Nay, _ you had beſt be ock d. | ſye; 

[Exeunt Citizens. 


Enter Celia. 


Cel. I wou'd fam ſee him; 
The Glory of this Place makes me remember, — 
But die thoſe Thoughts, die all but my Deſires ! | 
ven thoſe to Death are ſick too;) he's not here, 
N — how my Eyes may guide me 
What's your Buſineſs? 
wie ker the out ward door e Here s fine ſhuffling, 
ou 


The Humorous FOE ET? 


You Waſtcoateer, you muſt go back. 
Cel, There is not, 
There cannot be, (i Days, and never fee me?} 
There muſt not be Deſire : Sir, do you think 
That if you had a Miſtreſs—— — 
1 Up. Death! ſhe is mad. 


Cel. And-were vo un heel Man? It cannot 


1 Ub. What a Devil haſt thou to do with me or 
My Honeſty ? Will you be Jogging, 9 


My Fellow Door-keeper. 

0s. The 

1 U is coming, 
And ſhall we have an Agent from the Suburbs 

Come to crave Audience too? 
Cel. Before I thought ye 
To have a little Breeding, ſome Tang of Guiry 3 
But now I take ye plainly, without the Help 
Of any Perſpective, for that ye cannot alter, 

1 Up, What's. that? | 

af An Ak, Sir, Yor do e ond, 
Conſidering who to kick next, you a to me 
Juſt with that kind of Gravity, and Wiſdom; 
Your Place may bear the Name of Gentleman, 


wy Tum acinar 006 frond mow” 


Bur if ever any of char Burr ſtick to your Bread 


2 Uþs. You mult be modeſter, 

Cel. Let him uſe me nobler, 
And wear good Cloaths to do good Offices; 
They hang upon a Fellow of his Virtue, 
As though they hung.on Gibbets, 

2 Uh. A perillous Wench, 


1 Uh. Thruſt her into a Corner, ns ni a hee. 
2 Ub, You have enough; go, pretry Maid, ſtand cloſe 


And uſe that little Tongue, with a lit 
Cle. I thank ye, Sir. 


2 Up. When the rut 
I'll have ye into the Cellar, well dine, 
A very pretty Wench, . 


And there we'll be #8 merry i can ye be merry? 
Cui. 3 1 
5 


more Temper. 


2 U. 


g De Hutnirous Lieutenant. 


7 By no Means. 1 e 71 oy 
2 Anda you love ae? | 
ve excee af 207 
I 5 Cauſe to AY you, dear Sir. 
2 Uſp. Then I'll carry ye, 
And ſhew you all the Pictures, and che 8 | 


Sweet, 


You ſhall tell me here os le. 


2 Uh. And*t 1 70 oe but ru ſend ye a Veniſon 
And bring a Bottle o Wine along. 


1 Uh, Make Room there! 
coming. 


Enter King Antigonus, Timon, Charinthus, Mie 


Cel. Have I yet left a Beauty to catch Fools? 
Yet, yet, I ſee him not. O what a Miſery 
Is Love, expected long, deluded OO] N 
1 Uh. Make Room there | 
Ant. They ſhall not wait long due la 
Cel. Yet he comes not. 


Enter three Bae 10 


Why are Eyes ſet on theſe, and Multitudes .. . 
Follow to make theſe Wonders? O 2 Gods! 


What would theſe look like, if my Love were here? 
But I am fond, forgetful. es: 


Ant. Now your Grievance, 


ak, ſhort, and have as ſhort Diſſ h. 
Son. Emb, Then thus, Sir: ws 


In all our Royal Maſters Names, We tell you, 

Ye have done Injuſtice, broke the Bonds of Concord; 
And from their equal Shares, from Alexander 
Parted, and fo poſſeſs d, not like a Brother, 

But as an open 1 5 ye have hedged i in 


4 


* 


8 
ka I 


2 . Only ourſclyes; this churliſh Fellow ſhall not 


The Lodgings, Gardens, and the Walks: And wy 


Cel. Yes, m | 1 


2 U. Room there, more | Stand cloſe, the Tra rain is 


Whole Provinces ; man'd and maintain'd theſe Injuries; "27 


or Does 


3 CCC 


The Humorous Lieutenant. ©9 

And daily with your Sword, though they ſtill honour ye, 
(1) Make bloody Roads take Towns, and ruin Caſtles, 
And till their Sufferance feels the Weight. 

2 Emb. Think of that Love; great Sir, that honour'd 

PFriendſhip 

Yourſelf held with our Maſters; think of chat Strength 
When you were all one Body, all one Mind ; 
When all your Swords {truck one way; when your Angers . 
Like ſo many Brother Billows roſe-together, +. - 
And, curling up your foaming Creſts,” defied Fo 
Even mighty Kings, and in their Falls entomb'd* em; 
O think of theſe; and you, that have been Conqu' rors, 
That ever led your Fortunes open-ey' d, £1 
Chain'd faſt by Confidence; you that F ame courted, 
Now ye want Enemies and Men to match ye, 
Let not your own Swords ſeek your Ends to ſname Ve” 


Enter Demetrius with Javelin, and Gentlemen. 


3 Emb. Chuſe 1 you will, or Peace or * | 

W: come: N 
Prepar d for either. pong | 

1 Up. Room for the Prince there! | 

Cel. Was it the Prince, they faid ? How my Hear 

trembled ! & 

Tis he, indeed; what a ſweet noble Fiercenchs 
Dwells in his Ey ies! Young Meleager-like, 
When he fy from Slaughter of the Boar, 
Crown'd with the Loves and Honours of the People, | 
With all the gallant Youth of Greece, he looks now. 
Who could deny him Love? iP 

Dem. Hail, Royal Father! 

Ant. Ye are welcome from your Sport, Sir; do you 
ſee this Gentleman, 


You that bring Thunders in your - Mouths, and Earthquakes 


(it). Make Bloody Inroads, take Towns, +4 Caf! The : 
Metre and Emphaſis of this Verſe have been corrupted from the 
Folio Edition in 1679, downwards. The firſt Folio in 1647, has it 
Tightly Roads; a Word equivalent 3 inroads, "a9 WRONG cor- 
reſponds with * Metre. | 


To 


10 The Humorous Lieutenant, 


To ſhake and totter my Deſigns? Can you imagine, | . 
You Men of poor and common A 
While I admit this Man my Son, this Nature, 
That in one Look carries more Fire, and Fiercenefs, + 
Than all your Maſters in their Lives dare Tadmir him, 
Admit him thus, even to my Side, my Boſom, 
When he is fit to rule, when all Men cry him, 
And all Hopes hang about his Head; th dies hin" 
His Weapon hatch'd in Blood, all theſe attending 
When he ſhall make their Fortunes, all as ſudden 
In any Expedition he ſhall point *em, 
As Arrows from a Tartar's Bow, and ſpeeding, 
Dare I do this, and fear an Enemy $ 
Fear your great Maſter ? yours? or ys: ? 
Dem. O Hercules ! 
Who ſays, you do, Sir? Is there any thing 
In theſe Mens Faces, or their Maſters' Actions, 
Able to work fuch Wonders ? 
Cel, Now he ſpeaks: [40 | 
O, I could dwell upon that Tongue for ever ! ties, 
Dem. You call em Kings, they never wore thoſe R Royal- 
Nor in the Progreſs of their Lives arriv'd — : 
At any Thought of King : Imperial Di 
And powerful Godlike Actions, fit for — | 
They can no more put on, and make em fit right, 
Than I can with this mortal Hand hold Heav'n: 
Poor Men, nor have I yet forgot 
The chiefeſt Honours Time and Merit gave em: 
ap cored your 1 at = beſt, 
is and his hopefull' Dignities, 
Was the Grand-maſter of the Elephants; 
| Seleucus of the Treaſure; and for Ptolomey, 
A Thing not thought on then, ſcarce heard of yet, 
(2) Some Maſter of Munition: And muſt theſe Men — 
Cel. What a brave Confidence flows from his Spirit! 
O ſweet young Man! 


(2) Some Maſter Y Ammunition:] Here HIS the Verſe labours 
under a ſuperfluous Syllable. Munition was undoubtedly the original 
Word, and which — the Senſe of Ammunition. 


Dem. 


The Humorous Lieutenant. tt 
(3) Dem. Muſt theſe hold Place with us, 
And on the ſame File hang their Memories? 
Muſt theſe examine what the Wills of Kings are? 
Preſcribe to their Deſigns; and chain their Actions 
To their Reſtraints? be Friends and Foes when they pleaſe? 
Send out their Thunders, and their Menaces, | 
As if the Fate of mortal Things were their? 
Go home, good Men, and tell your Maſters from us, 
We do 'em too much Honour to force from em 
Their barren Countries, ruin their waſte Cities; 
And tell em out of Love, we mean to leave em, 
Since they will needs be Kings, no more to tread on, 
Than they have able Wits and Pow'rs to manage 
And fo we ſhall befriend *em. Ha] what does ſhe there? 
Emb. This is your Anſwer, King? 
Ant. Tis like to prove ſo. 
Dem. Fy, Sweet, what makes you „ 
Cel. Pray ye, do not chide me. 
Dem. You do yourſelf much Wrong, and me. 
Cel. Pray you, pardon me, x | 
I feel my Fault, which only was committed 8 8888 
Through my dear Love to you: I have not ſeen ye, | 
And how can I live then? have not ſpoke to ye —— © 
Dem. I know, this Week ye have not; I will redeem all. 
You are ſo tender now; think, — pon Sweet. 
Cl. What other Light have I left? 
* Tü ke; ge.. 
7 
Cel. I have — Sr: | 
You will not miſs? 
Dem. By this, and this, 1 will nor. 
Cel. Ti in your Wil, and I de eben 
Dem. No more of theſe Aſſemblies. . 
Cel. I am commandec. | 
1 U. Room for the Lady there! Madam, ap Berit 
1 Gent. My Coach, an't pleaſe you, Lady. * 


(3) Muff theſe hold Pace with ut, To preſerve an Uni- 
formity in the * as File is in the * Line, I ve 


| ventur'd to alter Pace i into Place. 


2 Ub. 


12 The FRO orous Lieutenant. 


2 Uh. Room before then! li: 


2 Gent. The Honour, — bub tox wait e upon you 
My Servants and my State. 

Cel. Lord, how they flock now? 
Before, I was afraid, = wou'd have beat me A 25. 
How theſe Flies play rth* Sun-ſhine? pray ye, no Ser- 


Or if ye needs muſt play the Hobby-horſes, [vices 


Seek out ſome Beauty that affects em: Farewel, 
Nay, pray ye, ſpare, Gentlemen, I am old enough 


To go alone at theſe Years, without Crutches: | Exit. 


2 (Pts I could curſe now: But that will not 
I made as ſure Account of this Wench now, immediately, 
Do. but conſider how the Devil has croſt me, 
Meat for my Maſter, ſhe cries; well 

Emb. Once more, Sir, 8e 

We ask your Reſolutions: Peace, or War, yet? 3 

Dem. War, War, £1. noble Father. 

1 Emb, Thus I fling it 
And fair-ey d Peace, Erewel! mobs. 

Ant. You have your Anſwer; 

Conduct out the Ambaſſadors, and give em Convoys. 
| Dem. Tel your, 1 Aalen, r e not 
eek us, 

Nor cool i'th* Field i in 'E of us; | 


We'll eaſe your Men thoſe Marches: In their Strengths, 


And full Abilities of Mind and Courage 


We'll find *em out, and at their beſt Trim buckle with em. 


3 Emb. You will find ſo hot a Soldier's «apes Sir, 
Your Favour ſhall not freeze. 659 
2 Emb. A forward Gentleman, 
Pity, the War ſhould bruiſe ſuch Hopes — 
Ant. Conduct em % Lucunt Emb, 
| Now, for this Preparation: Where's Leontius? | 
Call him in preſently: For I mean in Perſon, 
Gentlemen, myſelf, with my old Fortune — 
Dem. Royal Sir, 
Thus low I beg this Honour: Fame already 
Hath every where rais d Trophies to your 125 
4 — now grown old, and weak with bam 


Te 


rr 1 


ES 6K. 


\ , 


The Humorons Lieutenant. 13 


The weary Marches and the bloody Shocks ' 
You daily ſet her in; Tis now ſcarce Honout 
For You, that never knew to fight, but conquer,  ''- 7 *! 


(4) To ſparkle ſuch poor People: The Royal Eagle, 
When ſhe hath try'd her young ones gainſt the ae 4 
And found em right; next teacheth em to prey Fw 
How to. command on Wing, and check below her 
Ev'n Birds of noble Plume; I am your own, Sir, 
You have found my „10 5) try it now, and teach fe 
To ſtoop whole King oms Leave a little for me: 0 1 
Let not your Glory be ſo greedy, Sir, ee 
To eat up all my Hopes; you gave me Life, Ee. “ 
If to that Life you add not What's more laſting. 
A noble Name, for Man, you have made a he. 
Bleſs me this Day: Bid me go on, and lead. 
Bid me go on, no leſs fear'd than Aulgonus; Eel / 
And to my maiden Sword tie faſt your Fortune 
I know, *twill fight itſelf then. Den _ 17 me: ; 
Never fair Virgin long*d ſo. / 
Ant. Riſe, and command then, 6 17:57 Bing w 
And be as fortunate, as Loxpett you N 7:0: bak 
T love that noble Will; your young Companions 
Bred up and foſter'd with ye, I hope, Demetrius, 
You will make Soldiers too; they muſt not en __ 


Enter Leontius. Gy 


2 > Gent. Never till Life leave Us, Sir. 
Ant. O Leontius, © 
Here's Work for you in Hand. 
Leon. I am ev*n right-glad, Sir. 
For, by my Troth, I am now gow ld it lalenefs; 
I. hear, we "hall abroad, Sir. 
Ant. Yes, and preſently : 
But who, think yours — ——4 


0 To ſparkle fuck poor People:] This Word i is ſeveral times uſed 
by our Authors, to fignify, ſcatter, diſperſe; from the Alluſion to a 
red-hot Coal, that diſperſes its ſulphureous Quality i in Sparkles. 


(5) — try it now, and teach it 


To ſtoop whale N ] i, e. to ſubdue; to make aduls 
Ee Leon, 


* Heap. 


14 De Humorous Lieutenant. 
Leon. Who commands, Sir? 


Methinks, mine Eye ſhould guide me: Can there be, 


If you yourſelf will ſpare him ſo much Honour, 
Any found out to lead before your Armies, 
So full of Faith, and Fire, as brave Demetrius ? 
King Phil's Son, at his Years, was an old Soldier, 
Tis time his Fortune be o'th* Wing, high ha Sir; 
So many idle Hours, as here he loiters, 
So many ever. living Names he loſes: 
J hope, tis he. 

Ant. Tis he, indeed, and nobly 
He ſhall ſet forward: Draw you al thoſe Garriſons 
Upon the Frontiers as you paſs: To thoſe 
Join theſe in Pay at home, our ancient Soldiers; 
And, as you go, preſs all the Provinces. 

Leon. e ſhall not need; 
Believe, this hopeful Gentleman 


Can want no Swords, nor honeſt Hearts to follow him, 


We ſhall be full, no Fear, Sir. Aut. You, Leontius, 
Becauſe you are an old and faithful Servant, 

And know the Wars, with all his Vantages, 

Be near to his Inſtructions; leſt his Youth 

Loſe Valour's beſt wu on, ſtaid Diſcretion ; 
Shew where to lead, 2 2 charge with Safety; 
In Execution not to 3 nor ſcatter, 

But, with a provident Anger, follow nobly : | 
Not covetous of Blood, and Death, but Honour, - 
Be ever ner his Wachen; cheer his Labours, 


And, where his Hope ſtands fair, provoke his Valour ; 


Love him, and think it no Diſhonour, my Demetrius, 

Ta wear this Jewel near thee ; he is a try'd one, 

And one, that ev'n in ſpite of Time, that ſunk him, 

And froſted up his 8 will 1 

And with the ye 

Exchange for „and — T Take his Counſel. 
Leon. Your 3h hath made me young agai 
Ant. She muſt be known, and ſuddenly : 


Gn. Char. No, believe, Sir, , 
Ant. Did you obſerve her, Timon? 


and 
( wanton. 


Do ye know her? [To Menippus. 


Tim, 


AR 


wed, 4k. bend Yo! honnd . — 


rr, 


The Humorous Lieutenant. 15 


Tim. I look*d on her, 
But what ſhe is, Sir ——— 
Ant. 1 muſt have that found. 
Come in, and take yo your ur Leave. = 
Tim. And ſome few Prayers Jong, 
Dem. I know my Duty, [Exit Ant. 
You ſhall be half my Father. SS EY 
Leon. All your Servant: 
Come, Gentlemen, you are reſolv'd, I am fre, 
To ſee theſe Wars. 
1 Gent. We dare not leave his Fortunes 
Though moſt aſſured Death hung round about us. 
Leon. That Bargain's yet to make; 
Be not too haſty, when ye face the Enemy, | 
Nor too ambitious to get Honour inſtantly ; | % 
But charge within your Bounds, and keep cloſe Bodies, 
And you ſhall ſee what Sport we'll make theſe (= TY 
You ſhall have Game enough, I warrant Ye, 
Every Man's Cock ſhall fight. 
Brave Sir, as ſoon as I have taken Leave, | 
I'll meet you in the Park; Draw the Men thither, 
Wait you upon Leontius, 
Gent. We'll attend, Sir. 
Leon. But I beſeech your Grace, with Speed the bone. 
We are Yth' Field 
Dem. You cou'd not pleaſe me better. [Er 
Leon. You never faw the Wars yet? ! 243-8 
Gent. Not yet, Colonel. | . 
Leon. Theſe fooliſh Miſtreſſes do fo hang e, 
So whimper, and fo hug, I know it, 3 
And ſo intice ye, now ye are i' th Bud; 
And that ſweet tilting War, with Eyes and Kiſſes, 
Th' Alarms of ſoft Vows, Sighs, and Fiddle-faddles, | 
Spoils all our Trade: You mf forget theſe Knick- knacks, 


(6) I my 


20/06, 00h Sir.] What muſt he go fee ? Or, to whom is. 


he here himſelf? In ſhort, Demetrius is ſ ng to him- 
ſelf; that he — ſee, and take Leave of gn hs ſets 
out on hit Expedition, 


A 


Dr 


—— 2 — — r dd . ̃ , ̃]⁵—ͤ es oo 4 


16 Te Humorous Lieutenamv. 


A Woman, at ſome time of Year, I — I 
| Ts neceſſary, but make no Buſineſs OP | 
C | How now, Lieutenant? 2 


Enter tet 


Lien. Oh, Sir, as ill as ever; 
We ſhall have Wars, they ſay; they are Maſtring — * : 
*Wou'd, we were at it once: Fie, how it plagues me 
Leon. Here's one has ſerv'd now under Captain Cupid, ' 
And crack*d a Pike in's Youth : You ſee; what's come on't. 
Lieu. No, my Diſeaſe will never prove fo honourable, 
Leon. Why, Gare, thou haſt the beſt Pox, | 1 
Lieu. If I have em, 1 ] 
I am ſure, I got em in the beſt Company J 
They are Pox of thirty Coats. 
Leon. Thou haſt = em finely: 
Here's a ſtrange Fellow now, and a a F ellow, 
If we ma — — . : rb te 
"Which 1 believe we may, poor Lieutenant: 
Whether he have the PB rn or the Scabs, 82 
W | Or what a Devil it be, I'll fay this for him, 
1 There fights no braver Soldier under Sun, Gentlemen 3 
Show him an Enemy, his Pain's forgot ſtraigt; | 
And where other Men by Beds and Bathes have Eaſe, | 
And eaſy Rules of Phyſick; ſet him in a Danger, ; 
i A Danger, that's a fearful one indeed, y 
1 Ye rock him, and he will ſo play about ye. 1 
1 Let it be ten to one he neꝰ er comes off * 
Le have his Heart: And then he works it — 
And throughly bravely: Not a Pang remembred: | 
I have ſeen him do ſuch things, Belief would ſhrink at. | 
= | Gent. *Tis ſtrange, heſhou'd do all this, and diſeas'd ſo. . 
= | Leon, 7 ſure, tis true: Lieutenant, canſt thou drink 
Wo | _ ng | 
2 tinw Mord I were drunk, Dog-drunk, I might not 


Gent. I wou'd m Phyſick, 
= | Lieu. But I wou'd know my Diſeaſe firſt. | 
JT Lion. Why? it may * wy * Cage thou 
| | blow backward? * 4 3 ; 


3 


> od ed 


= —_ 


- 
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Lien. There's never a Bag-pipe i in 1 22 better. 
Gent. Is't not a Pleuriſy? 


Lieu. Tis any thing. abno 1] 
That has the Devil, and Death in't: Wit ye march, 
The Prince has taken Leave. Ten 

Leon. How know ye that? 


Lieu. I ſaw him leave the er, apach his Followers, 
And met him after in a By- ſtreet: I think, 
Ne has ſome Wench, or ſuch a Toy, to ick o rr 
t. Before he go: 'Wou'd, I had ſuch another ms 111 4 
To draw this fooliſn Pain down. a 
Leon. Let's away, Gentlemen, 
For, ſure, the Prince will ſtay on us. f! 1 MEA 
Gent, 1 attend, Sir. ef ' ELD SE I Engeunt. 


— ee SE 
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2 E N E n gi {1 Bac bo 
Enter Demetrius and Ch. 3 | 


Cel. Muſt ye needs go 
17 Dem. Or ſtay with all Dilhendur e 
| Cel. Are there not Men enough: to fight? (OF OO. 
; Dem. Fie, Celia. © „„ 
This ill becomes the noble Lore 50 Nez e ee 
Would you have your Love'a Coward?” ?: 
Cel. No; believe, Sir, K | 29 
I wou'd have him fight, but not fo far off FOO mE 
Dem. Wou' dſt have it thus? or thus? „ 
Cel. If that be Fighting —— 0 
Dem. Ye wanton Fool; When I come home a 
Pl fight with thee, at thine own 5 6 i Celia; 1 | 
And conquer thee too. "ED 5 = 
0 Cel. That you've done akeady, | ; TA 5 
: You need no other Arms to me, r dec. sr f 
t But will you fight — bi op 


Dem. Thus d 
| An a Rane of Pikes, 
1 Your — CT, beat the Troops before je, 


And cram the Mouth of Death with Executions, a4 
Vol. III. B Dem. 


— 1 e 
- 
o 
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Dem. IL wou'd do more than theſe. But, Ras hee, tell me, 
8 


Tell me, my Fair, where got'ſt ou chis 
J wonder at thy Mind. 

Cal. Were I a Man then, 

You would wonder more. 2.1 

Dem. Sure, thou would'ſt prove a Soldier, 
And.ſome great Leader. | 

Cel. Sure, I ſhould do ſomewhat; 3 
And the firſt Thing I did, I ſhou'd grow envious, 
Extreamly envious of your Youth, and Honour. 

Dem. And fight againſt me? ; 

Cel. Ten to one, I ſhould do it. 

Dem. Thou wou'dſt not hurt me? 

Cel. In this Mind I am in, 

I think, I ſhould be hardly brought to ſtrike ye, 
Unleſs *twere thus; but in my Man's Mind —— 

Dem. What? | 

Cel. I ſhou'd be Friends with you too, now I think better. 

Dem. Ye are a tall Soldier: Here, take theſe, and theſe; 
This Gold to furniſh ye, and keep this Bracelet 5. 
Why do you weep now? You a maſculine Spirit ? 

Cel. No, I confeſs, Lam a Fool, a Woman: | 
And ever when I part with you — Dem. You ſhall not, 
Theſe Tears are Een prodigious Signs, my Sweet one; 
J ſhall come back, loaden with Fame, to honour. thee. 

Cel. I hope, you ſhall: But then, my dear Demetrius, 
When you ſtand Conqueror, and at your Mere 
All People bow, and all Things wait your Sentence; 

Say then, your Eye, ſurveying all your Conqueſt, 
Find out a Beauty, even in Sorrow excellent, 0 
A conſtant Face, that in the midſt of Ruin 

With a forc'd Smile, both ſcorns at Fate, and Fortune: 
Say, you find ſuch a one, ſo nobly fortified, - | 
And in her Figure all the Sweets of Nature. 

Dem. Prithee, no more of this, I cannot find her. 
Cel. That ſhews as far beyond my wither'd en 7 
And will run mad to love ye to¹— 7 17 

Dem. Do you fear me, 


And do you think, beſides this Face, this: 1 f | 
This * where _ 0e n re = 


Pirit? 


The: bens Lia, » 


Cel. I dare not: Gil Het 2811-30 EE 
No, fiite; 1 think ye diner; ontatons tad, 2 7101 0 
— do not frown, I'll ſwear ye are. 
Dem. Ye may chuſe. TRY 3 
Cual. But how long will ye be away? 
Dem. I know not, _ X 
Cel. I khow, you are angry now? pray, leb dh: me: 
I'll ask no more ſuch 8 
Dem. The Drums beat, 
I can no longer ſtay. | 
Cel. They do but call yet: 
How fain 500 wou'd leave my Company ? 

Dem. I wou'd not, 
Unleſs a greater Pow'r than Love ethinanded, 
Commands my Life, mine Honour. 3 
Cel. But a little. 
Dem. Prithee, farewel, and be not Joubifht ef me. 5 
Cel. 1 wou'd not have ye hut: Arid ye are fo venttous 
But, good ſweet Princ preſerve yourſelf, fight nobly,-- 
But do not thruſt this Body (*tis not yours now, 
*Tis mine, tis only mine 9 bo noe be Wounds, Sit, 
For every Drop of Blood you bleed—— 

Dem. T will, Celia, | 
I will be carefull. | 5 
on My Heart, that loves ye der | 


an 


Hark, they march now! 
Cel. Por on theſe bawling Drums! 1am fares you'll 
me; 

But one Kiſs? whist « Parting's this? 
Dem. Here take me, 

And do what thon wild with 6 ſmother me; 

But ſtill remember, if your Fooling with me 

Make me forget the Truſt 
Cel. 1 have done: Farewel, Sir, 

Nevet look back, you ſhall not ſtay, not a Minute. 
Dem. I muſt have one Farewel more; 


Cd. the Drums beat = 
1925 * : I date 
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I dare not ſlack your Honour; not a Hand more; 
Only this Look — the Gods preſerve, and ſave ye 


ee ar 


— Q 0 — — 
— 


r SCENE 1. 


Enter Antigonus, Chia ny Minen. 


HAT, have ye found her out? 0 


Char. We have hearkned after her. 
Aut. What's that to my Deſire? 


Char. Your Grace muſt give us Time, Tr 

And a little Means. | | 
Tim. She is, ſure, a Stranger, | 

If ſhe were bred. or known here — _ \ 
Au. Tour dull Endeavours 


Enter Menippus. 


Should neyer be employ d. Welcome, Menippus | 
Men. I have found her, Sir, 3 
I mean, the Place ſhe is lodg'd i in; her Name i is Celia, 


Ant. 


And much Ado I had to purchaſe that too. 


Ant. Doſt think, Demetrius loves her? 
Men. Much I fear i 1 | 
But nothing that Way yet can win for certain, 
PII tell your Grace within this Fade | 
Aut. A Stranger? 
Nen. Without all Doubt. - 
Ant. But how ſhou'd he come to her? 
Men. There lies the Marrow of the Matter hid pet. 
Ant. Haſt thou been with thy Wife? 
Men. No, Sir I am going to her. 


Ant. d diſpatch, and meet me in i the Garden, ; 
And get all out ye can. 1 2 Exit. 
Mas. ll do my beſt, Sir. Exit. 


Tim. Bleſt be thy Wie, thou wert an Kae elſe! 


Char. Ay, ſhe is a ſtirring Woman, indeed: 
There” SA 1 Brother. 


Tim. 


<4 


H old BG bona 
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Tim. There's not a handſome Wench of any Neue ö 

Within a hundred Miles, but her Intelligente 

Reaches her, and out- reaches her, and brings her 

As confidently to Court, as to a Sanctuary. 

What had his mouldy Brains ever arriv'd at, 

Had not ſhe beaten it out o'th' Flint to faſten him? 

They fay, ſhe: keeps an Office of Concealments : 

There is no young Wench; let her be a Saint, 

Unleſs ſhe live i'th' Center, but ſhe finds her, | 

And every Way prepares Addreſſes to her: | 

If my Wife wou'd have followed her Courſe, Gauner ; 

Her lucky Courſe, I'd had the Day before him : 

O what might I have been by this Time, Brother ? 

But ſhe, forſooth, when I put theſe Things to her, 

Theſe Things of honeſt Thrift, groans, O my Conſcience, 

The Load upon my Conſcience, when to make us Cuckolds, '' 

They have no more Burden than a Brood- gooſe, nee 3 

But let's do what we can, though this Wench Fail us, | 

Another of a new Way will be look*d at: 

Come, let's abroad, and beat our Brains; Time may, I 
For all his Wiſdom, yet te US A 125 1 rh | 


s O E N E II. . 


D with; Alarm, Enter penn and Lane | 


Dem. I will not ſee em fall thus; gre me We fl, | 
1 ſhall forget you love me elſe. 9 

Leon. Will ye loſe all? 1105 | 
For me to be forgotten, to be hated, 

Nay, never to have been a Man, is nothing; - | 

So you, and thoſe we have d from Slaughter | 
Come ſafely off, Dem. I have loſt myſelf. 
Leon. You are cozen d. | 
Dem. And am moſt miſerable. 

Leon. There's no Man fo, 

But he that makes himſelf fo, 

Dem. I will go on 

Leon. You muſt not: I ſhall tell you then, 


And tell you true, that Man's unfit to govern, 
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That cannot guide himſelf: You lead an Army? 
That have not 2 nanty' Suff rance * yes 
To bear a LDE 
Diem. Charge but once more, Land, 1 115 
My Friends and my Companions are — l. 
Leon. Nay, give em loſt, I ſaw em off their Horles, 
And the Enemy Maſter of their Arms; nor cou'd then L 
The Policy, nor Strength, of Man — ema 2 40 
Dem. And ſhall I know this, and ftand Fooling? lab! 
Leon. By my dear Father's Saul, you ſtir not, Sir; 
Or, if you do, you make your Way through n me firſt. } 
Dem. Thou art a Coward. | 514 
T.eon. To prevent a Madman. 7s 
None but your Father's Son durſt call me 3 1 208 
Death, if he did-—— Muſt I be ſcandal d 8 50 
That hedg'd in all the: Helps s I had to ſave ye? 
That, where there was a v Weapon —_ 
Both fearch d it out, and ſingled it, unedg'd it, 1 
For fear it ſnould bite yo: am I a Coward? ' +» 
Go, get ye up, and tell em ye are the King's Son; 09) 
Hang-all your 1 Favours on yqur Creſt, 
And let them fight their Shares; ſpur to Deſtruction, 
You cannot miſs the Way: Be brav deiperate, *' - 
And your young Friends before ye, that oſt this Battel, 
Your honqurable Friends, that knew no Order, 
Cry out, Antigonus, the old Antigonus, 
The wiſe and fortunate Antigonus, : [1 
The great, the valiant, and the fear'd e 
Has 2 a deſperate Son, without Diſcretion, 
To bury in an Hour his Age of Honour, 0 
Dem. I am aſham d. 
Leon. Tis ten to one, I die with ye 1. 
The Coward will not long be after xe 
I ſcorn to ſay I faw you fall, ſigh for ye, 
And tell a whining Tale, ſome ten Years after, 
To Boys and Girls in an ald Chimney-Corner, . 
Of what a Prince we had, how bravely fpirited ; | 
How young and fair he fell: We'll all ga with ye, 
And ye ſhall fee us all, like Sacrifices 
In our beſt Trim, fill up the Mouth of Ruin, 


Wil 
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Will chis Faith fatisfy your Folly ?. Can this ſhow | ” 
'Tis not to die we fear, but to die poorly, 5 
To fall forgotten, in a Multitude ? | | 
If you will needs tempt Fortune now ſhe has hel ” 
Held ye from ſinking u 
Dem. Pray, do not kill me, 
Theſe Words pierce deeper than the Wounds 1 ben, 
The ſmarting Wounds of Loſs. - 
Leon. Le are too tender; ed L 
Fortune has Hours of Loſs, and Hours of Huben \ 
And the moſt Valiant feel them both; THE Conor, | 
The next is ours, I have a Soul deſevies W - (6 
The angry Bull never goes back for Breath, am 
But when he means to arm his Fury double. EY, 
Let this Day ſet, but not the Memory, dor! 
And we ſhall * a Time. How now, Liewenan ? 


Enter Lieutenant. 


Lieu. I know not: I am maul'd: We are e 
All our young Gallants loſt. [beaten, 
Leon. Thou'rt hurt. Lieu. I am er d, f 210 
I was i' th* midſt of all: And bang'd. all Hands: 
They made an Anvile of my Head, it — yet; ries 
Never ſo-threſh*d: Do you call this Fame? I have fam'd 
I have got immortal Fame, but PII no more on't, 
PI! no ſuch ſcratching Saint to ſerve hereafter z 
O' my Conſcience, 1 was kill'd above twenty times, 
And yet I know not what a Devil's in't, 
I crawl'd away, and hv'd again ſtill; I am hurt Gal, 
But now I have ** near ek much Pain, Colone 
They have ſliced or that Malady. 

Dem. All the young Men loſt ? | {4 

Lieu. 1 am glad, you are here: But they are al th“ 

Pound, Sir, 
They'll never ride o'er other Mens Corn again, I take it; 
Such frisking, and ſuch — - >a their F ethers, | 
And ſuch careering with their ſs's Favours; 
And here muſt he be pricking out for Honour, 
And there got he a Knock, and down goes Pilgarlick, 
Commends his Soul to his She-ſaint, and exit. 
B #7 Another 
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Another ſpurs in there, cries, Make Room, Villains, 
J am a 2 ſcarce ſpoken, but with Reverence 
A Raſcal tkes him o'er the Face, and fells him ; 
There lies the Lord, the Lord be with e 

Leon. Now, Sir, . 

Do you find this Truth: ? eee al 

Dem. I wou'd not. Lieu. Pox upon oY 
They have fuch tender Bodies too; ſuch Culliſſes, it 50 
* = one good handſome Blow breaks em in mp 

Leon. How ſtands the Enemy? 

Lien. Ev'n cool enough too: | 
For, to ſay Truth, he has been fhrewdly heated, 

The Gentleman, no doubt, will fall to his Julips. 

Leon. He marches not i'th' Tail on s. 

Lien. No; Plague take himm 
He'll kiſs our Tails as ſoon; he looks upon us, 

As if he would fay, if ye will turn again, Fnends, 

We will belabour you a little better, 

And beat a little more Care into your Coxcombs. 

Now ſhall we have damnable Ballads out againſt us 
Moſt wicked-Madrigals: And ten to one, Colonel, | 
Sung to ſuch louſy, lamentable Tunes, — . 

Leon. Thou art merry, x 
Howe'er the Game goes: Good Sir, ba not dune, A 
A better Day will draw this back again. 
Pray go, and cheer thoſe left. and lead em off, | 
They are hot, and weary. | | 

Dem. Ill do any thing. 

Leon. Lieutenant, ſend one preſently away s 101 
To th'King, and let him know our State: And hark ye 
Be ſure, the Meſſenger adviſe his Majeſty . 

To comfort up the Prince: He's full of Sadneſs. | 

Lieu. When ſhall I get a Surgeon ? This hot Weather, 
Unleſs I be well 15. ah I ſhall ſtink, GRO! 

Leon, Go, I'll prepare thee one. 

Lieu. If ye catch me then, | 


Fighting again, PU eat 1 wh a 22 5 La. 
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8 C E N E i. [rok 


Enter Leucippe, reading; and two nua, W a s Table 
; writing. VG 


* Have ye written to adn: 
1 Maid. Yes, Madam. 
Leu. And let her underſtand the Hopes he has, 
If ſhe come ſpeedily —— 
1 Maid. All theſe are ſpecified.” | 
Leu. And of the Chain is ſent he 
And the rich Stuff to make her ſhew more handſome here? 4 
1 Maid. All this is done, Madam. 
Leu. What have you diſpatch'd there? fre. 
2 Maid. A Letter to the Country Maid, and't pleaſe 
Leu. A pretty Girl, but peeviſh, plaguy peeviſh. 7 
Have ye bought the embroidered Gloves, : and that Purſe 
Wies rt ? 
And the new Curl? | 
2 Maid. They are ready pack'd up, l 
Leu. Her Maden hend will yield me, let me ſee now, 
She is not fifteen, they ſay: For her Complexion 
Cloe, Cloe, Cloe, here, I have her, Cloe, 
The Daughter of a Country Gentleman; * 
Her Age upon fifteen ; Now her Complexion, 
A lovely brown; here tis; Eyes black and rolling, 
The Body neatly. built; . ſhe ſtrikes a Lute; well, 
Sings moſt inticingly ; theſe Helps conſider d. 
Her Maiden-head will amount to ſome three hundred, 
Or three hundred and fifty Crowns  *twill bear it hand- 
Her Father poor, ſome little Share deducted, 1 
To buy him a hunting Nag; Ay, twill be ehre 
Who takes care of the Merchant's Wife? 2 ; 
1 Maid. I have wrought her. 2 
Leu. You know for whom ſhe is? * 5 
I Maid. Very well, Madam 
Though very — Ado I had to make her 
Apprehend that Happineſs. 
Leu, Theſe Kind are ſubtle; 


? 4 
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* Did ſhe not cry, and blubber, when you urg'd her? 
1 Maid, O loſt extreamly, and fwore ſhe wou'd ra- 
a ther periſh. 
Leu, Goad Signs, very good Signs, 
Symptoms of eaſy Nature. 
Had ſhe the Plate ? 
1 Maid. She look*d upon't, and THe „ 
And turn'd again, and view'd it. 
Leu. Very well ſtill, 
1 Maid. At length he was content” to let it le cer, 
Till I call'd for't, or ſ o 
Lex. She will coe 1 
Maid. Do you take mme H. 
For ſuch a Fool, I wou'd part without chat Promiſe? 
Len. The Chamber s next the Park. | 
1 Maid. The Widow, Madam, 55] dl 
You bad me look upon. WADING 4 A 
| "Lou. Hang her, he is yr 51% 36599 Sre[-1 
She | is no Man's Meat; beſides, ſhe's poor 100 Quetifh : 
Where lies old Tie now? you are fo long now — 
2 Maid. T. hisbe, Thisbe, 7. babe, e Thisbe, O, 1 
She lies now in Nicopolis. * * lhare her. 
Len. Diſpatch a Packet. | 
And tell her, her Superior here een a: e 
The next Month not to fail, but ſee deliver d 2 
Here to our Uſe, ſome twenty young and bende, 
As alſo able Maids, for the Court- Service, 2 
As ſhe will anſwer it: We are out of Beauty, d 0 | 
Utterly out, and rub the Time away here 
With fuch blown Stuff, I am aſham'd to ſend it. | 
[Keck within 
Who's that Look out, to your Buſineſs Maid, 
There's nothing got by Idleneſs: There is a Lady,” 
Which if I can buekle with, Atea, 
A, A, A, A, Altea, young, and married, 
And a great Lover of her Husband ; well, 3 
Not to be brought to Court! Say ye fo? Lam * 
The Court * be brought to you then how now, who 
1s't ! 
1 Maid, An ancient Woman, with a Maid WC 


bk 
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A Girl, but out of Cloaths; for a little Money, 
It ſeems, ſhe would put her to your bringing up. Madam. 


Enter Woman and Phebe. 8 5 


II. Let her come in. Wou'd e e wich us, 
good Woman? 

I pray, be ſhort, we are full of Buſineſs, 3 
Wem. 1 have a tender Girl here, ant pleat your Ho- 
Leu. Very well, 

Wom, That hath a great e 
Leu. It may a Ta 1 am full of Maids. 


And, for her Truth, 8 as they ſay, her Darker : 


Leu. Ye fay well; come ye hither, Maid, let me 24 
your Pulſe, 
'Tis ſomewhat weak, but Nature will grow ſtronger,” 
Let me ſee your Leg, ſhe treads but low 1'th* ballen. 
em. A cork Heel, Madam— 
Teu. We know what will do it, 


£ = 


Without your Aim,. good Woman; what do you pack 


R061 i att 
She s but a ſlight Toy. cannot hold out . 
Mom. Ev'n what you think is meet. 
Leu. Give her ten Crowns, we are full of 
She is a poor Woman, let her take a Cheeſe home. 
Enter the Wench !'th' Office. ¶ Exe. Wom. * I . 
2 Maid. What's your Name, Siſter ? | 
Phe. Phebe, forſooth. | * 7 8 
Leu. A pretty Name; *twill do well : K 
Go in, and let the — — Pbeze. 
[ Exit Phebo. 
Let my old Velvet Skirt be made fit for her, 
Fil put her into Action for a Waſtcoat ; -_ Ty, 
when I have rigg d her up once, chis inal Nu 
Ic within, 
Shall ſail for Gold, and good tore too; who's there 7 


Lord, ſhall we never have any Eaſe in this World ? 
Still troubled! Sal moleſted ! What wow d ve have? 


Enter 


bang wn 


— 
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Enter Menippus. 


163 22 . a you faſter than I am able, 
Ar ye were my Hlasband a thouſand times, I cannot doi it. 
At leaſt a dozen Poſts are gone this Morning 


For ſeveral Parts of the Kingdom : 1 can 15 no more 


But pay em, and inſtruct em. 

Men. Prithee, good 9 * r 
I come not to diſturb thee, nor diſcourage the; 
I know, thou labour'ſt e TR in thine Ear. 
r 
What do you make ſo duniy on't? ? Look there, 


I am an Aſs, I can do Rong. . | gb. 


Men. Celia? 2 | 1 
Ay, this is ſhe; a Stranger "Sts * 
Len. What would you give for more now? 


1223 Prithee, my beſt Leucippe, there's much hangs rb 


* Mars's Street? That's true too; 


the Sack of ſuch a Town, by ſuch a Soldier 


ey a Prifoner ; and by Prince Demetrius 


. Bought from that Man again, maintain'd and fayour'd: d: 


How came you by this' Knowledge? 
Leu. Poor, weak Man, 
I haye a thouſand Eyes, when chou a art leeping 
Abroad, and full of Buſineſs. 
Aen. You never try'd her? i} 


Leu. No, ee ſo hedg di 8 


By the Prince's infinite Love and Fan avour to her — — 4 
Men. She is a handſom Wench. v4 
Leu. A delicate, and knows it; 

And out of that Proof arms herſelf, 

Men. Come in then; Doc: f 
I have a great Deſign from the King to en 
And you muſt work like Wax now. 
Leu. On this Lady? 


Men. On this, and all your Wis call home. ict Hed? 


Leu. I have dove 


Toys in my Time of ſome Note; old as I am 


I think, my Brains will work yet without Barm; 
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Take up the Books, . 
Men. As we 0 15 ru ell ye., 7 kee. 


Fd 
4 * 


5 


80 0 * N E W. en 8 


Enter Adina Timon, Lords and a Soldier. 


- Hh No Face of Sorrow for this Loſs; twill choak 1 
Nor no Man miſs a Friend; I know his Nature 510 
| So deep impreſt with Grief, for what he has ſuffer'd, 
That the leaſt adding to it adds to his Ruin; 
His Loſs is not ſo infinite, I hope, Soldier. 

Sol. Faith, neither great, nor out of Indiſcretion, - 
The young Men out of Heat. _ | 


Enter Demetrius, Leontius, and Lieutenant. 


Ant. 1 gueſs the manner. 2 
Lord. The Prince, and't like your WOE: 1 % 
Ant. You are welcome home, Sir: W 
Come, no more Sorrow, I have heard your 1 | 
And I myſelf have try'd the like: Clear up, Man, 
I will not have ye take it thus; if I doubted, ; _. 
Your Fear had loſt, and that you had tum d n e 
Baſely beſought their Mercies - 5 177 
Leon. No, no, by this Hand, Sir, 5 
We fought like honeſt and tall Men. D 
Ant. I know't, Leontius : Or if I thought mT 
Neglect of Rule, | having his Counſel with ye, 
Or too vain-glorious Appetite of Fame, 
| Your Men forgot and ſcatter d At | 
Leon. None of theſe, Sir, LO 1 
He ſhew'd himſelf a noble Gentleman, I ur 
Every way apt to rule. 
Ant. Theſe being granted; 
bo, ſhould you think you have done an At ſo dagen 
* t but Diſcontent dwells round about m_ 
L have loſt a Battel. 
Leon. Ay, and fought it hard too. 
Ant. With as much Means as Man 
Leon. Or Devil cou'd urge it. 
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30 Thi Humorbu Diehtenanit 


Ant. Twenty to one on our Side now. 00 L 

Ten. Turn Tables, Li / AE: 
Beaten like Dogs again, like Owls, you * it 
To Heart for flying but a Mile before em; 
And to ſay the Truth, twas no Flight neither, Sit, 
*T was but a Walk, a handſome Walk; Pve tumbled 
With this old Body, beaten like a Stock-fiſh, 
And ftuck with Arrows, like an arming Quiver, 
Blooded and batig'd almoſt a before em, 
And glad I had got off then. 's a mad Shaver, 
He fights his Share, I am fire, when &er he comes ot; 
* I have ſeen him trip it tightly too, 

cry (7) The Devil take the zan wer 

3 I 4 it of my Betters. 

Leon. Boudge at this? 

Ant. Has Fortune but one Face! > 
Lieu. In her beſt Vizard, 


Methinks, fie t6oks büt Iouſfly. 


Ant. Chance, though ſhe faint HOW, 
And fink below our Expeftations, 1 
left ſtrong enhõugli to Buꝰy/ Her? 
Dem. Tis not, this Day I fled beföre the Ene 
And loſt my People; left mine FHensur ftider d, 
My Maiden Honour, never to be ranſom d; 
Which to a noble Soul is too tos ſenfible; 
Afflicts me with this Sadneſs; moſt of thee, 
Time may turn ſtraight again, Experience petfect, 
And new Swords cut ne Ways to nobler Fortnges, 
O, I have loſt ww | 


"Ant. As you are mine, forget it: 


. I do not think it Loſs. 


Dem. O Sir, forgive me s | 
I have loſt my Friend, thoſe worthy Souls bed my we, 
I have loſt myſelf, they were the Pieces of :: 
Ie loſt all Arts, my Schools are taken front me. 


Hondur and Arms, no Emulation left re: - 41 


I liv'd to ſee theſe Men loſt, look*d upon it 3 


(7) the Dit ri the Linda ever 1} | 
Occupet extremum Scabiet, ſays Honact. 


Theſe 
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O Shame of Shames! I aw, and cou'd not ſave em: 
This carries Sulphur in't, this burns, and boils me, | 
And, like a fatal Tomb, beſtrides my 
Ant. This was hard Fortune; but if alive, and taken, 
They ſhall be ranſom' d, let it be at Millions, 
Dem. They are dead, they are dead,” 
Lieu. When wou'd he weep for me this ? 0 ual 
I may be dead and powder WWW. 
Leon. Good Prince, grieve not 21. 0 5 
We are not certain of their Deaths: The 8 16 
Though he be hot, eben yet hos good Gn t 
What Noiſe is this? 


Great Shout within. Enter can. 2 


Lien. He does not follow us? 
Give. me a Steeple-top. 
Leon. They live, hey m. Sir. 
Ant. Hold up your manly Face. 
They live, they are here, Soon. | 
Dem. Theſe are the Men. 1 413.208 
1 Gent. They are, and live to honour ye | : 
Dem. How *ſcap*d ye, noble Friends? Mewough I for * 
Even in the Jaws of Death. 
2 Gent. Thanks to our Folly, 
That ſpur'd us on; we were indeed hedg'd: romid ave) 
And ev'n beyond the Hand of Succour, beate, 
Unhors'd, difarm'd : And what we took*d-for then, Sir, 
Let ſuch | eg, weary Souls that — the Bell lol, 
And ſee the Grave a e 
Dem. For Heav'ns 1 
Delude mine Eyes no longer How came wwe? TY 
1 Gent, Againſt all Expectation; the brave Seleucas, ' 
I think, this Day enamour'd on your Virtue, | 
2 through the 1 ee —— like f 
at your manly Cou took Fire; ang 3 
And after that, the Mi ——— | . 
The never-certain Fate of War, conſid*ring, | 5 
As we ſtood. all before him, Fortune's Ruin, 
3 but Death expecting, a ſhort Tim _ 
e 


't 


Theſe Menthat twinn'd their Loves to mine, their Virtaes 25 
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It takes me ſuch a tickling Wee Now wou'd 1 wiſh 


But ev'n the Happineſs, ev'n that poor Bleſſing - 
But ev'n i'th? Head oth? Field, to take Senn. | 


Better I had loſt *em all: Myſelf had periſh'a, 


He made a Stand upon our Youths and Fortunes. 
Then with an Eye of Mercy inform'd his Judgment, 
How yet-unripe we were, unblown, unharden d, 
Ungtted for ſuch fatal Ends; he cry d out to us, 
Go, Gentlemen, commend me to your Maſter, A 
To the moſt high, and hopeful Prince, Demetrius; © 
Tell him, the Valour that he ſhow'd againſt ne 
'This Day, the Virgin Valour, and true Fire, 
Deſerves ev'n from an Enemy this Courteſy 
Your Lives, and Arms freely I'll give em: ; Thank kim. 
And thus we are return'd, Sir. 
Leon. Faith, *twas well done: | 
*T was bravely done; was't not a noble Part, Sir u! 
Lieu. Had I been there, up had I gone, I am ſure on't; 
Theſe noble Tricks I never durſt truſt *em yet. 
Leon. Let me not live, and *twere not a fam'd H 


Heaven, 
For all the ſharp Afflictions thou haſt ſent me, 


I ſhould do ſomething memorable: Fie, fad ſtill? - 
1 Cent. r | 
Dem. Unranſom'd, was it? | 
2 Gent, It was, Sir. _ 
Dem. And with ſuch a Fame to . 
Said ye not ſo? 
Leon. Le bare heard: it. 
Dem. O Leontius! 


And all my Father's Hopes. 
Leon. Mercy upon you; 
What ails you, Sir? Death, do not Candice Fools on „% 
Neither go to Church, nor tarry at home: ie 
That's a fine Horn- pipe. 
Ant. What's now your Grief, Dane 7 
Dem. Did he not beat us twice? 5 7 193] 
Leon. He beat, a Pudding; beat us but once. 


Dem. H' as beat me twice, and beat me co WE 
Beat me to nothing. 
Lieu. 


F 


Leon. E „ : 

Dem. With Valour firſt he ſtruck me, then with Honour; 
That Stroke, Leontius, that Stroke, doſt thou not feel it? 

Leon. Whereabouts was it? For I remember nothing 

et. 
Dem.” All theſe Gentlemen'that were his Prifaners,,— 

Leon. Yes, he ſet *em free, Sir, — 
Dem. There, there, now thou haſt it; N75 4 
At mine own Weapon, Courteſy, h'as beaten me. 
At that I was held a Maſter in, he has cow'd me-; 
Hotter than all the Dint oth” Fight he has charg'd me: 
Am I not now a wretched Fellow? Think on't ; | 
And when thou haſt examin'd all Ways honourable, 

And find'ſt no Door left open to requite this, 
Conclude, I am n and was twice beate. 

Ant. Ln er TIER wy 
And love it as Demetrius, © | 
My noble Child, thou ſhalt not fall in Virtue, 

I and my Pow'r will ſink firſt : You, Leontius, 

Wait for a new Commiſſion, ye ſhall out again, 

And inſtantly : You ſhall not lodge this Night here, PH 

Not ſee a Friend, nor take a Bleſſing with ye, l 

Before ye be th? Field: The Enemy an, Som 2 2 

And ſtill in full Deſign: Charge n 

And ether bring home dar gin thou 

Or leave By Body by him. 
Dem. Sir, ye raiſe me, 

And now I dare look. up again, Leontius. 

Leon, Ay, ay, Sir, Tam thinking, who we ſhalltake of em 
To make all rache and who we ſhall give to th Devil. 
What fay*ſt thou —_— Lieutenant ? 

Lieu. I ſay nothing ef} © 
Lord what all I, that I have no mind to fight now ? 

I find my Conftitution mightily alter'd, 

Since I came home: 1 hate all {Noiſes too, 

Eſpecially the Noiſe of Drums; I am now as well 

As any living Man; why not as valiant ? : | 
Vol. III. 3 To 
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To fight now, is a kind of Vomit to _— : 
It goes againſt my Stomach. LET 
Dem. Good Sir, preſently ; 
You cannot do your Son ſo fair a Favour. + 
Ant. Tis my Intent: I'll ſee ye march away too. 
Come, get your Men together preſently, Leontins, 
And preſs where pleaſe you, as you march. 
Leon. We go, Sir. 
Ant. Wait you on me: I'll bring ye to your Command, 
And then to Fortune give e 
Dem. Ye love me. * Eat. 
Leon. Go, get the Drums, beat round, Lieutenant. 
Lieu. Hark ye, Sir, ©» 


have a fooliſh Buſineſs they call Marriage, — 


Leon. After the Wars are done. 
Lieu. The P arty ſtays, Sir, 


1 have giv'n the Prieſt his Money too: All my F riends, Sir, 
My Father, and my Mother, — 


Leon, Will you go forward? ys 

Lieu. She brings a pretty Matter with her: 

Leon. Half a dozen Baſtards. TAME Ie 

Lieu, Some forty, Sir. ER een Al 

Leon. A goodly Competency. 

Lieu. — mean, Sir, Pounds a Yar; en diſpatch the 
atter, 


Tiis but a Night or two; Þ'll overtakes ye, Sir 


Leon, The two old Legions, yes: Where les the 
Horſe· quarter? 
Lieu. And if it be a Boy, I'll ev'n make bold, Sify = 
Leon, Away with your Whore, 5 
A plague o' your Whore, you damn'd Rogue, 
Now ye are cur'd and well; muſt ye be elicketing ? 
Lien. I have broke my Mind to my Ancient, in my 
He's a ſufficient Gentleman, © [Abſence; ; 
Jeon. Get forward. | 
Lieu. Only receive her Portion. 
Leon. Get ye forward. 
Elſe I'll bang ye forward. 
Lieu. Strange, Sir, 


A Gentleman and an Officer cannot 1 the Liberty | 


e 
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To do the Office of a Man. 
Leon. Shame light on thee} - 
How came this Whore into thy Head 2 
Lieu. This Whore, Sir? © + 
"Tis ſtrange, a poor Whore | 
Leon. De not anſwer me, | 1 
Troop, troop away; do ot name this Whore ag. 
Or think there is a Whore. T7 
Lieu. That's very hard; Sir. 
Leon. For il thou delt, bool tot, TIl have thee gelded, 
Pl walk ye out dee me: N ot a Word more. be 


MMT 
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Enter Laucppe, A Sits 


Leu. Te ad fl M ye toy, 
Where this young Lady lies. 
. Gov... For. Want of. a better 
Leu. Lou may be good enough for ſuch a Purpoſe. 
When was the Prince with her? Anſwer me directiy. 
Gov. Not ſince he went a Warrmg. 
LO Very well then: 
What carnal Copulation are privy to 4 
Between theſe two? Be nor ae we are Wonen: ; 
And may talk thus amongft ourſelves, no Harm in't. 
Gov. No ſure, there's no Harm in't, I conceive chats 
But truly, that I ever knew the Gentle woman 
Otherwiſe giv'n, than a hopeful Gentlewotman—. MY 
Le. You'll grant me, the Prince loves her? | 
Gov. There I am with ye. 
And, the Gods bleſs her, promiſes her mightily. - 
Leu. Stay there a while: And gives her C7 
Gov, Extr 
And truly makes a very Saint of her. | | 
Leu. I ſhou'd think now, © © © 1 
(Gy Woman let me have your with me, 
ſee, *tis none of the worſt : Come fit down' by . 
That theſe two cannot love fo tenderly, —— = 
Gov, 0 1:20" e 
S Te. 


% 
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Leu. You ſay well —— 


But that, 8 ſome further Promiſes 
Gov, Yes, 1 
I have heard the * Pa he wou'd-. her. 

Leu. Very well ſtill: They do not — all jour? 

Gov. The tendereſt Chickens to one ning Ag be 
They cannot live an Hour aſfunder, - 

Leu. I have done then; | 
And be you gone ; you know your Charge; — do it. 
You know, whoſe Will it is; 2. you oats pon It— - 
That is if any have Acceſs, or ſee her, | 
Before the King's Will be fulfil d—— | 

Gov. Not the Prince, Madam ? | 

Len. You'll be hang'd if you do it, that PII affure ye. 

Gov. But ne ertheleſs, I'll make bold to obey ye. 

Leu, Away, and to your Buſineſs then. 

Gov. Tis done, Madam. | (xa. 


een 
Enter Antigonus, and Menippus. 5 
Ant. Prov haſt taken wond'rous Pains ; but yet, 


| You underſtand = what Blood and Country. 

Men. I labour'd that, but cannot come to know it. 
A Greek, T am ſure, ſhe is; ſhe ſpeaks this Language. 

Ant. Is ſhe ſo excellent handſome ? 1 

Men. Moſt enticing. - 

Ant. Sold for a Priſoner ? 

Men. Yes, Sir, ſome poor Creature. 

Ant. And he loves tenderly? | 

Men. They ſay, extreamly. 

Ant. Tig well prevented then: Yes, I perceiv'd i it: 
When he took Leave now, he made a hundred Stops, 
Deſir'd an Hour, but half an Hour, a Minute, 
| Which I wich Anger cros'd; 1 knew his Buſineſs 


48? 


And with him all the Ho 
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I knew, twas ſhe he hunted on; this Journey, Man, 

I beat out ſuddenly for her Cauſe intended, 

And wou'd not give him Time to breathe, Whey comes 
Men. This Morning, Sir. ine? 
Ant. Lodge her to all Delight then: 


For I would have her try'd to th' Teſt : I Wa 


She muſt be ſome crack*d Coin, not fit his Traffick; 85 
Which, when we have found, the Shame will make him 


leave her, | 
Or we ſhall work a nearer Way: l een : 


pes I have caſt upon him, | 
E'er he ſhall dig his own Grave in that Woman: 
You know which Way to bring her: I'll ſtand cloſe there, 
To view her as ſhe paſſes: And do you hear, "Res. 
Obſerve her with all Sweetneſs; humour her, 
Twill make her lie more careleſs to our e 
Away, and take what Helps you * 


a Ke e. | T Rau. 
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„ e hue! U en 


(8) Cel. Governeſs, from whom was this Gon 6 ſer 
me, prithee * > * FA | 
Be ſerious true : 1 will not wear, it elle: FP 
*Tis a handſome one. r 
Gov. As though you know not? 
Cel. No, Faith: 


But I believe, for certain too, yet 1 wonder, 


Becauſe it was his Caution, this poor Way, 7 

Still to preſerve me from the curious Scarchings 

Of greedy Eyes. (2 1 
Gov. You have it: Does it pleaſe you? 
Cel. *Tis very rich, methinks too; 2 BY tell me? 


(8) Cel. Governeſs, „ from whom was this Gown ſent mer 
The Honeſty of Celia's Conduct, her inviolable Affection to the 
Prince, her Jealouſy of being decoy'd by the baſe Court - Agents, and 
her abſolute Defiance to all Addreſſes 2 are 
8 her whole Character. 
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e one that likes you well, never look" a, 
Theſe are A0 Gifts, to be put off with ene : 
Cel. Powtings, and Gifts? Is it from any 8 

Gov, You are ſo curious, that there | is no Talk to py 
What if it be I, pray ye? 

Cel. Vage good Governeſs, 

Quick, quick. 

Gov. Why: | what's the mater? | 

Cel. » good Governeſls: © 
Fie ont, Low 'baſely ; it becomes me? Potty? 

A Trick put in upon me? Well faid, bed. 

I vow, I wou'd not wear it out It ſmells muſty. 

Are theſe your Tricks? Now I begin to ſmell it, 

Abominable muſty ; will you help eden 

The Prince will come again er 
Gov. You are not mad, ſure?? 

Cel. As J live, I'll cut it off: A Pox an it 

For, ſure, it was made for that Uſe; do you bung me 

Liveries? I[ Woman? 

Stales to catch Kites? Doſt chi la too, thou baſe 
Gov. I cannot chooſe, if I ſhould be hang'd. 
Gel. Abuſe me, 

And then laugh at me too? 

Gov. I do not abuſe ye: WT ft} 
Is it Abuſe, to je him Drink thts thirſty'? - | 4 
You want Cloaths is it ſuch a hainous Sin, 1 beſeech Je, | 
To ſee you ſtor'd? $M 30113 2 

Cel. There is no greater Widkednef than this" Way. 

Gov. What Way? | 

Cel. 1 ſhall curſe thee fearfully; "3 af a i ot 
If thou provok*ſt me further: And cake _ Women, 
My Curſes never miſs. 

Gov. Curſe him, that ſent it. 

Cel, Tell but his Name 

Gov. You dare not curſe him. 

Cel. Dare not? By this fair Ligh 
Gov, — 3 | 

Cel. Dare not be good? Be honeſt? Dare not curſe him? 
e Ae believe fo. 5 
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Cel. Speak him. 

Gov. Up with your ien den, up wich; it rang, 
And take your full Charge. 

Cel. If I do not, hang me; tel but bis Name. 

Gov. * Twas Prince Demetrius ſent it 8 
Now, now, give fire, kill him i'th' Eye now, Lady, | 

Cel. Is he come home? 

Gov. It ſeems ſo; but your Curſe ROW 

Gov. You dare not — um. | | 

Cel. Prithee, do not abuſe me: Is he come hodle, indeed: ? 
For I wou'd now with all my Heart believe thee. . | 

Gov. Nay, you may choaſe: Alas, I deal for Strangers, | 


That ſend ye ſcurvy, muſty Gowns, ſtake ne 


I have my Tricks. 
Cel. Tis a good Gown, a handſome ane, 16. 0K 
did but jeſt; where is ge??? y e Dogs 
Gov. He that ſent it Th 


Cel. How? He that ſent it? Is 55 We to that again? 


Thou can'ſt not be fo fooliſn: Da Head a h 


I may miſtake thee, 1 < 

Gov, I ſaid, he that ſent i 1 815 

Cel. Curſe o my Life: Why doſt thou vec m2 thus? ? 
I know, thou meaneſt Demetrius, doſt thou not? 


I charge thee ſpeak T _ m_ it be any other, id 
Thou knoweſt the Charg 22 e thee, and che Juſtice 
His Anger will inflict, 7 know this 


As know he ſhall, he ſhall, thou ſpiteful Woman, 

Thou beaftly Woman; and-thou ſhalt know too late too, 
And feel too ſenſible, 1 am no Ward, 

No Sale-ſtuff for your Money- Merchants that ſent it : 


Who dare ſend meʒ or how durſt thou, DIG | 


Gov, What you pleaſe : 
For this is ever the Reward of Service. 


The Prince ſhall bring the next himlel, 


Cel. Tis ſtrange, | ! 
That you ſhould deal 0 per Beſhrew Ye 
You have put me in a Heat. 
Gov, I am ſure, ye have kill'd me: 
I ne'er receiv d ſuch, LADEN I can but wait upon Ye, 


| C4 
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And be your Drudge; keep a 2 — 
Cel. Lou know my — Ga eaſy, Governeſs, 

And you now know, I am ſorry too : How does he ? 
Gov. O Gad, my Head | ] 
Cel. Prithee, be — and tell me; | 

Did he ſpeak of me, ſince he came? Nay, ſee now, 

If thou wilt leave this Tyranny ? Good ſweet Governeſs, 

Did he but name his Celia? Look upon me, 

Upon my Faith, I meant no Harm : Here take this, 
And buy thyſelf ſome Trifles : Did he, good Wench? 
Gov. He loves ye but too dearly. 
Cel, 5 5 my good Governeſs. ö 
Gov. T . . 
Cel. More Cloaths? 2 
; Gov. More: | | 
li Richer and braver ; I can tell ye that News ; 

it! And twenty glorious Things. | 

1 Cel. To what Uſe, Sirran? [Wretches 
Gov. Ye are too good for our Houle now: Jos 

Shall loſe the Comfort of ye. 

Cel. No, I hope not 
Gov. For ever loſe ye, Lady. 
Cel. Loſe me? Wherefore? I hear of no fuck Thing, 

_ Gov. * ſure, it muſt be ſo: 10 
ou m ine now at Court: S Preparation, 

Such Hurry, and ſuch hanging Rooms | 
Cel. To th? Court, Wench? Was it to th Court, thou 
Gov, You'll find it ſo. e 0 ? 
Cel. Stay, ſtay, this cannot be. | 
Gov. I ſay, it muſt be: 2 163 

I hope to find ye ſtill the ſame good Lady. [ Wench, 

1 Cel. To th' Court? This ſtumbles me: Art ſure, for me, 

ll This Preparation is? | 

14 Gov. She is perilous crafty; 

| I fear, too honeſt for us all — Am I ſure, I live? 

\ Cel. To th' Court? This cannot down: What ſhould 

J do there? | 
Why ſhould he on a Sudden change his Mind thus, 
And not make me acquainted ? Sure, he loves me ? 
His Vow was made againſt it, and mine with him: 
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At leaſt, while this King liv'd. He will come kithes, 


And ſee me, ere Igo? 


Gov. Wou'd, ſome wiſe Taman 
Had her in Working. That I think he will not, 
Becauſe he means with all Joy Urne nn mset ye. 
Ye ſhall hear more within this Hour. 

Cel. A Courtier? 
What may that Meaning be? Sure; "tn 3 Wo 4 
If he be come, he muſt : Hark ye, good Govemeſi, 
What Age is the King of? 108 
Gov. He's an old Man, and full of Buſineſs, n 

Cel. I fear, too full, indeed: What Ladies ae there? 
I wou'd be loth to want good Company. 

Gov. Delicate young Ladies, as you-wou'd defies: 
And when you are acquainted, the beſt Company, | -/ 

Cel. Tis very well: Prithee, go in, let's talk more. 


For though I fear a Trick, III — try it. 


Gov. Le he muſt be cunning, 1 
: F vs [ Exeunt. 


8 E N nr. 


Enter Licutenant, and Leontius: Drums within.” 


Leon. You ſhall not have your Will, Sirrah, are ye 
running ? 
Have ye gotten a Toy in your Heels ? Ts this a Seaſon, 
When Honour pricks ye on, to prick your Ears up, 
After your Whore, your Hobby-horſe ? : 

Lieu. Why, look ye now : . [fight 
(9) What a ſtrange Man are you? Would you har a Man 
At all Hours all alike? | 

Leon. Do but fight ſometliing ; 


(9) Wald you have a Man fight 

At all Hours all alike ?] The Character of the Lieutenant re- 
fuſing to fight after he was cured of his bodily Malady, (as Mr. Lanc- 
BAINE tells us in his Account of the Eng/;/Þ Dramatick Poets) re- 
ſembles the Story of the Soldier belonging to Lucullus deſeribed in in 
the Epiſtles of Howact, Lib. 2. * 2. Zut the very Is is rela- 


ted in Ford's Apotbegme. 


+ But 
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But half a Blow, and put thy Stomach tot: 
Turn but thy Face, and do —— Mouths * nr u 
Lieu. And have my Teeth Knock ' d out; I thank | ye 


Ye are my dear Friend, | l 
Leon. What a Devil ails W | 
Doſt long to be hang d? 


Lieu. Faith, Sir, I Wen no Suit fore: 

But rather than I would live thus out of Wy: 10 
Continually in bra wling ——— 

Leon. Art thou not he? 

I may be cozen'd 
Lieu. I ſhall be — 

Leon. That in the midſt of — 0 helliſh Pea: 
When thou wert crawling-ſick, didſt aim at Wonders, 
When thou wert mad with Pain? 

Lieu. Ve have found the Cauſe out; 

I had ne'er been mad to fight elſe: I confeſs, Sir, 
The daily Torture of my Side, that vex'd me, 
Made me as daily careleſs what became of me, 
Till a kind Sword there wounded me, and eas'd me; 
*T was nothing in my Valour ſought; I am well now, 
And take ſome Pleafure in my Life; methinks, now, 
It ſhews as mad a Thing to me to ſee you ſcuffle, 
And kill one another fooliſhly for Honour, 

As *twas to you, to ſee me play the Coxcomb. 

Leon. And wilt thou ne'er fight more? 

Lieu. I'th' Mind I am in. 

Leon. Nor never be ſick again ? 

* 1 hope, I ſhall not. 

Priches, be ſick again; prices, I 1 thee, 
Be or 51 kick again, 
Lian. Pl juſt be hang' d firſt. 
Leon. If all the Arts that are can make a Cholck, 
(Therefore look to't:) Or if png, mark me, 


As big as Foot-balls —— 


Lieu. Deliver me. 
Lon. Or Stones of ten Pound t 7 the Kidrieys, 
Through Eaſe and u ms Diets may be gather'd ; 
dil oy ye up myſelf, Sir, I'll prepare ye; 
Tou — Reh, unleſs the Devil tear ye... 


Yu 


„ 


od PP AM .t 


„ 


be, 


2) 


You 
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You ſhall'not want Provocations, PVſcratch ye, 
Pl — thee have the Tooth- ach, and the Feet-ach. 
Lieu. Good Colonel, I'll do ny dung, hit 
Leon. No, no, 'nothi 


— 
Then will I have thee blown with a pe ef Sifirhs* Bellows, 


Becauſe ye ſhall be ſure to have a round Gale with ye, 
Fill'd full with Oil o' Devil, and Aqua- fortis, £ 8 


And let theſe work, theſe may Proven 


Lieu. Good Colonel IA ; 
Leon. A Coward in full Blood; prithee, be pln wich me, 


Will Roaſting do thee any Good? | 
Lieu. Nor baſting neither, Sir. 1 
Leon. Marry, that goes are. 
Enter ane Gentleman. | „ 
1 Gent. Wb ure you, Colone!? 


The Prince expects ye, Sir: h'as hedgꝰd the Enemy + 
Within a Straight, where all the Hopes and Valour 
Of all Men living cannot force a Falte, 
He has em now. 
Leon. I knew all this before, Sir, | 
I chalk*d him out his Way: But do you ſee tharThing there? 
Lieu. Nay, good ſweet Colonel, PH fight a little. 
_ Leon. That Thing? 
1 Gent, What Thing? 1 ſee the brave 1 
Leon. Rogue; what a Name haſt thou Joſt b. 
1 Lieu. You ny y help it, 5 
et you may help't ; I do ye: Courteſy : Og 
I know, you love a Wench well * * nee 


« Enter ſecond Gentleman. 


Leon. Look upon him; | 
Do you look too. f 
2 Gent, What ſhou'd I look oof 


I come to tell ye, the Prince ſtays your bea, 
We have em now i'th' Coop, Sir. 


E Bur look fiſt —— J 
Lieu. 1 I q T8 


Lon. Look on this Fellow, . 
FOR | 2 Gent. 


o + — 
1 goa . earn ry —_ 
—_—— — 


| Quickly, behind me quickly, doit ; | (of 


% 


| Fie, how. he ſtinks, like a tired Jade. 


Of me, and if every * aer 


8 ; I have 


2 Gent, I know him; tis the valiant brave Lieutenant 
Leon. Canſt thou hear this, e Steal 


And ruſh into the thickeſt of the 

And if thou kill'ſt but two. 

Lieu. Tou may excuſe me, 

Tis not my Fault: I dare not fight. 
Leon, Be rul'd yet, 

I'll beat thee on; go wink and fight: A Plagye uponyo | 


My, 


Sheep's Heart! Feet 
2 Gent. What's all this Matter? EerdÞ-416 
1 Gent. Nay, I cannot ſhew ye. B 


Leon. Here's twenty Pounds go but ſinell to” em. 
Lieu. Alas, Sir, 


I have taken fach & Cold, I can ſmel hotbing. 
Leon. I can ſmell a Raſcal, a rank Raſcal: 


a 


2 Gent, What, Sir? 
Leon, Why, that Sir, do not you ſmell hne | 
2 Gent. Smell him? | 1 
Lieu, I muſt endure, f 
Leon. Stinks like a dead Dog, e eee l 
6 There? s no ſuch damnable Smell under Heav'n, 
As the faint Sweat of a Coward. Will ye fight yet? 1 
Lieu. Nay, now T defy ye; ye have f. the work 


To the Heart 4 

Leon. God ha' Mercy, 
God ha? Mercy, Kh Mos thee here I forgive thee; 
And fight, or fight not, but 80 along with us, 
And keep m 

Lieu. I love a good Dog naturally. i 

1 Gent. What's all this Stir, Lieutenant? 

Lieu. Nothing, Sir, 15 7 
But a ſlight Mattet of Argument. 

Leon. Pox take thee! 
Sure, I ſhall love this Rogue, he's ſo pretty a 1 
Come, Gentlemen, let's up now, and if Fortune | 
Dare ” the Slut again, I'll never more ſaint her. 
Come y-fellow, bone, prithee, come up; come, Chicken, 


n AS a Qu 


The Humorous Zane 8 
| have a Way ſhall ft yet: A tunic Knave, IN 


Come, look upon us. g 
Liu. Ii tell ye who dee bel, Boys, 12 [Exeunr 


SCENE. IV 


Enter Ausg ons, ail Menippus, a FO 0 


you BS Men. I ſaw her coming out. 
I Ant. Who waits upon her? - 
(10) Men. Timon, Charinthus, ar fore other Gente 
By me appointed. | 9 [men, 
Ant. here's your Wife? | 
Men, She's ready | 
To entertain her here, Sir; and ſome Ladies 
Fit for her 
Ant. How ſhews ſhe in her Trim now? 
Men. O, moſt divinely ſweet. 
Ant. Prithee, ſpeak ſoftly. 
How does ſhe take her Coming? | 
Men. She bears it bravely ; | 
But what ſhe thinks For Hear ke, Sir, pre- 
| ſerve me 
4 If the Prince chance to find this. 
Ant. Peace, ye old Fool; | | 
She thinks to meet him here. . 
Men. That's all the Project. rb; 
Ant. Was ſhe hard to bring ? 
ee; Men. No, ſhe believ d it quickly, 
And quickly made herſelf fit. The Gown a little: 3+) 
And thoſe new Things ſhe has not been acquainted with, 
At leaſt in this Place, where ſhe liv'd a Priſoner, - 
Troubled and ſtirr d her Mind. But, believe me; Sir, 


She has worn as good, they fir ſo apted to her; 


(10) Timon, Charinthus, and ſome other — How the 
Characters of Courtiers being made Male-Bawds, (ſo frequently in- 
troduced in the Plays of our por wad. might 0 down with the Au- 

diences of thoſe Times, I cannot anſwer : But, I am ſure, they wand 
be exploded by that * I IT Rene 


And 


—— 7 kꝛꝓ . — —xX—ñĩFñ—ᷣͤ q —— ꝗ́—dX ”ũZuͤõBn— he — 
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And the is © great; Miſtreks of; Difſiclizes, » {2.99 i 
Here they come now : But take a full View of her. ; 


Euer Celia, Tae, Charinthus, and Ge 


1 Ant. How cheerfully ſhe looks? How ſhe falutes all? 
if And how ſhe views the Place? She is very young, ſure: 
8 That was an admirable Smile, a catching one, 
j The very Twang of Cupid's Bow ſung in it: 
0 She has two-edg'd Eyes, they kill o Both Sides. af 
1 Men. She makes a Stand, as 1 ſhe wou'd Hove: 
it Ani. Be ſtill then. 
Cel. Good Gentlemen, trouble yourſcbiess no farther, | 
| I had thought, ſure, to have met a noble Friend here. 
18 | Tim. You may meet many, _ 
5 Cel. Such as you are 
IB Il covet few or none, Sir. 
id Char. Will you walk this way, 
= And take the Sweets o'th* Garden? Cool and cloſe, A / 
il Cel. Methinks, this open Air's far better; tend 1 that I 
Pray, where's the Woman came along? 8 E 
Char, What Woman? E 
Cz]. The Woman of the . [lay at. 
Tim. Woman? | 
Here was none came along, fares” Foot { 2113 f S 
Cel. Sure, I am catch'd then: % 6h 
Pray, where's the Prince? 
har. He will not be long from ye, 01 
ji We are his humble Servants. vt 007 
* Cel. I cou'd laugh now * 3 
| | To ſee how finely I am — el V 
For, ſure, I know a Way to ſcape all ew <a ö 
| => N Lots! n . u ral 1h WML 
| . - G8 | 
| For Heav'n ſake, — 7 what Office do 1 bear here? 
| | Tim, The great Commander of all Hearts, 


Enter Leucippe, and Ladies. 


Cel. You have hit it. | 
1 el You bare hi g. 6 
Char. Ladies, that come to ſerve ye. 


AA ww oo, 


8 


O — 


Cel. 


1 


— vu oo Ae rn ns 


2 


> * A 


Are you my Servants? ern 314 
Lady. Servants to your N 
Cel. "1 dare believe ye, —— WF . 
Catch'd with a Trick? Well, I muſt bear it patiently: 6 


— 


Methinks, this Court's a neat Place: All che People V 
Of fo refin'd a Size + 1 


Tim. This is no poor Rogue; 
Leu, Were it a Paradiſe to vleaſe your Pain AY 
And entertain the Sweetneſs you bring with e 
Cel. Take Breath; 
You are fat, and many Words may melt ye; 
This is three Bawds beaten into one; bleſs me, Hauen, 1 3 
What ſhall become of me? I am b th Pitfall: [ones 
O' my Conſcience, this is the old Viper, and all theſe little 
Creep Jy Night into her Belly; do your hear, mop 
rvant, 
7 And you, my little ſucking Ladies, you muſt teach me, 
at For, I know, you are excellent at C 
7 How to behave myſelf, for I am rude yet: 
But you ſay, the Prince will come? 50 
Lady. Will fly to ſee you. a 
Cel. For look you, if k great Ain Dyke King tw; 
Shou'd come and viſit me? 
Men. She names ye. | 
Ant. Peace, Fool. 
Cel. And offer me a Kindneſs, ſuch a Kindneſs —— 
Leu. Ay, ſuch a Kindneſs, 
Cel. True, Lady, ſuch a Kindneſs, - 
W that emacs be now? Oat > 
Ave} Latypo” > „ lon lan wane t ab 
Learn, little Ones, 254 | | | 
Cel. Say, it be all his Fayour, — 5 n 
Leu. And a ſweet Saying” tis. | | 
Cel. And I grow peeviſh ? 
Leu. You muſt not be negleatfull. 
Cel. There's the Matter, | 
There's the main Doctrine now, and Tay mi it; 
bor a kind handſome Gentleman: 


_ Leu, You ſay well. e O00 iN 5 
15 | Cel 


te Humorous Lianen, 4 


* * * 
* * 
—— w ———— — _— — —— — 
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"Cel. They'll count us baſely bred. 

Leu. Not freely nurtur'd. 

Cel. I'll take 8 Counſel. 

Leu. Tis an excellent Woman. 

Cel. I find a notable Volume here, a E one; 
Which Way? For I wou'd fain be in my Chamber ; 
In truth, — e e e fy, 

How hot the Air beats on me? 
Lady. This Way, Madam. 
Cel. Now, by mine Honour, I grow wondrous faint too. 


Leu. Your Fans, ſweet Gentlewomen, your Fans. *, 
Cel. Since I am fool'd, 


Pl make myſelf ſome Sport, though I pay dear fort. 


Exit. 
Aen. You ſee now what a manner of Woman ſhe i is, Sir, 
Ant. Thou art an Aſs. 
Men. Is this a fit Love 5 the Prince? 
Ant. A Coxcomb! —— — 
(11) Now, by my Crown, a dainty Wench, a ſharp Wench, 
And of a matchleſs Spirit: How ſhe jeer'd *em ? 
How careleſly ſhe ſcoff d em? Uſe 25 nobly; 
I wou'd, I had not ſeen her: Wait anon, 
And then you ſhall have more to trade upon. [ Exeunt. 


„ E N S N. 
Enter Leontius, and the two Gentlemen. 


Leon. We muſt keep a Round, and a ſtrong Watch to 


Night, 
The Prince wn charge the n au- Morning: 


(11) Nau, by my Crown, a dainty Wench, ! The Kin is deferibed, 
in the Dramatis Perſinæ, an old Man with young Deſires : and lo, 
indeed, he appears to be, as our Poets have thought fit to repreſent 
him. But it is 338 der atory to the Gravity, Wiſdom, and il- 
luſtrious Character of that Prince to make him y hunting after 
a young Girl, at a Time when he was engaged in War againſt three 
Kings, and his Son and Heir at the Head of this dangerous Expedi- 
tion. I would not be thought hy make this Remark in Derogation to 
our excellent Poets ; but, to point out & Miſcondud, that 


125 might very eaſily have been — 2 


But 
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But for the Trick I told ye for this Raſcal, Ge 
This Rogue, that Health and 8 Heart wake, a 
o ward | : 


1 Gent, Ay, if it take. 
Leon. Ne'er fear it, the Prince has it, 

And if he let it fall, I muſt not know it; 

He will ſuſpect me preſently But you two 

May help the Plough. 
2 Gent. That he is ſick again. : 

9. Leon. Extremely ſick; his Diſcaſe grown incurable ; 
Never yet en nor touch d at. ‚ 


Enter Liewendnt. 


2 Cent. Well, we have it, : 
And here he comes. 
Leon. The Prince has been upon . | 
What a flatten Face he has now ? It takes, believe. it; 
How like an Aſs he looks? 
Lieu. J feel no great Pain, 
At leaſt, I think, I do not; Fee t feel Sully, «Aft 
I grow extremely faint : How cold J ſweat now? 

Leon. So, ſo, ſo. 

Lieu. And now tis ev n tne. 1 feel a Pricking, 
A Pricking, a ſtrange Pricking : How it tingles? 
And as it were a Stitch too: The Prince told me, 
And every one cry*d out, I was a dead Man; 

I had thought, I had been as well 

Leon. Upon him now, Boys,. 

And do it moſt demurely. 


me 1 Gent, How now, Lieutenant? 

"i Lieu. I thank ye, Gentlemen. 

5. 1 Cent. Life, how looks this Man? 
bed, How doſt thou, good Lieutenant? 

| fo, 2 Gent, I ever told ye 


eſent This Man was never cur'd, I ſee it too plain now; 

— How do you feel yourſelf? you look not N 

* How dull his Eye hangs ? 

pedi - 1 Cent. That may be Diſcontent. 

on to 2 Gent. Believe me, Friend, I wou'd not ſuffer now 
that The Tith of thoſe Pains his Man fork mark his Foxchead, 
But Vou. WE, © What 


zo The "Humoyons Lientenant t. 
What a Cloud of cold Dew hangs upon? r 10% 368 
- Eien. I have it, ae t . | 1 
Again I have it; how it grows uppn' me? e 
A miſerable Man R ? RILEY A VIS 
| Leon. Ha, ha, ha! Feine | 5 3 8 9 2 5 
A miſerable Man thou ſhalt be. 
Thing is the tameſt Trout I cer Gerd. Fru Live af 
Enter two e dr 5 
1 Phy. This Way he went. HI 150 F195," PAW | i 
2 Phy. Pray Heavꝰ n, we find him rige K 


He's a brave Fellow, tis pity he ſhould periſh tan. | | 
1Phy. A ſtrong- earted Man, and of a notable Suf- } 


Lieu. Oh, oh. ; 

r Gent. How now? How 1 wit, Man? | 

Lieu. Oh, Centlemen, * | od 3, 
Never fo full of Pain. enen ane | 

2 Gent. Did I not tell ye? Bae: 

Lieu. Never ſo full of Pain, Gehilein,” Fly! 

1 Phy, He is here; . 4 hs of v9 8 mew” 16 | 
How do you, Sir? N 2 07g 4 

2 Phy. Be of good Comfort, Soldier, mY | 
The Prinee has fent us 0 you, 

Lieu. Do you think, I may live? . 


* 
>” 


2 Phy. He alters hourly, . 3 5 


1 Phy. Yes, you may live: But RE LES 
Leon. Finely butted, Doctor- 15 i 8 Ne | 
1 Gent, Do not diſcourage him. e n \ 


1 Phy. He muſt be told Truth,” Rom n 0% nA 
"Tis now too late to trifle. "ON vu. 


Enter Demetrius, and Gb 1 


2 Gent. Here the Prince comes. F 

Dem. How now, Gentlemen phe Fa 

2 Gent. Bewailing, Sir, a Soldier, 
And one, I think, your Grace wil grieve to 25 vith 5; 
But every living Thing | 

Dem. Tis true, muſt periſh 59 OD 
Our Lives are but out Marches to our r Graves, 85 75 
«How doſt thou now, Lieutenant? ?- 4e 
. iel. 


„ i 
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Lieu. Faith, *tis true, Sr: "RAO 22. 

We are but Spans, and Candles Ends. i 
Leon. He's finely mortif ice. 

Dem. Thou art Heart- whole yet, I ſee; he alters be, 

And that apace too; I ſaw it this Morning in 28 

When he, poor Man, 1 dare feds ma 5 
Lieu. No believ't, Sir, 

I never felt it. | 
Dem. Here lies the Pain now : How he 1$ werd? 

1 Phy. The Impoſthume, 

Fed with a new malignant Humour now, 

Will grow to ſuch a Bigneſs, tis incredible 3 

The Compaſs of a Bufhel will not hold it. 

And with ſuch a Hell of Torture it will riſe e on 
Dem. Can you endure me touch it? „ 
Lieu. Oh, 1 beſeech you, Sir: | 

I feel you ſenſibly e'er you come near me. 

Dem. He's finely wrought, he muſt be cut, no Cure ae 

And ſuddenly, you ſee how faſt he blows out. 
Lieu. Good GO Ou let me be TAIT to 

you, 

I feel, I cannot laſt. : Te 
2 Phy. For what, Lieutenant? 

Lieu, But ev'n for half a Dozen Cans of good Wine, 

That I may drink my Will out: I faint hideouſſ. 
Dem. Fetch him ſome Wine; and lince he muſt 80, 

Gentlemen, 


Why, let him take his Journcy mertiy. 
Enter Servant with Wine. 


Lieu. That's ev'n the neareſt Way. 
Leon. I cou'd laugh dead now. 

Dem. Here, off with that. 
Lieu. Theſe two I give your Grace, 

A poor Remembrance of a dying Man, Sir; 
And, I beſeech you, wear em out. | 7 
Dan. I will, Soldier, 
Theſe are fine LEON | 

Lieu. Among Gentlemen, 
En al i have ft, I am a T Man, naked, | 
2 


Let 
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Yet ſomething for Remembrance; (12) _— a piece, 


g Gentlemen, | 

And ſo my Body where you pleaſe. 

Teon. It will e l TS 
Lieu. I make your Grace my Executor, and, I beſcech ye, 

See my poor Wil fulfill'd: Sure, 1 hall walk evil rt i 
Dem. As full as they can be fill'd, here's my Hand, 
| Soldier, 
1 Gent. The Wine will tickle him. 
Lieu. I would hear a Drum beat, 

But to ſee how I cou'd endure it. wn Otis bet 
Dem. Beat a Drum there. [Drum within. 
Lieu. Oh heav'nly Muſick, I wou'd hear one ſing to't; 


I am very full of Pain. 


Dem. Sing? *tis impoſſible. 

(13) Lieu. Why, then I would drink a Drum: full: 
Where lies the Enemy? | 

2 Gent, Why, here cloſe by. 

Leon. Now he begins to er 

Lieu. And dare he fight? 

Dare he fight, Gentlemen * ? 

1 Phy. You mult not cut him : | 
He's gone then in a Moment; all the Hope left, is, 
To work his Weakneſs into ſudden Anger, 
And make him raiſe his Paſſion above his Fein, 
And fo diſpoſe him on the Enemy; | 
His Body then, being ſtir'd with Violence, 

Will purge itſelf, and break the Sore. 

Dem. *Tis true, Sir, 

1 Phy. And then my Life for his. 

Lieu. I will not die thus. 


(12) four a piece, Gentlemen,) What it is Fes: that 
the Lieutenant gives to theſe Gentlemen, is not aſcertain'd by any 
marginal Direction; and conſequently we are in the Dark as to that 
Point. He had little Money, to boaſt of, as we find by his own 
Confeſſion : And he makes the Prince his Executor ; but that he had 
Ever made a Will, we have as little Notice of. 

(13) hy, they 1 would drink a Drum Full: ] This Reply of the 
Lieutenant is ſurprizingly humorous ; that, becauſe the Prince tells 
him, No body could ſing to the Beating of a Drum, he would there- 
fore drink off a-Drum- * of Liquor. D 

Dien. 
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Dem. But he is too weak to do — | 

Lieu. Die like a Dog? © | 

2 Phy, Ay, he's weak, but yet he's Heart-whole, 
Lieu. Hem! — 
Dem. An excellent Sign. 

Lieu. *Hlem! —— 

Dem. Stronger ſtill, and better, | 

Lieu. Hem, hem! Ran, tan, tan, tan, tan. Ent 

i Phy, Now he's 'th* way on' t. 

Dem. Well, go thy ways; thou wilt do fomerhing 


certain. 
Leon. And Game brave Thing.“ or let mine Ears be cut 
He's finely wrought. 1 obs 
Dem. Let's after him. | 
Leon. I pray, Sir; 


But how this Rogue, when this Cloud's not in him, 
And all diſcover'd - ; 


Dem. That's for an After-Mirth 3 away, away, away. 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE N. 


Enter Seleucus, Lyſimachus, Ptolomey, and Soldiers. 
Sel. Let no Man fear to die: We love to lep al, 


And Death is but the ſounder Sleep; all Ages, 
And all Hours call us; tis ſo common, eaſy, 


That little Children tread thoſe Paths before us; | 
We are not ſick, nor. our Souls preſt with Sorrows, 
Nor go we out with tedious Tales, forgotten ; 
High, high we come, and hearty to our Funerals, 
And, as the Sun that ſets, in Blood let's fall. 
l * im. Tis true, they have us faſt, we cannot ſcape em, 


Nor keeps the Brow of Fortune one Smile for us; 


Diſhonourable Ends we can ſcape though, 
And, worſe than thoſe Captivities, we can die, 
And dying nobly, though we leave behind us 
Theſe Clods of Fleſh, that are too maſſy Burthens, 
Our living Souls fly crown'd with living Conqueſts. 
Ptol. They have begun, fight bravely, and fall bravely; 
And may that Man that _ to ſave his Life n now 4 
3 „ 
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By Price, or Promiſe, or by Fear falls from us, 
Never again be bleſt wi? th? Name of Soldier 


Enter a Soldier. 
Sel. How now ? Who charged firſt! I ſoek a brave 


To ſet me off in Death. Hand 
Sol. We are not charg'd, Sir, 

The Prince lies ſtill. — | 
Sel. How comes this Larum up then? him, 


Sol. There is one deſperate Fellow, with the Devil in 

He never durſt do this glſe, has broke into us, 
And here he bangs ye two or three before him, 
There five or ſix, ventures upon whole Companies. 

Ptol. And is not ſeconded :! | 

Sol. Not a Man follows. 

Sel. Not cut Yr Pieces? | 

Sol. Their Wonder yet has ſtaid 'em. 

Sel, Let's in, and ſee this Miracle. 

Ptol. 1 admire it. | [ Exeunt. 


Enter Leontius, and Gentlemen. 


Leon. Fetch him off, fetch him off; I am fure, he's 
clouted; | | 

Did I not tell you how *twould take ? 

1 Gent. Tis admirable. 


Enter Lieutenant, with Colours in bis Hand, purſuing 
| three or four Soldiers. \ 
Lieu. Follow that Blow, my Friend, there's at your 
Coxcombs ; | 3 
I fight to ſave me from the Surgeons“ Miſeries. 
Leon. How the Knave curries *em ? 
Lieu, You cannot, Rogues, 
Till you have my Diſeaſes, fly my Fury; 
Ye Bread-and-Butter Rogues, do ye run from me? 
And my Side would give me Leave, I would fo hunt ye, 
Ye Porridge-gutted Slaves, ye Veal-broth Boobies. = 


Enter 
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Enter Demetrius, Phyſi ſclans, and Gentlemen. 


Leon. Enough, enough, Licutenant, thou haſt . 
Dem. Mirrour of Man! (bravely. 
Lieu. There's a Flag for ye, Sir; 
I took it out 0'th* Shop, and never paid fort; 
I'll to 'em again, I am not come to th* Text yet. 
Dem. No more, my Soldier : Beſhrew my Heart, 1215 18 
hurt ſore. wes 
Leon. Hang him, he'll lick all thoſe whole. 
1 Phy. Now will we take him, 2 
And cure him in a trice. | 
Dem. Be careful of him. 
Lieu. Let me live but two Tears, 1 = 
And do what ye will with me; 13 
I never had but two Hours yet of Happineſs; 
Pray ye, give me Nothing to. provoke my Valour, 
For I am ev'n as weary of this Fighting—— fron ; 
2 Phy. Ye ſhall have nothing ; come to the E'S 
And there the Surgeons Ne ſhall ſearch ye, 2 
Then to your Reſt. 
Lieu. A little handſome Litter 
To lay me in, and I ſhall ſleep. * 
Leon, Look to him. 
Dem. I do believe, a Horſe begot this F. ellow, 
He never knew his Strength yet; they ate our own. | 
Leon. I think fo, I am cozen'd elſe; I would but ſee: now 
A Way to fetch theſe off, and fave their Honours. | 
Dem. Only their Lives. 
Leon. Pray ye, take no Way of Peace now, 
Unleſs it be Vin infinite e 
Dem. | ſhall be rul'd 
Let the Battels now move forward, 
Our ſelf will give the Signal: 


Enter Trumpet and Herald. 


Now, Herald, what's your Meſſage? 
Her. From my Maſters, 
This honourable Courteſy, a Parley 


For half an Hour, no more, Sir. B 
| D 4 5 Dem. 
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Dem. Let em come on, 
They have my Princely Word. 


Enter Seleucus, Lyſimachus, Ptolomey, aui, 
. and Soldiers. | 


Her. They are here to attend ye. 

Dem. Now, Princes, your Demands? ” 

Sel. Peace, if it may be 
Without the too much Tainture of our Honour : 
Peace, and we'll buy it too. 

Dem. At what Price? 

Lyfim. Tribute. 

Ptol. At all the Charg e of this War. 

Leon. That will not 45. 

Sel. Leontius, you and I have ſerv'd together; 
And run through many a Fortune with our Swords, 
Brothers in Wounds and Health ; one Meat has fed us; 
One Tent a thouſand Times from cold Night cover'd us; 
Our Loves have been but one; and had we died then, 
One Monument had held our Names and Actions: 
Why do you ſet upon your Friends ſuch Prices? 
And ſacrifice to giddy Chance ſuch Trophies? 
Have we forgot to die? or are our Virtues | 
Leſs in Afflictions conſtant, than our Fortunes? 
Ye are deceiv'd, old Soldier. 
Leon. I know your Worths, 
And thus low bow in Reverence to your Virtues : 
Were theſe my Wars, or led my Pow'r in chief here, 
(14) I knew then how to meet your Memories: 
They are my King's Imployments ; this Man fights now, 
To whom I owe all Duty, Faith, 0 Service; 
This Man, that fled before ye; call back that, 
That bloody Day again, call that Diſgrace home, 
And then an eaſy Peace may ſheath our Swords up. 
I am not greedy of your Lives and Fortunes, 


(14): Thnew then how to mect your Memories :] I have obſerv'd, that 
our Poets frequently employ the Word Memory in an uncommon and 
abſtracted Senſe. I think, Leontius means here, that then he could 
meet the Remembrance of thoſe Occurrences en are ſymm'd up by 
Seleucus in his preceding Speech. 

; Nor 


2 nd bo 


# a 
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Nor do I gape ungratefully to ſwallow ye. TH 
Honour, the Spur of all illuſtrious Natures, 4 

That made you famous Soldiers, and next Kings, ' 

And not ambitious: Envy, ſtrikes me forward. 

Will ye unarm, and yield yourſelves his. Priſoners? 

Sel. We never knew what that Sound meant : ee 
Shall. ever bind this Body, but Embraces; 

Nor Weight of Sorrow here, till rn fall on me. 
Leon. Expect our Charge then. 8 1441 

Lyſm. Tis the nobler Courteſy: x 
And fo we leave the Hand of Heard to bleſs us. 

Dem. Stay, have you any Hope? | 

Sel. We have none left us, a0 
But that one Comfort of our Deaths . ; 

Give us but Room to fight. 

Leon. Win it, and wear it. 

Ptol. Call from the Hills thoſe Companies hang o'er us, 
Like burſting Clouds; and then — — in, and take ua. 
Dem. Find ſuch a Soldier will forſake Advantage, 
And we'll draw off. To ſhew I dare be noble, 

And hang a Light out to ye in this Darkneſs, 
The Light of Peace; give up thoſe Cities, Forts, 
And all thoſe Frontier Countries to our Uſes. 

Sel. Is this the Peace? Traitors to thoſe that feed us, 
Our Gods and People? Give our Countries from us? 

Ly/m. Begin the Knell, it ſounds a great deal ſweeter; 

Ptol. Let looſe your Servant, Deat Death. 

Sel. Fall Fate upon us, 

Our Memories ſhall never ſtink behind us. 

Dem. Seleucus, great Seleucus. 

Sel. The Prince calls, Sir. 

Dem. Thou Stock of Nobleneſs, and Courteſy, 
Thou Father of the War I 

Leon. What means the Prince now ? „„ 

Dem. Give me my Standard here. 

Ly/m. His Anger's melted, 

Dem. You Gentlemen, that were his Priſoners, - 

And felt the Bounty of that noble Nature, 
Lay all your Hands, and bear theſe Colours to him, 
The Standard of the Kingdom ; take it, Soldier, 


Ptol. 
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Ptol. What will this mean? 
Dem. Thou haſt won it, bear it off; | 
And draw thy Men home whilſt we wait upon thee. 
Hel. You ſhall have all our ee | 
Lyſim. Ptol. All, by Heav'n, Sir 
Dem. I will not have a Stone, a Buſh, a ne 
No, i in the Way of Courteſy, I'll ſtart ye; 
Draw off, and make a Lane through all the Army, _ 
That theſe, that have ſubdu'd us, may, march through us. 
Sel. Sir, do not make me ſurfeit with ſuch Goodneſz, 
el bear your Standard for ye; follow ye. | 
Dem. ' ſwear, it ſhall be ſo, march — me fairly, 
And thine be this Day's Honour, great Seleucus, 
Prtol. Mirrour of noble Minds! 8 
Dem. Nay, chen ye hate me. 
[ Exeunt, with n and Shouts. 
eon. I cannot ſpeak now: 
Well, go thy way; at a ſure Piece o- Bravery 


Thou art the beſt; theſe Men are won by th Necks now : 


I'll ſend a Poſt n Dov . 


— 3 —— —_—_ 


— I * * 4 13 * lads 4 b 4 $a. 
* 4 # * 11 


4 0 IV. SCENE 4 


Enter Antigomus, and Menippus. 


Ant. No Aptneſs in her ? 

Men. Not an immodeſt Motion, 
And yet when ſhe is courted, 

Makes as wild witty Anſwers: . 

Ant. This more fires me, 
I muſt not have her thus. 
Men. We cannot alter her. 
Ant. Have ye put the Youths 2 her ? 
Men. All that 5 any 
And have been ſtudied os to —_— a Beauty, 
But like ſo many Whelps about an Elephant — 
The Prince is coming home, Sir. bet 
Ant. — $58; A 1 19 


But 


* «a # .c 
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But that's no matter; am I alter d vel? 
Man. Nr I think; ns 22 
Ant. 1 muſt ſee her. r 


Enter two bak, or FT 


1 Gent. 1 offer'd all I had, all L cou'd think * 
I try'd her through all Points o' th Compass, I = 
2 Gent. She ſtudies to undo the Court, Plates 4 
The Enemy to our Age, cold Chaſtity z sz 
She is the firſt, that e er bauk d a cloſe-Arbour, 
And the fect Cantents ah ay She hates cuzl'd Heads 
And ſetting up of Beards, ſhe ſwears, is Idolatry. {Ad : 
1 Gent. L never knew ſo fair a Face ſo froze: 2255 
Yet ſhe would make one think 8 
2 Gent. True, by her Carriage, 
For ſhe's as wanton as a Kid to th* outſide, 4 
As full of Mocks and Taunts: I kiſs'd her Hand e. 
Walk*d with her half an Hour. | 
1 Gent. She heard me ſing, 
And ſung herſelf too; ſhe ſings admirably : ;. 
But ſtill when any Hope was, as *tis her Trick 
To miniſter enough of thoſe, then preſently - 
With ſome new Flam or other, nothing to th' matter, 
And ſuch a Frown, as would fink all before her, 
She takes her Chamber; come, we ſhall not be the laß 
Fools. | [ Wench. 
2 Gent. Not by a Hundred, I hope; tis 8 * 
Aut. This ſcrews me up till higher. 


Enter Celia, and Ladies behind ber. 


Men. Here ſhe comes, Sir. 
Ant. Then, be you gone; and take the Women with | 
And lay thoſe Jewels in her Way. by 
Cel. "f I ſtay longer, 9 2 A 
(15) I ſhall number as many Lovers, as Lais did ; 1 
ow 


(15) 7 fall number as many Lovers as Lais did ;]. Lais was a moſt 
exceeding handſome Courtezan reſiding at Corinth, in the Times of 
Nicias and Demoſthenes ; but ſhe held up her Favours at ſo exorbitant 
a Rate, that ir became a proverbial Saying: 


New 


Ne Ge. er NT ers — ——— =_ 
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How they flock after me? Upon my Conſcience, 
I have had a dozen Horſes giv'n me this Morning; 
I'll ev'n ſet up a Troop, and turn She-foldier. 


A good diſcreet Wench now, that were not Hide- bound, 
Might raiſe a fine Eſtate here, and ſuddenly: 


For theſe warm Things will give their Souls I can go 


no where 
Without a World of Offerings to my Excellence: 
I am a Queen, a Goddeſs, I know not what 
No Conſtellation in all Heav'n, but I out-ſhine it; 
And they have found out now, I have no Eyes 
Of mortal Lights; but certain Influences, 
Strange virtuous Lightnings, human Nature ftarts at ; 
And I can kill my twenty in a Morning, | 


With as much Eaſe now 


Ha! What are theſe? New Projects? | Ges + 

Where are my honourable Ladies? Are you out too? 

(16) * I muſt buy the Stock; ſend me goed 
Carding |! 


ing | 
I hope the Prince's Hands be not in this Sport; 


J have not ſeen him yet, cannot hear from him, 


That troubles me: All theſe were Recreations, 

Had 1 but his fweet Company to laugh with me: 

What Fellow's that? Another Apparition? 

This is the loving'ſt Age: I ſhould know that Face, 

Sure, I have ſeen't before, not long ſince neither, [ture! 
Ant. She ſees me now: O Heav'n, a moſt rare Crea- 
Cel. Yes, tis the ſame: I will take no Notice of ye, 

But if I do not fit ye, let me fry for't ; | 

Is all this Cackling for your Egg ? They are fair ones, 

Excellent rich, no Doubt, too; and may ſtumble 

A good ſtaid Mind, but I can go thus by em; 

My honeſt Friend; do you ſet off theſe Jewels? 
Ant. Set em off, Lady? 


Non cuivis Hominum contingit adire Corinthum. 


1. e. It is not every Man, who can afford to go to Corinth; at leaſt, 


to have an Amour there. | | 
(16) Nay, then, I muſt buy th? Stock; ſend me good Carding ! ] 


i. e. I muſt play out the Gamez I muſt in the Cards: Buying 


the Srock is a Term uſed at an old-faſhion'd Game call'd Gel. 


Cel. 


| \ 
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Cel. mean, fell em here, Sir? 


Ant. She's very quick; for Sale they are not meant, fine, 
Cel. For Sanctity, I think, much leſs: Good Ey* n, Sir. 
Ant. Nay, noble Lady, ſtay : Tis you muſt wear em: 


Never look ſtrange, they are rte __ beſt N 


Cel. Did you ſpeak to me? 


Ant. To you, or to none Hing: 


To you they are ſent, to you they're Kite a. ki 
Cel. I'll never look a Horſe ch Mouth, that's giv* n: 


1 thank ye, Sir: I'll ſend one to reward ye. 


Ant. Do you never ask who ſent em? 
Cel. Never I: 
Nor never care; if it be an honeſt End, err bu 
That End's the full Reward; and Thanks 2 flubber i it; 
If it be ill, I will not urge the Acquain tance. | 
Ant. This has a Soul, indeed: Pray let me tell ye 
Cel. I care not if ye do, ſo you do it A by, 
And not ſtand picking of your Words. | 
Ant. The King ſent em. 2 
Cel. Away! away! thou art ſome fooliſh Fellow: BA 
And now, I think, thou haſt ſtole em too; the King ſent em? 
Alas, good Man, wou'dſt thou make me believe *. 
He has nothing to do with Things of theſe Worths, 
yy wantonly to fling em? He's an old Man, 
A ne ood old Man, they ſay too; I dare ſwear, - 
Fu a Year ago 5 left theſe Gambols: 
Here, take your Trinkets. 
Ant. Gris, I do not lye, Lady. © 
Cel. I know, thou lyeſt extremely, damnably : 
Thou haſt a lying Face, 
Ant. J was never thus rattled. 


Cel. But, ſay, I ſhou'd believe: Why are theſe ſent me? 


And why art thou the Meſſenger? Who art thou? 
Ant. Lady, look on 'em wiſely, and then conſider 
Who can ſend ſuch as theſe, but a King only ? 


And, to what Beauty can they be Oblations, 


1 


But only yours? For me that am the Carrier, 
*Tis only fit you know, I am his Servant; 
And A 'd his Will, 

Cel. You are ſhort and pithy ; 


| 
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You cannot be fo hape 8 N 
When a King's Favour ſhines upon ye gloriouſly, 

When Kings Favour Tues upon ar. 


Cel. O then, Love's the Matter 
Sir-reverence Love: Now T beg to feel ye: 
And I ſhou'd be the King's Whore, a brave Title of. 0% 
And go as glorious as the Sun, O brave ftil: © 
The chief Commandreſs of his Concubines 
Hurried from Place to Place to meet his Pleaſures, 
Ant. A deviliſh ſubtil Wench, but a rare Spirit. 

Cel. > nd 0 the good old Spunge had ſucks my 
And left ſome of His Royal Aches in my Bone: 
When Time ſnall tell me, I have plough'd my Life wp, 
And caſt long Furrows in my Fare to ſink N 

Ant. You muſt not think ſo, wares wa | | 

Cel. Then can theſe, Ss 115 + 1 Ros 
Theſe Things, the Price o Yout and 
— of Sin offering, ſet me off ee wy, 
Can it reſtore me chaſte, young, innocent? | 
Purge me to what I was? Add to my Memory / 
An honeſt.and a noble Fame? (17) The King's v viel 
The Sin's as unwerſal as the Sun is, | 
And lights an everlaſting Torch to ſhame me. | 


(17) 


he King's Deviess QD 4s 

The-Sin's as univerſal as the Sun it, 

And lights an ewerlaſting Torch to flame me ] Nothiog ; is fo 
| dangerous to the genuine Reading, as when the corrupted one carries 
ſomething like Senſe with it. bat it Was the King's Device to de- 
bauch her, is certain but this is ſcarcely an Aggravation of her 
Guilt. The Redundancy of tWo e in the Verſe made me lie- 


ſitate upon it; when the following mmediately occurr'd, 
which I doubt not to be the true bas as 2 1 depreſſion is extremely 


poetical ; and the Sentiment becomes every way +: goa ef our Au- 


thors. 


— Ne King Vice! 


wiz. That if ſhe becomes the Vice, or the Occaſion of it in \the King: 


her Example will have an univerſal bad. Influence, and her Memory be 
branded to all Ages. | Mr "GOT. 


- SR * . 
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Ant. Do you hold ſo flight Accvutt of a great King's 


Favour, . 
That all Knees bow to purchaſe? ” Hs as 28 
Cel. FE rithee, P cace : ; q 
If thou knew ſt how -favour'dly ty: Tue beoame 
And what ill Root it takes —: * hes, 
13 You Re” 21 36 11 
n 'x ue 
But reverend Age? And one ſo like himſelf too? 
Ant. She has found me out. 
Cel. Cozen the World with Gravity? - | 
Prithee, reſolve me one thing, do's the King love thee ? 
Ant. I think, he does. 


% 


Cel. It ſeems ſo by thy Office: + ©. 3 all 
He loves thy Uſe, and wk cha's ended, bates thee, Kh 
Thou ſeem to me a Soldier. Id 267 
Aut. Ves, I am one. o won 


Cel. And haſt fought for thy Coney? 
Ant. Many a tim. 
Cel. May be, command too? | 
Ant, 1 have done,” 
Cel. O wretched Man, below the State of 4 
Canſt thou forget, thou wert begot in Honour? 
A free Companion for a King! A Soldier? 
Whoſe Nobleneſs dare feel no Want, but Enemies? IS 
Canſt thou forget this, and decline ſo —— TORR A 
To eat the Bread of Bawdry; of baſe Bawdry ? 
Feed on the Scum of Sin? Fling thy Sword from Kb, 
Diſhonour to the noble Name that nursd the; 
Go, Beg Diſeaſes: Let them be thy Armour; 
Thy Fights, the Flames of Luſt, and their foul Iſſues 
Ant. Why then I am a King, and mine own Speaker. 
Cel. And J as free as you, mine own Diſpoſer:: 
There, take your Jewels; let them give them Luſtres 
That have dark Lives and Souls; wear em n — 
You'll ſeem a Devil elſe. c ty 
Ant. I command ye, ſtay. | 
Cel. Be juſt, I am Sidel 
Ant. In ot weng Je. . 


Cl. 
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Cz. Then thus low falls my Duty. | 
Ant. Can ye love me? 1 

Say, ay, and all I have i Yor 14 

Cel. I cannot love ye; 18 
Without the Breach of Faith, I cannot hear ye; 

Ye hang _ my Love, like Froſts on Lillies: 

I can die, but I cannot love: You are anſwer' d. [Exit 
Ant. I muſt find apter Means, I love her ruly. [ Exit, 


e N B/ II. 


Enter Demetrius, baus Aa Gentlemen, 
i Gobaters; n We 


Dem. Hither, do you lay; ſhe is come! ? 
Heſt. Yes, Sir, I am ſure ont: 
r Lwated a pon ye, Pu wing my Wife in Truſt, 
I know not by what == ut the King found her, 
And hither ſhe was brought; how, or to bn n 
Dem. My Father found her? 5 | 
_ Hoſt. So my Wife informs me. | 1 
Dem. Leontius, pray draw off the Soldiers, FN 
I wou'd a while be private, 
Leon. Fall off, Gentlemen, the Prince e Par Dhl 'E 


LEE FRE 
Dem. Is he ſo cunning? 


There is ſome Trick in this, and you me know 1 . 

And be an Agent too: Which, if it prove ſo—- 
Hoſt. Pull me to Pieces, Sir. 

My Father brought he cker? Wen te vine, 

Father brou r hither ent 

Hof My We ſays, full of Doubts. F 
Dem. I cannot blame her, 

No more: There is no Truſt, no Faith i in Mankind. 


Enter Antigonus, Menippus, Leontius, and Soldiers. 


Ant. e her up cloſe, he muſt not come to ſee her: 
You are welcome nobly now, welcome home, Gentlemen; 
You have done a courteous Service on the Enemy, 
Has tied his Faith for ever ; 9 * 
Te 


—— 
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Ve are not now in's debt, Son. N _ fad Looke?: 


Leontius, what's the matter? 
Leon. Truth, Sir, I know not-. 


We have been merry ſince 1 we went. 


Lieu. I feel it. 
Ant. Come, what's the matter now? ? Doy you nos 
Sure, he has heard o'th* Wench." [Grace. 


Dem. Is that a Want, Sir? I wou'd fain ſpeak 1 to Four 
Ant. You may do freely, apt 
Dem. And not deſerve your Anger? nd wil ada 


Ant. That ye may too. 


Dem. There was a Gentle woman, and ſometimes * 
Priſoner, 

Which I thought well of, Sir? Your Grace conceives me — 

| Ant. I do indeed, and with much Grief conceive ye; . 
With full as much Grief as your Mother bare you. 
There was ſuch a Woman: "Wou'd I might as well n 
There was no ſuch, Demetrius. 

Dem. She was virtuous, 


And therefore not unfit my Youth to love her: 


She was as fair 
Ant. Her Beauty I'll . too, 
To he as rich as ever reign'd in Woman; 
But how ſhe made that good, the Devil knows. 
Dem. She was — O Heav'n! | 
Ant, The Hell to all thy Gloties, 
Swallow“ d thy Youth, * Shi of thine Honour: 
She was a Devil. | 
Dem. Ye are my Father, Sir. 
Ant. And ſince ye take a Pride o ſhew your F ollies, 
I'll muſter *em, and all the World ſhall view *em: 
Leon. What Heat is this? The King's. Eyes ſpeak 
his Anger. 
Ant. Thou haſt abus'd thy Youth, drawn to * Fel- 
lowſhip 
Inſtead of Arts and Arms, a Woman' 8 Kiſſes, 
The Subtilties, and ſoft Heats of a Harlot. 
Dem. Good Sir, miſtake her not. IE. 390 
Ant. A Witch, a Sorcerels : : 


I tell thee but the Truth; (and hear, Demetrius) 


Vol. III. E. Which 
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Which has ſo dealt upon thy Blood with Charms, 
Dev'liſh and cark; fo lockt up all thy Virtues; . 
So pluckt thee back from what thou ſprung'ſt from, 
Glorious. | | | F 
Dem. O Heav'n, that any Tongue but his durſt fay this ! 
That any Heart durſt harbour it! Dread Father, | 
If for the Innocent the Gods allow us 6 
To bend our Knees ——— 
Ant. Away, thou art bewitch'd ſtill; 
Though ſhe be dead, her Pow'r ſtill lives upon thee.” 
Dem. Dead? O ſacred Sir: Dead, did you fay ? 
Ant. She is dead, Fool. 
Dem. It is not poſſible : Be not fo angry; 
Say, ſhe is faln under your fad Diſpleaſure, 
Or any thing but dead; ſay, ſhe is baniſh'd; 
Invent a Crime, and I'll believe it, Sir. 
Ant. Dead by the Law: We found her Hell, and her; 
I mean her Charms and Spells, for which ſhe periſh'd 
And ſhe confeſt, ſhe ee - thy Ruin OY 
And purpog'd it, purpos'd my Empire's Ov ; 
ola why he dead? Was Far. no Pity, Sir? 
If her Youth err'd, was there no Mercy ſhown her? 
Did ye look on her Face, when ye condemn'd her? 
Ant. I look*d into her Heart, and there ſhe was hideous, 
Dem. Can ſhe be dead? Can Virtue fall untimely ? 
Ant. She's dead, deſervingly ſhe died. 
Dem. I've done then. 
O matchleſs Sweetneſs, whither art thou vaniſh'd! 
O thou fair Soul of all thy Sex, what Paradiſe 
_ Haſt thou inrich'd and bleſt? I am your Son, Sir, 
And t all you ſhall command ſtand moſt Obedient, 
Only a little time I muſt intreat you 
To ſtudy to forget her; *twill not be long, Sir, 
Nor I long after it. Art thou dead, Celia, | 
Dead, my poor Wench? My Joy, pluckt green with 
| Violence ! | : 
O fair ſweet Flower, farewel : Come, thou Deſtroyer 
Sorrow, thou Melter of the Soul, dwell with me ; 
Dwell with me, ſolitary Thoughts, Tears, Cryings, 
Nothing, that loves the Day, love me, or ſeek me; 
| | | Nothing, 


vith 


ing, 
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Nothing, that loves his own Life, haunt about me: 
And Love, I charge thee, never charm milie __ more, 
Nor e' er betray a Beauty to my Curſes: 
For I ſhall curſe all now, hate — forſwear all, 
And all the Brood of fruieful Nature ver at, Ao] 
For ſhe is gone that was all, and I nothing ——, 1 | 
I  Exeunt D and Gent; 
Ant, This Opinion mult be maintain'd. „ U 
Men. It ſhall be, Sir. 
Ant. Let him go; I can at mine own Pleaſure 


Draw him to th' 1915 again. Wait your te 
And ſee the Soldier paid, Leontius : 


Once more ye re welcome home all. 


All. Health to your Majeſty! (Exit Ang &c. 
Leon. Thou park along the Journey; how cap'lt 
thou tell? 


Haſt. I did, but, I am ſure, tis ſo: Had Itid behind, 
I think, this had not prov*d. 

Leon. A Wench the Reaſon? 

Lieu. Who's that talks of a n there? . 

Leon. What, all this Diſcontent about a Wench? 

Lieu. Where is this Wench, good Colonel ? 


Leon. Prithee, hold thy Peace: Who calls thee to 
Council? 


Lieu, Why, if there be a W 
Leon. Tis fit thou know her: | 
That I'll fay for thee, and as fit thou *rt for here 
Let her be mew'd or ſtopt. How is it, Gentlemen? ; 


Enter two Gentlemen. 


1 Gent. He's wondrous diſcontent, he'll Ge to to no 
Man. trance; 
2 Gent. H' as taken his Chamber Cloſe, a go Ex- | 


Tears in his Eyes, and Cryings out. 


Hoſt. Tis ſo, Sir; - [ney. 


And now I wiſh hor > half hang'd ere ki went chi Jour- 


Leon. nenn * 5 
Lieu. Ay. | 2's 

Hoſt. J cannot tell ye, but handfome as Heav', n. 
Lieu. She's not ſo high, E Sir. 


Lan, 


— 
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Leon. Where is ſhe ? 
Lieu. Ay, that would be known. 
Leon. Why, Sirrah—— 
Hoſt. I cannot ſhow ye neither; 

The King has now diſpos'd of her. 
Leon. There lies the matter: 

Will he admit none to come comfort him? out, 


1 Gent. Not any near, nor, let em knock their Hearts 
Will ever ſpeak. 

Lieu. Tis the beſt way if he have her; [Paſtime ; 
For look you, a Man would be loth to be diſturb'd in's 
*Tis every good Man's Caſe, 

Leon. Tis all thy Living, 
We muſt not ſuffer this, we dare not ſuffer it: 

For when theſe tender Souls meet deep Afflictions, 
They are not ſtrong enough to ſtruggle with em, 
But drop away as Snow does, from a Mountain; 

And in the Torrent of their own * ſink themſelves: 
I will and muſt ſpeak to him. 
Lieu. So mult I too: 

He promiſed me a Charge. 
Teon. Of what? of Children, 
Upon my Conſcience, thou aſt a double ih; ; 
And all of thine own begetting already. 

Lieu. That's all one, 

I'll raiſe em to a Regiment and then command * em: 
When they turn diſobedient, unbeget em: 
Knock em o'th' Head, and put in new. 
Leon. A rare Way; 
But for all this, thou art not valiant enough 
To dare to ſee the Prince now? 

Lieu. Do you think he's angry ? 

- 1 Gent. Extreamly vext. 

2 Gent. Totheendang'ring any Man comes near him. 

1 Gent, Let if thou could but win him out, 
What e'er 

Thy Suit may be, believe it erated preſently. 
Luan. Yet thou muſt think though, 


That in the doing he ma break u n ye, 
Fa | & Feu 


Lieu. If he do not kill me. | 5 / 


„ 


eon. 
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Leon. There's the Queſtion. | 
Lieu. For half a dozen Hurts. 


Leon. Art thou ſo valiant? 
Lieu. Not abſolutely ſo neither: No, it cannot be, 


J want m' Impoſtumes, (18) and my . about me, 


Yet I'll — Danger, Colonel. 
Leon. Twill be rare Sport, 
Howe'er it take; give me thy Hand]; if thou doſt this 
I'll raiſe thee up a Horſe-Troop, take my Word for't. 
Lieu. What may be done- by human Man. 
Leon, Let's go then. 
1 Gent, Away, before he cool : He will reaps elſe. 
[ Exeunt; 


8 S E N E III. 


Euter Antigonus, Meni ppus, and Leucippe. 
Ant. Will ſhe not yield? 
Leu. For all we can urge to her; | 
I ſwore, you'd marry her ; ſhe laugh'd ancients 
And then ſhe rail'd like Thunder. 
Ant. Call in the Magician, 


I muſt, and will obtain her, I am Aſhes elſe; 
Enter Magician with a Bowl. 


Are all the Philters in ? Charms, Powder, Roots ? 


Mag. They are all in; and now I only ſtay 

The Invocation of ſome helping Spirits. 
Ant. I' your Work then, and * 
Mag. Sit ſtill, and fear not. 
Leu. I ſhall ne%er endure theſe S 
Ant. Away with th* Woman: 7 wait without. 
Leu. When the Devil's gone, pray call me. ¶ Exit. 
Ant, Be ſure you make it pow rful enough. 
Mag. Pray, doubt not e conjures. 
(18) —— And things about me] By things [ underſtand Plaiſters, 


Bandages. c. but Mr. Symp/on thinks the Word corrupt, and would 
read 5 which expreſſes, he ſays, the helliſh Pains before ſpoke 


| of, I will not deprive the Reader of the Conjecture, tho' I do not 


myſelf admit it. 

This is the firſt Sheet which, with the reſt of this Volume, fell to 
my Share after the Deach of Mr. Theobald. From kence, PII 
the anonymous No:es belong to Me. T. Seward. 
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een e 
Riſe from the Shades below, 
All you that prove _ 
The Helps of looſer Lowe ; 
Riſe, and beſtow 3 
Upon this Cup, whatever may compel, 
By powerful Charm, and unre/iſted Spell, 
A Heart un-warm'd to melt in Loves deſires 5 
. Diſtil into this Liquor all your Fires, 
Heats, Longings, Tears, 
But keep back frozen Fears; ty 5 
Wat ſhe may know, that has all Pow'r defied, 
Art is a Pow'r that will not be denied, 


The ANSWER. 


I Obey, I Obey, 4 
And am come to view the Day; 
Brought along, all may compel, 
All * Earth has, and our Hell: 
Here's a kttle, little Flower, | 
This will make her fweat an Hour, 
Then unto ſuch Flames ariſe, 
A thouſand Joys will not ſuffice. - 
Flere's the' Powder of the Moon, 
With which ſbe caught Endymion ; 
The powerful Tears that Venus cry'd, 
When the Boy Adonis dy d. 755 
Here's Medea's Charm, with which 
Jaſon's Heart ſbe did bewitch; _ 
Omphale this Spell put in, 
When ſhe made the (19) Libyan ſpin. 
* This dull Root pluckt from Lethe Flood, 
Purges all pure Thoughts, and good, © 
Theſe I ftir thus, round, round, round, 
Whilſt our light Feet beat the Ground, 
(19) ——— Libyan n] Mr. Symp/on would read Theber, the 
Story of Omphale being, as he thinks, only applicable to him: But as 
there were many Hercules's, and among the relt a Libyan, the Son of Ju- 


ay g if _ 8 it ſeems the Inaccuracy of a Scholar, 
4 not an Error 6 je Preſs. * 


: ; . | | Mag, 
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Mag. Now Sir, tis full, and n 
Shall violently doat upon your Perſon, 4 
And never ſleep nor eat unſatisfied: | ; 
For many hours *twill work, and work with Violence; ; 
And thoſe expir'd, tis done, You have my Art, Lr. 


Enter Leucippe. 


ot. See him rewarded- liberally—— Leucippe, 

Here, take this Bowl, and when ſhe calls for Wine next, 
Be ſure you give her this, and ſee her drink it; 

Delay no time; when ſhe calls next. \n©; 
Leu. I ſhall, Sir. 
Ant. Let none elſe touch it on your Life. 
Leu. I'm charg'd, Sir. | 
At. Now * ſhe have an antidote Artlet her Kape me. 

[EExeuut. 


Enter Leontius, Lieutenant and Gentlemen. 


1 Gent. There is the Door, Lieutenant, if you. dare 
ö do any thing. | 
Leon. Here's no y — waits. 
1 Gent. H' as giv'n a charge that none ſhall, 

Nor none ſhall come within the heating of him : 

Dare ye go forward? © 
Lieu. Let me put on my Skull firſt, | 

My Head's almoſt beaten into the pap of an ann 

Are there no Guns i'th' Door? | 
Leon. The Rogue will do it. 

And yet I know he has no Stomach to't. [Stones, 
Lieu. What Loop-holes are there when I knock for 

For thoſe may pepper me; I can perceive none. | 
Leon. How EG the Fortification. 

Lieu. Farewel, Gentlemen, [- 

If I be kill d | 550 5 
Leon. We'll ſee thee buried bravely. Iſoftly. 
Lieu. Away, how ſhould I know that then? I'll knock 

Pray Heav'n he ſpeak in a low Voice now to comfort me: 
I feel I have no Heart to't ;——IY&t well, Gentlemen? 

Colonel, my Troop —— 1 

Lem. A little louder. f ; 

| E 4 | Lieu. 
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Lieu. Stay, ſtay; | WC: 1 5 
Here is a Window, 1 wilt foe; and wide, | ee f 
By -— he's charging: of a Gn. dur anal} yas bb 


Leon. There's no ſuch matter. 
There's no Body in this Room. 
Lieu. O twas a Fire-ſhovel : 
Now I'll knock louder; if he ſay who's there? 
As ſure he has 10 much manners, then will I anſwer him 
So finely: and UUW: pay hag; Colonel Ts 
[Knocks louder. 
1 Gent. "Knock ates Fool, he bears not. 741801 
Lieu. Lou Fool, do you. 

Do and you dare now. ROS 11514159 e 3; 
1 Gent. I do not undertake it. rr Te 


c 


Lieu. Then hold your Peace, and maddicywich your own 
Leon. Now he will knock, [ Knocks louder. 


Lieu. Sir, Sir, will't pleaſe you hear, Sir? 
Your Grace, Ill look again, what 8 that SB 
_ Leon. He's there noWw. 
Lord! How he ſtares! I ne'er yer faw him 3 dlerd: 
Stand now, and take the Tr 

Lieu. Wou'd T were in't. . 
And a good Horſe under me. eee 05 
The Devil's at my Fingers ends: He comes now. 5 
Now, Colonel, if I live. | 


Leon. The Troop” s thine own, Woo | 
(20) Enter Demetrius with a Piſtol, 


Dem. What deſperate F ool, ambitious of his nun 

Lieu. Your Father wou'd deſire ye, Sir, to come to 
Dem. Thou art no more. [Dinner. 
Lieu. Now, now, now, NOW. 

Dem. Poor Coxcomb : Y 
Why do I aim at thee? |  [Exit. 

om, His Fear has kilPd him. | 


Ws 
o 


_ aneh auith a Piſtol] One cannot ſuppoſe our K ET 


ignorant of the Anachroniſm in this Place; but they defign'd it, like 
the Dutch Painter, who made Abrabam going to ſhoot his Son with 
A Foe. The odd * makes it more Gol 1 


N 4 Enter 
: : 


PI RET 


CN — — 


* 
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Enter Leucippe with. a 7 


2 Gent. I proteſt he's almoſt ſtiff: Bend him and rub 
Hold his Noſe cloſe, you, if you be a Woman, bim, 
Help us a little: Here's a Man near periſ Cd 

Leu. Alas, alas, I have nothing here about me. 

Look to my Bowl ; PI run in preſent! 
And fetch ſome Water: Bend him, and 1 ſet kim re I 
(21) A goodly Man [Zit. [ſhall not 

Leon. Here's a brave Heart: He's warm again: ou 
Leave us i'th' lurch ſo, Sirrah. 4 7 ava 

2 Gent. Now he breathes to. 

Leon. If we'd but any Drink to raiſe his Spirits. 
What's that i th*-Bowl ö upon my — 1 good Liquor, 
She would not own it elſe. _ | 

1 Gent. He ſees. | 

Leon. Look up, Boy. 

And take this Cup, and drink it off; rl er- thee. 
Guide it to his Mouth, he ſwallows heartij ß. 

2 Cent. Oh! Fear and Sorrow”s ary; ; n off. — 

Leon. Stand up, Man. ä 

Lieu. Am I not ſhot? 

Leon. Away with him, and cher him : 

Thou'ſt won thy Troop. 

Lieu. I think I won it bravely. It) 

Leon. Go, I muſt ſee the Prince, he muſt not live thus: 
3) | 
Wel, 8 4 ¶Ereunt Gent. and Lies. 


Enter Leucippe with Water. 


Leu. "Here, here: Where's the ſick Gentleman? 
Leon. He's up, and gone, _—_ 
Leu. Las, that I came ſo late. 


(21) Leon. A goodly Man The Palais have given the old 
General a part of the Bawd's Speech here. It is very natural to make 
her afliduity for him ariſe from her thinking him a good handſome 
Fellow. This ſeem'd evident at firſt fight ; and upon turning to 155 
old Folio I found a Proof of it, where it is wrote: Leon. A 
e But the late Edition remoy'd the W 
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Ls. 


Lan He muſt ſtill thank ye; 

Ye left that in a Cup here aid him Comfort. 

Ten. That in the BoW? 

Leon. Yes truly, very much Comforn; 

He drank it off, 414 after it ſpoke OR 
Len. Did he drink it all ? {1 
Leon. All off. 

Leu. The Devil choak him; 

I am undone: H'as twenty Da! in u 

Undone for ever, left he none 5 5 
Leon. I think not. 

Leu. No, not a drop: What ſhall CF ms now ? 
Had he no where elſe to ſwoon ? a vengeance ſwoon him: 
Undone, undone, undone : Stay, I can lye yet, 

And ſwear too at a pinch, that's all my Comfort. 

Look to him; I fay look to him, and but mark what fol- 

lows. [i. 
Ener Demetrius. / [Prince again, 

Limp: What a Devil ails the Woman? here comes the 
With ſuch a ſadneſs on his Face, as Sorrow, 

Sorrow herſelf but poorly imitates. 

Sorrow of Sorrows on that Heart that caus'd it, 
Dem. Why might ſhe not be falſe and treach'rous tome e 

And found fo by my Father? She was a Woman, 

And many a one of that Sex, young and fair, 

As full of Faith as ſhe, have fall'n, and foully. | . 
Leon. It is a Wench! O that 1 knew the circumſtance. 
Dem. Why might not, to preſerve me from this Ruin, 

She having loſt her Honour, and abus'd me, [cute 


My Father (22) change the Forms o'th* Crimes, and EXe- 


His Anger on a Fault ſhe ne er committed, 
Only to keep me ſafe? Why ſhou'd I think o? 
She never was to me, but all Obedience, | 
Sweetneſs, and Love. 


(22) Change the Forms ot Coins] I can ax" no meaning to this 
unleſs Coins by Metaphor i is put for Laws. As it is not a natu 
One, I ſhoyld think it a Miſtake, and that the true Word was Canons, 
did it not give a redundant Syllable to the Verſe. As I was writing 
his, an ingenious young Gentleman came in, * taking up the 
ook ben another Reading, which makes equally good Senſe, and 
does not urt the Meaſure; 1 ere believe it the true Word. 


Lean. 


- of —$<1 
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Leon. How heartily he weeps now ? 
| have not wept this thirty Years, uit wad; 15 
But now, if 1 ſhould b' hang' d, I cannot hold 2 2 
[t grieves me to the Heart. 
2 oe ang 5 me 7 s 600 
lague o mocks ye: I grieve truly, 
D a heandly to ſee you thus, 2 8 * 
And if it lay i'm 9 Gods are my Witneſs, [ 
Whoe'er he be took your ſweet Peace from you; 6 
] am not ſo old yet, nor want I Spirit 
Dem. No more of that, no more, Leontius, 
Revenges are the Gods: Our part is SufPrance: © 
Farewel, I ſhall not ſee thee long. Leon. Good Sir, 
Tell me the Cauſe, I know there is a Woman in't ; 
D*you hold me faithful? Dare you truſt your Soldier? 
. Sweet Prince, the Cauſe? 
, Dem. I muſt nat, dare not tell it, 
; And & thou. art an ee 
| Leon, Will ye be merry then ? 
L Dem. I'm wondrous merry. "ſy: 
Leon. *Tis wondrous well: You think now this becomes 
Shame on't, 1t does not, Sir, it ſhews not handſomely ; 
If I were thus; you'd ſwear I were an Aſs ſtraight; _' 
A wooden Aſs ; whine for a Wench ! 
Dem. Prithee leave me. 
Leon. IT will not leave ye for a Tit. LT 
Dem, Leontius ? 
Leon. For that you may have any where for li Pence, 
And a dear pennyworth too. 
Dem. Nay, then you're troubleſome. Leon. Not half 
So troubleſome as you are to your ſelf, Sir ; 
Was that brave Heart made to pant for a Placket : 
And now i'th Dog-days too, when nothing dare love 
That noble Mind to melt away and moulder 
For a hey nonny, nonny | Wou'd I had a Glaſs here, 
To ſhew ye what a pretty Toy ye're turn'd to. 
Dem. My wretched Fortune. 
Leon, Will ye but let me know her ? 
Ill once turn Bawd: Go to, they're good Mens Offices, 5 
Not fo contemprible as we take 'em for: 


= And 
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And if ſhe be above Ground, and a Woman; 
I ask no more; I'll bring her o my Back, Sr, 


y this Hand I will, and 1 had as liefe bring che Devil, 


I care not who ſhe be, nor where I have her; 

And in your Arms, or the next Bed deliver her, 

Which you think fitteſt, and when you have danc'd 

al your Galliard, 

Dem. Away, /and fool to them are ſo affected. 

O thou art gone, and all my e. with thee! 

Wilt thou do one thing for e? wor 

Teon. All things 1th? World, LO ? 

And of all Dangers. _. 
Dem. Swear, Leon. I will. 

Den. Come near ne 

No more then. 

Leon, How? | 

Dem. Come no more near mne wal 

Thou art a Plague: ſore to me. ; [Ext 
Leon. Give you good Ev'n, Sir; Fa 
If you be ſuffer'd thus, we ſhall have fine ſport. 

(23) I ill be for yet. 0 


Enter two Cane 


1 Gent. How now, how does he? | 

Leon, Nay, if I tell ye, hang me, or any Man ele 
That hath his nineteen Wits; he as the Bots, I think, 
He groans, and roars, and kicks. 

2-Gent. Will he ſpeak yet? 

Leon. Not willingly : 
Shortly he will not ſee a Man; if ever 
5 look d upon a Prince ſo metamorphos'd, 

TDi e de int? I know not what, f me take me; 
tis to be in love. 

9 1 G5 Is that the Cauſe on't ?- 

Leon. What is it not the Cauſe of but Ber bete ? 


(23) I will be forry yet.] I ſhould be ſo too, if our Poets ever 
wrote thus. Surely, at firit fight, one would fay they 22 
J will beſtir me yet. Mr, Sympſon. 
As the Conjecture ſeems ingenious, I inſert it, but ſee no Recon to 
. contemn the former reading. I underſtand it thus. ee 


N 1 I will yet pity him. ds} 


W bot is _— dark e 
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And yet it ſtinks much like it; Out upon t 


What n and what Dwarfs, what Owls and Apes, 


What Dogs, and Cats it makes us? Men chat are _ 
ſeſt with it, 

Live as if they had 4 Dh of Diviles in em, 

And every Devil of a ſeveral Nature; 


Nothing but Hey- paſs, re- paſs: Where's the I nem ? 


Has he gather'd up.the end on's Wits ? 
1 Cent. He is alive: But you that talk of Wonders, 


Shew me but ſuch a Wonder as he is now. 


Leon. Why ? He was ever at the worſt a Wonder. 
2 Gent. He's now moſt wonderful; a Blazer now, Sir. 
Leon. What ails the Fool? And what Star reigns now, 


We have ſuch Prodigies? 1 (Gentlemen, 
2 Gent, Twill poſe your Heav'n-hunters ; 
He talks now of the King, no other Language, a 


And with the King, as he imagines, hourly. 
He courts the King, drinks to th King, dies for the King, 
Buys all the Pictures of the King, wears the King's Colours. 
Leon. Does he not lie i th King-freet too 
1 Gent. He Sone King, 1 
Makes Prayers for the , in ſun duh 
Turns all bbs Proclamations into Mas: 3 
Is really in love with th' King, moſt dotingly, 
And ſwears Adonis was a Devil to him: 
A ſweet King, a moſt comely King, and ſuch a King 
2 Gent. Then down on's Marrow-bones ; ; O excellent 
EkKing —— 
Thus he begins, Thou Lig ght, and Life of Creatures, 
Angel-ey*d King, Weckt at length thy favour; 


(24) And fo proceeds to Inciſion: What think ye of 


this Sorrow ? 
1 Gent, Will as familiarly kiſs the King's Horſes 
As they paſs by him: Ready to raviſh his F ootmen, 
Leon. Why, this is above Ela | 
But how comes this ? 


1 Gent, Nay, that's to underſtand. yet, 


(24) And ſo proceeds to Incifion :] Mr.  Sympſon and I have endea- | 
your'd in vain to diſcover the Meaning here: The Word Isci/ior 


But 
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But thus it is, and this part but the pooreſt, 
*Twou'd make a Man leap over the Moon to ſee him | 


Act theſe. 


2 Gent: With Sighs as though his Heartwou *d break 
88 OED 2 bit. 
ſee im ent! FAT. 


For this is ſuch a "Gig, for 8 
The Fiend rides on a Fiddle-ſtick. 


2 Gent. I think fo. | if Fl m his 
Leon. (26) Cin youguidemetobim? For half an hou 


f & ſee the Miracle. 


x Gent. We fare ſhall ſtart him, | [ Exeunt 
e E e 


Ant. Are you ſure ſhe drank it? 
Leu, Now muſt I lye moſt confidently. 


| Yes Sir, ſhe *as drunk it off. 


Ant. How works it with her? 

Leu. I ſee no Alteration yet. Ant. There will be, 
For he's the greateſt Artiſt wing made it. 
Where is ſhe now ? 

Leu. She is ready to wit out, Sir. 

Ant. Stark mad, 1 know ſhe will be. 

Leu. So I hope, Sir, 

Ant. She knows not of the Prince? 

Leu. Of no Man living 

Ant. How do I look? How dowy Coats beromene 


I am not very grey. 


Leu. A very Youth, Sir, 
Upon m  Maiden-head as ſmug as 
Heay'n bleſs that ſweet F ace, *twill undo Ache; 


Many a ſoft Heart muſt ſob yet, ere that wither, 
Tour Grace can give Content enough. 


(25) — . breecl'd Bey.] The Senſe requires that it ſhquld b 
either zew-breech'd or un-breech'd ; and the want of a Syllable u 


the Verſe is another Reaſon for the Change 


(26) Can ye guide me to him for half an wr? Pa bir £5 
Te ſee the Miracle.) The * Editions. 


Enter 


1d be 
le to 


ater 


As you lay out your Luſts to overwhelm me, 
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12 Enter Celia with, a * 


Ant. 1. think 103+ : 

Leu. Here ſhe-comes, Sir. in 

Ant. How ſhall I keep her of me? 
Go, and perfume the Room : Make al dings ready, 

Ex. Leu. 

Cel. No hope yet of the Prince l no Comfort S 
They keep me mew d up here, as they 7 mad . 
No Company but my Afffictions. | 
This royal Devil again 
How like a poyſon'd Potion his Eyes fright me! 
H'as made . — too. 

Ant. Do you look how, Lady? 
You'll leap anon 

Ce. Curl'd and perfum'd ? ? I ſnell him 8 
He looks on's Legs too, ſure he'll cut a Tapas go 


WA WW 0 


3 wel 


God-a- mercy, dear December. 


Ant. O do you ſmile now; if 
1 8 it would work with you; come hither pretty one. 
Cel, Sir. 
Ant. I like thoſe Court' ſies well; come hither and kiſs me. 
Cel. Pm reading, Sir, of a ſhort Treatiſe here, 
"That's call'd the Vanity of Luſt :: Has your Grace ſeen it? 
He ſays here, that an old Man's looſe deſire n 
Is like the Glow- worms light, the Apes ſo wonder d at: : 
Which when they gather'd Sticks, and laid upon't, 
And blew, and blew, turn'd tail, and went out preſent. 
And in another place he calls their Loves, 
Faint ſmells of dying Flow'rs, no Comfort; 
They're doting, ſtinking Fogs, 1 thick and muddy, . 
Reaſon with all his Beams cannot beat through em. 


Ant. How's this? Is this the Potion? You bur foot? ? 
I know you love me. 


Cel. As you're juſt and honeſt ; 

I know I love and honour you : Admire vou. 
Ant. This makes againſt me, fearfully againſt me. 
Cel. But as you bring your Pow'r to perſecute me, ; 

Your Traps to catch mine Innocence, to rob me, 


Ha 


80 | The es Lieutenant, 


Hell never hated Good, as I hate vou, Sir; 

And I dare tell it to your Face. What Glory, 

Now after all your Conqueſts got, your Titles, 

The ever-living Memories rais d to you, 

Can my Defeat be? My poor wrack, what Triumph? 
And when you crown your ſwelling Cupa to Fortune, 
What honourable Tongue can ſing op Story ? 2 : 
Be as your Emblem is, a glorious Lamp 
Set on the top of all, to light all perfectly : 

Be as your Office is, a god-like Juſtice, 


Into all ſhedding equally your Virtues. [ne | ; 


Ant. She*as drencht me now; now I admire her Good: 
So young, ſo nobly ſtrong, I never taſted. | 
Can nothing in the pow'r of Kings perſwade ye ? | 

Cel. No, nor that Pow'r command „„ 

Ant. Say I ſhould force xe? ir 
I have itin my Will. 

Cel. Your Will's a poor one; 

And though it be a King's Will, a achix' 0 one. 

9 than Infant's Legs, your Will's in n 
outs, 

A thouſand ways my Will has found to check ye; 

A thouſand Doors to ſcape ye. I dare die, Sir; 5 

As ſuddenly dare die, as you can offer: 


Nay, ſay you had your Will, ſay you bad raviſh'd me; 


Perform'd your Luſt, what had you purchas'd by it? 
What Honour won? D'you know who dwells above, di, 
Lo what they have prepar'd for Men turn'd Devils? 
ou ne'er hear their Thunder ? Start and tremble, 

Det ſitting on your Blood, when their Fires viſit us. 
Will nothing wring you then do you think ? Sit hard here, 
(27) And like a Snake curl round about your Conſcience, 
Biting and ſtinging : Will you not roar too late then. ? 
Then when you ſhake in horror of this Villain, 
Then will I riſe a Star in Heav'n, and ſcorn ye. nes 

Ant. Luſt, how I hate thee now! And love this Sweet- 
Will yo "be wy Queen? Can that price purchaſe ye? 


n a Snail] Mr. Theobald and Mr. n. concurrel 
in this juſt Emendation. : 
Cel 


ads , Rand AM. Ce a 


Fa” tv v3 


* 


Cel. Not all the World, I am a 3 3 
Crown 'd by his Love, I muſt not 1 e for Fortune; x 
I can give none away, ſell none away, Sir, 
Can lend no Love, am not mine own-Exchequer 5 .... + 
For in another's. Heart my Hope and Peace lies. [nough 

Ant. Your fair Hands, Lady? For yet I am not pure e- 
To touch thoſe Lips. In that ſweet Peace ye ſpoke of 
Live now for ever, and I to ſerve your Virtues— 

Cel. Why now you ſhow a God! now I kneel to Jes 
This Sacrifice of Virgins Joy ſend to ye: 1 
Thus I hold up my Hands to Heay'n that Fat. eo. 
And pray eternal Bleſſings dwell about ye. fo ; 

Ant. Virtue commands the Stars: Riſe more than Vir- 
Your preſent Comfort ſhall be now my buſineſs. 

* Ae obedient 38808 wait en ar 
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Emer Leontius, Gentletien, and Wan 2 a} - | 


ts Haſt thou clean forgot the mw 
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Lieu. Prithee hold thy Peace. ee 1 


1 Gent. His Mind's much devaed now.. 


Leon. It ſeems ſo. 1%, 811 214 Mak 8 
Sirrah. | | 


Lieu, T am fo troubled with this Fellow, 
Leon. He will call me Rogue anon. 
1 Cent. Tis ten to one eli. loved thee. 
Lieu. King that thou knew 1 Jord thee, how I 
And where, O King, I barrel up 0 af | 
Leon. He cannot leave his Sutter S Tack, he woos in't. NM 
Lieu. O never, King. | 
Leon. By this Hand, when I confider—— _ 
Lieu. My honeſt F riend, you are a little fawcy. 
1 Gent. I told you you woy'd have it. 
Lieu. When mine own Worth LO 
Leon. Is flung into the e and bum othing. .. 
Lien. DN F 


* v 2 


Leon. And yet 2 ſaw 1 * ö [2c 144 i) e” b whos 6 | , 
Ea. One the has ow the. ay 6 
Yor, ll, pr Ys © 


| 
[ 
[ 


* rb A ee 


Len. Nr and fn SH, e „ 


Lien: Fon for e 1 
Leon. Twas for ſome Grief, you 1 Sr. "[hatisi ke 


Lieu. He's the Son of a Whore denies this: e e 


Leon. Yes, very well. 


D n cen dr ching that Mane bh be:? 
How miſerable a thing foever, yet a thing ſtill; 


And though hing of nothings thy thing ever. 
Lion. Here's a new thing 
2 Gent. He's in a deep dp now, o 20 ira 


277 | 
Leon. IN fetck him out ont. When's the King's Birth- 


Lieu. When e'er it be, that Day T I die with Ringing. 
And there's the Reſolution of a Lover. 8 


Leon. & goodly Reſolution. genes 1 enter i, . 

He is bewitch'd, or mop'd; or his Brains'melred' ;- 
Couldhefind-no Body to fall in love with, but the King, 
The good old King, to doat upon him too ? | 

Stay, now I remember, what the fat Woman warn d me, 

Bad me remember, and look to him too? 

Ill hang if the have not a hand in this : Hes s 

Go after him, I pity the poor Raſeal; 

In the mean time een . WA 


To work upon the Prince. | 
; e 


2 Cent. Pray do that wriouly. 


8 % N VIH. 


Euter Antigonus, N 21 Lords. 
Tord. He's very ill. 228 6 
Ant. I'm very ſorry for't. 3 | 

And much aſham'd Ive 9 hi Innocence. 2 

, Menippus, guide her to the Prince's e 

There leave her to his Love 9 . N 

Men. Pm glad, Sr. . 9 

Lord. He'll ſpeak to none... 7 : 

Ai, OI in pen tet Mes? gn gr 5 4 4 

Be quick, take fair attendance. Us: nn 
Men. Yes, Sir, preſentix. * I 

Aut. Ele Il ind his Tongue," Fwartancye; his 

I ſend a Phyſick will not fal. N 

Tord. Fair work it. 


'F . 


Nor ok T hear a ſound of him, —— —— MT 


" 4 * ; 
7 , > Y . 1 \ 
The Humorons Lliutenant 


Ant. We har he Dinos it hb L 
In way of Truce. _ Jo Yor lng | ono, 
Lord. 'Tis thought fv. R Thus 2 Fa) 02 Mie 
Ant. Come; let's i den, 0 
And think upon the robe ys mere Lv 


1. 5 S N in 


Eu Lcontivs.. 


b in: Allthe _ 
He uſe no violence: I think he 2 
Stronger, and I hope nobler : Wow'd'I Oba ſet once 
This Beauty he groans under, or come to know - ” 


ro 


But any circumſtance. What noiſe is that there? 


I think I heard him groan : Here are ſome Toming 7 
A Woman too, I'II fand aloof, and view em. 


A 
Enter Menippus, Cela, and 1 2997) ul 
Cel. Well, ſome of ye have been to blame ifi'this7 


But 1 forgive ye: The King miglit have pickt out tho 


Some fitter Woman to have try'd his Valour.” 
Men. "Twas all the beſt meant, Lady. NCTE e 
Cel. I muſt think ſo, ons , 
For how to mend it nose tu, you 10 * 
Men. He's, Madam, and the Joy to'ſer you only 
Will draw him out. . 
Leon. I Kno that Woindin's Tongue, ORs 
I think I've ſeen her Face t66 * II bee, 2: 2d 
If this be ſne, he has ſome cauſe of Sorrows”! © 
Tis the ſame Face; the ſame moſt excellent Women. 
Cel. This ſhou'd be Lord Leontins + Trennen der Shan, 
Leon. Lady, 1 think ye know me. MY DES 
Cel. Speak ſoft, good Soldier: A 2 
I do, and know ye worthy, know ye elf 
Know me not yet openly, eu lte me 9 
But let me ſee ye Tl Htef/ 7 9:2: „ 1 LICL 
1'n wotdrous Yd to be thoſe fe (7:4;00! 2.) 
Leon, 3 Ned 1 ms 


\x.4J 
> + - 


2 „ 


8 3 
11 
33 


— 


PY 
* 
5 


COS — A - 
- On a rt eng. — 
— — 


HI, = ow $5 en 
- Be Bread och: 
— 3 


17 
| 
ot 
4 
A 
Vi 
! 
a 
1 
3 
5 
þ 
4 

1 l 
{| 

+ 

. > 
i 

1 
14 
N 
. 
: 

5 
. 
1 
— 
. 
r 
4 
£ + Þ 
[44 
11 


| 8% The Humorous Lieuttnant: 


Cel. You ſhall-know where I am. N 
Leon. J will not off yet: ! 
She goes to Knock at's Door : This muſt G he. 
The Fellow told me of; 85 e I'm on't. 
He will bolt now for certain. 
Cel. Are ye within, Sir ? 
Lil trouble, ye no more: I thank your courteſy, 
Pray leave me now. 
All Men. We 1 your humble Servants. Ex. Men. Sc. 
Cel. So now my Gives are off: Pray Heav'n he be here 
_ Maſter, my Royal Sir: Do you hear who _ * . 
Love, my Demetrius. 
Leon. Theſe are pretty Qual pipes, 
The Cock will crow anon. | | 
Cel. Can ye be drowſy, when I call at your Window ? 
E. n See eee, e out. 


Enter Demetrius. 


Dem. Ib Celia s Sound ſure: 
The fweetneſs of that Tongue draws all Feu to it; 
There ſtands the Shape too. | 
Leon. How. he ſtares upon her ? 
Dem. Ha? Do mine Eyes abuſe me? 
"Tis ſhe, the living Celia: Your Hand, -Lady * 
Cel. What ſhou'd this mean? | 
Dem. The very ſelf ſame Cilia, 
Cel. How do ye, Sir? > © 
Dem. Only turn'd brave. 
I heard you were dead, my dear; one; 8 
She is wondrous brave, a wondrous gallant Courtier. 


Cel. How he ſurveys me round? Here 8 oy foul Urin. 
Dem. How came ſhe thus? 


Cel. It was a kind of Death, Sir, ort pig] 
1 ſuffer'd in your Abſence, mew d up here, 
And kept conceal d I know not how. 

Dem. Tis likely: 


How cine you hither, Celia 7 Wondrous Gallant: 7 
Did my Father ſend for ye? 


Cel. So they told me, Sir, and on commant too 
Dem. T hogs you were PE 275 vow) 


— 1 
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K 8 1 . . Cel. 8 


Cel. 


2 3 Lieutenant. 85 
Cel. I was ſo ever. terror of wad? 
Ds And ye were bravely us d 2 

I wanted a. 

My Mader bead to a mote i th Sun, he's 8 
muſt eee mage * fore 

*Tis in my Nature. a 
Dem. Her very Eyes are alter d e got.! 

Jewels and rich ones too, I never ſaw 15 — | 

And what were thoſe came for ye? : 

Cel. 1 Jealous :. * 7 

Have liv*d at the rate of theſe com'd Geben, 

They ſeem'd of good fort, Gentlemen. in ton $4) - 
Dem. Kind Men? ; to e em 3 
Cel. They were „ ' Was nchbetking 

Z here was one REP S 1 50 
Cel. One Menppus, Das i at 

A notable merry. Lord, and a ack Companion. 5 
Dem. And one Charinthus too ? © © he ary 1 
Cel. Yes, there was Do a one, LOR 00s [ 0 
Dem. And Timon? 

Cel. Tis moſt true. 
Dem. And thou moſt 8 


My Father's Bawds by— they never mis courſe ; 


And were theſe daily with ye? 
Cel. Ev'ry hour, Sir. 
Dem. And was there not a Lady, a fat Lady ? 
Cel. O yes; a notable good Wench. * 


Dem. Eh Devil fetch her. 


Cel. Tis ev'n the merrieſt W N 
Dem. Did ſhe keep with ye too? ©. 
Cel. Sh' was all in all; my / Bed-fellow, eat with. me, 
Brought me acquainted, - 
| 22 You are well known here "then? 
J. There is no living here a Stranger, I think. 
2 How came ye by this brave Gown? | 
Cel. This a poor one: 
Alas, I've twenty richer : Do you ſee theſe Jewels ? 
Why, they re the pooreſt things, e 
And ſent me too. yp 
| F 3 Dems 
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* We Humorous Lieutenant i 


Ties, Is there no Modeſty? No Faith in this yo Sex? 
Leon. What will this prove to? 

For, yet with all my Wits, I underſtand — ARS 
Dem. -Come hither; thou artdead indeed, loſt, wine) 

All that I leſt thee fair, and innocent, SE 

Sweet as thy Youth, and carrying Comfort in't; 

All that I hop'd for Virtuous, (28) is N Jrom thee, 


Turn'd black and Bankrupt. 


Leon. By'r Lady, this cuts ſhrewdly. _ Ache 1 

Dem. Thou'rt dead, for ever dead; Sin's Curſe flew 
Th' Ambition of thoſe wanton Eyes betray'd thee; © 
Go from me, Grave of Honour; go, thou foul one, 
Thou glory of thy Sin, go thou eſpis d one; 
And where there is no Virtue, nor no Virgin, 
Where Chaſtity was never known, nor heard of: [neſs 
(29) Where nothing reigns but-impious Luſt 'and Looſe: 
Go thither, Child of Blood, and ſing my Doating. 

Cel. You do not Peak this feriouſly 1 N 
I did but jeſt with you. 

Dem. Look not upon me, - 


There is more Hell in thoſe Eyes, than Hell harbours 3 


And when they flame, more Torment. 
Cel. Dare ye truſt me? 
You durſt once en with all you had, you Lon, Sir 
mY this fair Light I'm honeſt. 
Dem, Tu 1 9 90 n A 


(28) 3x dns ee ds 
Turn'd back and Bankrupt, I believe this Reading corrupt, be- 

cauſe it has an Anticlimax in it. To turn back and fly is Senſe, but 
zo fly and turn back is Io Tegoy TpiTepey. I hope that I've retriev'd | 
the true Word, for it ſtands in proper Antitheſis to the Epithet Jair, 
in the former part 'of the Sentence, mne re. 
tort the very Word | 
Then let a thayſand black | e in Te. 
In which Line the old Folio, (the firſt Impreſſion of this Play) 
reads back as well as in the former : which is a further Proof of both 
being corrupt; for in the latter it's ſelf-evident. © 

(29) er . impious Luft, and looſer Faces] The old Folio reads 
hojers Faces, which is ſcarce Senſe ; and the RS the 2d Folio 
and Octavo is not much for the better. 1 hope the 
Original, Lechner will fegnify all diffolute Manners, and fo is more 
nomprebenſive 2 Luſt ; the _ too is reflar'd by it, 


I . "0p 

Caſt not upon the maiden Light Eclipſes : 1 5 
Curſe not the Day. ods ma! 
Cel. Come, come, you ae bet 713 Hs u 
How fainyou wor'd ſeem angry now, to fright me, 
Y.ou are not in the Field among F 710 : 
. this-Qouinge, 17 36-7 | 

Dem. Out, thou Impudence, / 
Thou Ulcer of thy Sex; whint e 
I drew into mine Eyes mimne-:own/Deltruchan, 
I pull'd into my Heart that ſudden Poiſon, ＋ 
That ————————ů˖ Doddata'o : 
Jam not now Demetrius, thou haft chang'd me 
Thou Woman, with thy thouſand Wiles haſt chang'd me; 
Thea Serpent with thy Angel-Eyes aft dun me; | 
And where, before I touch d on this fair Ruin, 
(30) I was'a Man, — —— and mov'd me, 
Now one great lump Grief, 1:grow- and wander: 

Cel. And as you're noble, do you think I did this? 

Dem. Put all thy Devils Wings on, * 

Cel. [ will go from ye, never more to ſee r G74) 
N ee — 9s 1 00 
And through the of my Life hereaſter 
Where; ever 1 ſhall find a Fool, a falſe Mann, 
One that ne'er knew the worth of pom d Virtue,” 
A baſe ſuſpeCtor of a Virgin's Honour, 8 | 
A Child that flings away the Wealth he cry*d for, | 1 
Him will I call Demetrius: That Fool Demetrius, 1 
That Madman a Demetrius; and that falſe Man, | 
The Prince of broken Faiths, even Prince Demetrius. 
You think now, I ſhould cry, and kneel down to Ye, 
Petition for my Peace; let thoſe that feel here 


D ˙mꝛm ¼/òT F %᷑iIi ! 


(30) — Reaſon made, and mov'd me] hens aft **! to 
this Reading, and as the Word I have ſubſtituted is near the Trace 
of the Letters and the direct Contraſt of the 1 Verb, I hope it | 
will be thought the true One. I have Mr. mp/on's Approbation, 
but he thinks that the Expreſſion II AR i in che next 
Line wants either Corroſtion or tion. The Senſe I affix to 
it will be a Confirmation of the Truth of my Conjecture. Whereas | 
before Reaſon guided me, whether I ftood or vet: Now when I = 

- ftand Rill, I do but grow like a Vegetable 3 when I move, 1 wander | 

like a ſenſeleſs Zrute. a | * 
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I am above your Hate, as far above it, 1 S110 
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88 The: Humorous Lieutenant. 
The weight of Evil, wait for ſuch a — 


In all the Actions of an innocent Life, | 
As the pure Stars are from the muddy — 


e s you know your Folly; howl and curſe _ 


Beat that unmanly Breaſt, that holds a falſe Heart 
When ye ſhall come to know, whom 7 25 e ye, 
Dem. Pray ye ſtay a little. 
Cel. Not your Hopes can alter me; 
Then let a thouſand black Thoughts aden in ye, 
And with thoſe enter in a thouſand Doatings; 
Thoſe Eyes be never ſhut, but drop to nothing: 
My Innocence for ever haunt and fright ye: 
Thoſe Arms together grow in Folds; that Tongue, 
That bold bad Tongue that barks out theſe Diſgraces, 
When you ſnall come to know how nobly Virtuous 
I have preſerv d my Life, rot, rot within A 
Dem. What ſhall I do? 
Cel. Live a loſt Man for ever. 
Go ask your Father's Conſcience what I ſuffer d, 
And through what Seas of hazards I ſail'd through 
Mine Honour ſtill advanc'd in ſpight of Tem . 
Then take your leave of Love ; and confeſs 6 becky, 
' You were ne' er worthy of this Heart that — ye, 1 
And ſo farewel ungrateful— | le | 
Dem. Is ſhe gone? 


Leon. V'1l follow her, and willfind out Want IE | 
Enter Antigonus, and Lords. 


Ant. Areye pleasd n now? Ha? you got yu Heart 


Have I reſtor'd ye that? 

Dem. Sir, ev'n for Heav'n ſake, 

And facred Truth fake, tell me how ye found her. 
Ant. I will, and in few words, Before I try d bes; 

Tis true, I thought her moſt unfit your Fellowſhip, 

And fear'd- her too: Which Fear begot that Story 

told ye firſt : But ſince, like Gold I touch'd her. — 
Dem. And how dear Sir? 


An. Heav'n's me * 


The 
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The Humorous Lieutenant, 89 
The Conſtancy, and Goodneſs of all Women 
That ever liv'd, to win the Names of worth, 
This noble Maid has doubled in her Honour, 
All promiſes of Wealth, all Art to win her, 
Tad hy all Tongues! employ'd; wrought as much on her 
As one may do upon the Sun at Noon- day 
By hghting Candles up: Her Shape is — . 
And to that Heav'nly Shape her A are 1 

Dem. Why did you tell me, 3 

Ant. Tis crve, I err'd in't: | 
But ſince I made a full proof of — Vine, 5 
I find a King too poor a Servant for her. 

Love her, and honour her, in all obſerve "Bike 

She muſt be ſomething; more than Time yet. ell her: 

And certain I believe him bleſt; enjoys herr. 
I would not loſe the hope of — 1 n 1 
To add another Empire to my Honour. r Exit. 

Dem. O wretched State! To what end 8 | 
And where begins my Penance? Now, what ſervice - 1 
Will win her Love again? Ny Death muſt do it: | 
And if that Sacrifice can purge my Follies, - | 
Be n O e rage, 1 _ 9995 Servant, —{ Exit 
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—— aw 


Enter Leontius, a cela. 


lun] Know he does not deſerve ye; bras ud you 
poorly: : 
And to redeem himſelf ——— 
Cel. Redeem ? Leon. I know it —  - | 
There's no way left. - Cel. For Heav'n's fake 40 not 
name him, 
Do not think on him, Sir, he's ſo far from me 
In all my Thoughts now, methinks I never knew him, 
Leon. But yet 1 wou'd fee him again. | 
Cel. No, never, never. 
Leon, I do not gan on Lend A Care © 7M 
. That 


That ev*n his very Soul may ſhake within him: . 


To make him know, though he be grea — pow | 


*Tis not within his Aim to deal diſhonourably, 
And carry it off, and with a Maid of your ſort. 
Cel. I muſt confeſs, 1 cou'd moſt foighefully - 
Afflict him; now, I cou'd whet m' Anger at The 
Now, atrm'd with bieternels,” n 
I leng to ver him. 
Leon. And do it home, and ray, Ml 
Cel. Were Ja Man? 1 
Leon. 1 
I honour ye, and ſerve £ 
Cel. Not only to diſclaim me, 
When he had'feaPd his Vows in Eav, boom ton me,” 
And poor believing I became his Servant; 
But moſt malicjouſly to brand my Credit, 
Stain my Pure Name. e 3 1 1393009 
Leon. I wou'd not ſuffer it: 
See him I wou'd. again, n „ 
Od's precious, I Wou'd ring him Or W 
Cel. I have done that arcady 


Luan. Nothing, nothing: ir algal 


It was too poor a Purge beſides by this ti time 
He has found his Fault, and feels the Hells that follow it. 
That, and your urg'd-on Anger to the higheſt, | 
Why, twill be ſuch a ſtroke —— , 

Cel. Say he repent then, | 

And ſeek with Tears to ſoften, I'm a Woman; 
A Woman that have lov'd him, Sir, have honour'd um: 
I amr no more. 
" Leon. Why, you may deal hereafter. 


Cel. If I forgive him, Fam loſt. 


Leon. Hold there then, en em 
The ſport will be to what «poo same 
l ſtrong. 

would not ſee him. 

E * Yes. ae | 
You ſhall ring his Knel. e 

Cel. How if I kill — e e eee 

„Teen. Kill hunt . et um d. 


Gl 


The e Lieutenant, gr 


Cual. I know tis ft ſo. bs 
But why ſhou'd I, . aedbey Hm? 
0 had he ſcapt this Sin, what « reve "Geaſerhan— 
Leou, I muſt confeſs, had this not faln,” a nobler, : 
A handſomer, the whole World had not ow d ye: . | 
And to his nau enen mes A 
Cel. *'Tis certain: : 11 | pert OTC, 
But all d I caulk cove Target. ee tad T1 
Leon. You ſhall not it len 14 
HI have any Art: Go up, freet Lady, 

And truſt 1 
Leon, * not * the Honour- 5 bern % 
But you ſhall ſee him, and nenn and dom him. 

Cz]. You will be near me then. N 
Leon. J will be with ye. 
i cam aps tp an g Tl wor hai; 
bo 


* 
1 


Enter Anion 2 1200 x dl, 5 


— 


. 


ay. od by 2 50 _ ro 1 
2 Gent. It ſeems ſo e violence it 8 
Yet now the Fit's ev'n off. e with, . 
Men. LI your Grace, ry 12 
Aut. Nay, I forgive thy Wi with al H 
And am right e Vii with lp . | 
And more glad that the Virtuous Maid eſcap'd it, [dier, 
| wou'd not for the World *thad hit: But that this Sol- 
Lord how he looks, that he ſhould take this Vomit z 
Can he make Rhimes too? 
2 Gent. H'as made a thouſand, Sir, 
And plays the Burden to em on a Jew's-trump. 
Ant. EE ——— Do you love 
me ; | 
Lieu. D 
Ant, I thank ye . 
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92 De 
I am glad | "Bat ed a Subject: But pray ye tell me, 
How much. did ye love me, before ye rank this Matter? 


R 


Lieu. Ev'n as much as a ſober Man might; 8 
That your Grace owes Juſt bali a 3 Aa to. 
Ant. Well remembred; 
And did I ſeem ſo young and amiable to ye 2 
Lieu. Methought you were the ſweeteſt Youh— 
Ant. a 101 
Lieu. Ay truly, Sir: ever as tho on 
1 wiſh'd, 8 | .QU © hong Je 
Ant. What didſt thou wiſh, vrithbe. I Je Fl 
Lieu. Ev'n, that 1 had been a "Wench of fern y. 
A Wench, Sir. 


Why y2 8 Solder oak Hol ache © 
I 22 not ſo now to thee = 20 
Lieu. Not all out: \ 


And yet I bares Gradging do hour Grace fill, 


Ant. Thou waſt ne' er in Love before? 
Lien. Not with a King, 
And hope I ſhall ne er be again: Truly, Sir, 
T have had ſuch Plunges, and ſuch Bickrings, 
And as it were ſuch runnings atilt within me, 
For whatſoever it was provok'd me tow'rd ye. 
Ant. God a-mercy ſtill. 
Lieu. I had it with a ee ow 3:.25308 


It Plaid his Prize. 391 | tf ww 6 
Ant. PE nor have been a Wench den, als veer 


Though of this Age. 
Lieu. No ſure, I ſhould have ſpoil'd ye. . 
Ant. Well, go thy ways, of all the luſty Loves 
T hat e' er 1 r have another Potion; 22 21081 
Lieu. If you will be another thing, have at ye. 10 
Ant. Ha, ha, ha: Give me thy Hand, _—_ hence- 
#2 forth thou'rt my Soldier, 
Do bravely, I'll love thee-as much. 
Lieu. I thank 7e; „ c 03. a2 | 
But if you were mine Enemy, Lamould o not. vii it ye: 


FY 


. . 


I beſeech your Grace, pay me my Charge. 1: 


2 Gent. That's certain, Srs mn: 
H'as bought up all that &er he found, was like Ve. 


. 5; 


SS. Lt. # Aa 
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or any thing you've loy*d, that he could purchaſe; 
Old Horſes, that your Grace had ridden blind, and foundr'd 3 
Dogs, rotten Hawks, and which is more than all this, 
Has worn your Grace's Gauntlet in his Bonnet. 

Ant. 1 Mine own n. thall be 

__» ſatisfy? 
And Sirrah, for this Potion you have when, 
Nr point ye out a Portion ye ſhall bye on. 
e, Men. Twas the _ nn chat &er.ye drunk. 
| Lieu. T hope ſo. Eh 
Ant. Are the Princes.come to th Court? : «iT 

Ye, Men. They are all, and lodg'd, Sir. 
g Aut. Come then, make ready for their Ent 
Which preſently we'll give: Wait you on me, Sir. 
Lieu. I ſhall love DIRE the bean n. I l Boys. 


3 . 
. 6 . e 
Ey Deinettis FE I 


Dem. Let me but ſee her, dear! Lum; ra 
Let me but die before ber. ne ag. 2 
Leon. Wou'd that wou'd doit: | ; 

If I knew where ſhe lay now, with, A — der, 
Tou having flung ſo main a Miſchief on her, 
And on ſo innocent and ſweet a Dees. 
Dare I preſent your Viſit ? | 2 
Dem. I'll repent all: 0 
And with the greateſt Sacrifice of Sorrows. 5 
That ever Lover made. RU 36 
Leon. Twill be too late, Sir: 
Iknow not what will become of you. e e 
Dem. Lou can help me. 
Leon. It may be to her ſight: What are you nearer ? 
Sh'as ſworn ſhe will not ſpeak to ye, look 715 ye 1 
And to love ye again, O ſhe cries out, and thunders 
She had rather Love There is no ba. = 
Dem. Yes, | Leontius; ' |. - N 
There is a ach which though it draw no Love to it, 
At leaſt will draw her to lament my F fortunes, 
And that hope ſhall relieve me. Teon. 


©. 
7. 


= ws 1 
=o 4 TOY 


| Leon Hark ye, Sir, eur Bere ee yi 
Ds Do not trifle with mer 
Leon. I will not trifle 5 both together 
You know the eee ye ve done. 
Dem. I do 3 8 
Leon. And if you ſhow's then into F 
And have another ex in your 2 your TY 
Dem. Fil die firſt, | 
Leon. You muſt ſay nothing to her) for wi certain 
The Nature of your Crime will admit no Excuſe. 
Dem. I will no 
Ton. You muſt look er $06. 
Dem. I need not look ſo, 
Pm truly Sadneſs ſelf. - ITC S971 
Leon. That Look will do f it : 
Stay here, I'll bring her to you inſtantly : 
But take heed how you bear yourſelf : Sit down there, 
The _ humble you ate,. the. more more ſhe'll take Com- 
ion, 
Women are per lous Thing to deal — : 
Dem. What ſhall become of me? be cr thy Finn; 
Were but to curſe my Father ; that's too impious E 
But under whatſoever Fate I ſuffer, 
Bleſs, I beſeech thee Heav'n, ber hatroleſs Goode. 


Euter Leontius and Celia. 


Lion. Now arm yourſelf, | 

Cz]. You have not brought him! 0 

Leon. Yes faith, ; as 
And there he is: You ſee in what bes plight mY 
Now you may do your will, * him, or fave og 

El. I will back. 

Leon. J will be hang d then, Lady: 
Are you à Coward now ? - 


deen bing yr, 


Cel. 1 ciriiot ſpeakc to him, | Hadol 03.9 

Dem. O me. | 

Leon. There was a Sigh to blow # Church 1 
So, now their Eyes are fixt, tlie ſtall Shot n 


þ ' 4 
„ 44 1 Ln. 


5 They enn to thy Battery” aon. 


ecfpak , mine — 


wi ,.q0 =) 


4 


* K 


— 8 4 % . * 1 * 6 9 2 
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Cel. He neee, 60 e 501 - 
Leon. Rab at him now. n, Ni 
Cel. I dare not. ung as. £004.97 ovals 
Leon. I am glad On 13 1 e 24 133081 [3 +} 05% 
Cal. Nor dare believe his: Nn 4 ov! _ 
Dem: Lou may, bleſt Beauty, F 


For thoſe thick: ſtreams that troubled my ene, 
(31) Are crept out long ago. 
Leun. You ſee how ke looks. then, 
Cel. What have I to do how he looks? bow loo 
When with a poiſon'd Tooth he bit mine Honour? 
It was your Counſel too, to ſcorn and ſlight him. 
Leon. Ay, if ye ſaw fit cauſe; and you — - "_ 
Except this Sin, he was the braveſt Gentleman, 
The ſweeteſt, nobleſt: I take nothing from ye, 
Nor from your Anger; uſe him as you pleaſe 
For to ſay truth, he has deſery'd your uſtice 3 
But ſtill conſider what he has been to you. 
Cel. Pray do not blind me nh. 588 
1 8 O gentle Miſtreſs, he. EATS 
there were any way to expiate e 
A Sin ſo great as mine, by — o dT 
By Prayers, by daily Tears, by dying for ye; OWE, 
O what a Joy would cloſe. theſe Eyes that love xe. 
Leon. They lay Women have . td 2 
I am ſure mine melts. 5 
Cel. - Is I forgive ye ' heartily, .. + A 
And all your Wrong to me I caſt Kp me, * 1121 
And will ye a fit Beauty to your Virtus 
Mine is too poor, 3 g gays LY 
I muſt look back: 2 keep oy Grace; Heſs here ll, 
Dem. She. has forgven ume. Dit. 
Leon. She has directed ve: 9 1 r Pr Ss Mol 1 


76! 7 LE f 


Up, up, and follow like a Manz. Away, Sir, 3887 1208 | 


She lookt behind her twice, Her Heart dwells here, Ar ; . 
Ye drew Tears from her too: She cannot enen : 


| (41) Are crept out] Mr. Singen thinks it thould 7 NN 7 
ie probably might have been ſo, but were the Text is roo 
The 


I don't think it right to change * e 4 better Reading ſhould 
AE 


! — 


96 The Humorous Lieutenant. 
The Door's ſet open too, are ye a Man? 
Are ye alive? do ye underſtand her en, | 
Have ye Blood and Spirit in ye? 7 246 


Dem. I dare not trouble her.. 
Leon. Nay, an you will be nipt th head with nothing, 


Walk whining up and down; I dare not, cannot: 7 
Strike now or never: Faint Heart, you know win Yo 
Sir | 
Be. govern'd by your Fear, and quench your Fire out . = 
Kent, ſtands this Door ope for nothing? * 
So get ye together, and be naught : Now to ſecure all, He 
Will 80 fetch out a more A Plaiſter. (au 0 
8 8 ® N E w. N 5 
Enter Ah Seleucus, Lyſimachus, - Ptolomy, Fo 
| Lieutenant, Gentlemen, and Lords. - 
Ant. This Peace is fairly made. 2 520 
Sel. Wou'd your Grace wiſh us | Tl 
To put in more: Take what you pleaſe, we yiel it; 485 WW! 
The Honour done us by your Son W dern it, 9 | 
Your noble. Son. 6A FR Il 
Ant. It is ſufficient, Princes z 5 OY 
And now we're one again, one Mind, one e Body, I 
And one Sword ſhall ſtrike for es. [BI 


Lyſ. Let Prince Demetrius 
But lead us on: For we are his vow'd TTY 3 
Againſt the Strength of all the World we'll buckle, 

Ptol. a_ ev'n from * that Strength we'll TRY at 
177 Victo bt 

Set. O had Lhe recover d but the Fortune 
I loſt in Antioch, when mine Uncle periſn' d, 
But that were but to ſurfeit me with Bleflings 1 
: Lyſ. You loſt a ſweet Child chere. eee Sth _ 
Pw. 1 ot 9-8 

* s is no time to entertain ſuch. . P (Prince, 

Will your Majeſty do us the Flonoars. we en, oy he 
EEE 7 $942 „ 


S: b; , 


3 


1 


Ant. e ke ſtay 
How now, Teontins,' w W 
Sel. Brave Captain, 9 | = 52 
Ly, Old valiant Sir. | E 
Leon. Your Graces all art elite & | 
Your Son, and't pleaſe you, Sir, is ne ear d — 
Caſt from his Miſtreſs avour : And ſuch a coll 2 53 
Such fending, and ſych proving, - ſhe ſtands off, 
And will by Rs Tneans 18 2555 to en: | | 
fe oe Price; ern 
el. Sees à hard Lady * denies that GHR. 
Leon. And now they? whine, and Howthey rave: Eich 
Twere a good oint of Charity to piece em; 
For leſs than ſuch a Pow'r will do ſt nothing: 
And if you mean to ſee him, there it muſt be, 
For 985 will he grow, till he be tranſplanted. 
Sel. Beſeech your Grace, let's wait upon you thither, 
That I maj © Rite de Lanes Er. | 
- That ſcornful Beauty. os 
Ptol. T ſhould think it worſe now ; r 
Il brought ur Beauty. 8 
Ant. She has too much reaſon fort: 
Which with too great a Grief, I ſhame to ck 4 
But we'll go ſee this Game, | 
L/. Rather this Wonder. | | 
Ant. Be you our Guide, Leontius, here's a new Fee 


L Eeeunt. 
8 79 .. 


Emer Demetrius = Cela. 


Cel. Thus far you ſhall perſwade me, ſtill to honour ye, 
Still 6 ict kr pe, Kir, uf ne er y63 Ss 
For not to lye, you have my firſt and laſt Love: 
But ſince you have conceivd an Evil againſt me, 

An Evil that fo much concerns your Honour, 

That Honour aim'd by all at for a Pattern : _ 

And though there be a falſe Thought, and confels'd i 
And much tn falPnn ſhow'rs to purge it; 
Vol. 'G Yet, 


98 1 Humorous Lieutenant. 


Yet, while that great Reſpe& I ever bore ye, 


Dwells in my Blood, 20 La enn ec de \ 


Had it but been a Dream, J muſt not touch ye. 
Dem. O you will make ſome other happy? 

Cel. Never, TE 

Upon this Hand Þ ll ſeal that F wah, DA; 


Dem. We may Kiſs, _ PR en wy 


Put not thoſe out o the Peace too. 0 7 
Cel. Thoſe I'll give ye, 1 


a; 7 * 


Ls * - 
. Tf * 


So there you will be pleas” d to pitch. your, ne 1 ; : | 


I will be merry with ye; Sing, Diſcourſe with ve, 
Be your poor Miſtreſs ſtil; In Truth I love ye. 


IT 4 


Enter Leontius, Antigonus, Seleucus, Lyſimachus, 


Ptolomy, Lieutenant, and Gentlemen. 


| et ind + WE}. 18 
Dem. Stay, who are theſe? „ae 


Lyſ. A very handſome Lady. "0 0 on 
| Leon. As &er you ſaw. 
Sel. Pity her Heart's fo cruel, ' 


of Bowe + 


. & 14 4 \ 3 & ; fr 2 


# > „ 


[hear us 


Ty. How does your Grace? He Ka Ml, will not 
Ptol, We come to ſerve ye, Sir, in all dur Fortunes, 


IL. He bowsa little now; he's ſtrangely. alter” d. 
Fel. Ha? Pray ye a word, TLeontius, pray ye a won 
L/ mac hus? You both knew mine Enanthbe 
I loſt. in Antioch, when the Town was taken, | 
Mine Uncle lain, Antigonus had the ſack on . 
Lyſ. Yes, I remember well the Girl. 7 
Sel. Methinks now 5 


ye, 
rd with 


That Face is wondrous ke her: 2 hive we TOON ; 


The fame, but more Years on her; the very, ſame. 

. Lyſ. A Cherry to a Cherry is not er. 

Sel. Look on her Eyes. 

Leon. Moſt certain ſhe is like her: r 

Many a time have I dandled her in theſe Aras, Sir, 
And I hope who will moge. 

Ant. Whar s that ye look at, Princes? 

Sel. This Picture, and that Lots Sir. 

Ant. Ha! they are near: 
They only err in time. OE da oh; 
I/. Did you mark that Bluſh ere? 1 
That came the neareſt. "T7. 


\ 7 e 


Low A oO 1 A _—— 
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Sel. T muſt ſpeak to her. 

Leon. You'll quickly be reſolv'd. 

Sz]. Your Name, fweet Lady? 

Cel. 1 Sir: And this H beg your Bleſſing, 


: ON Rs Goal 144 


I — — 
Sel. Peace a little, 

Where did I loſe ye? _ RE 
Cel. At this Satko bf Anticeh,} _ gore 
Where my good Uncle dy'd, and 1 was taken, 

By a mean Soldier taken : By this Prince, 

This noble Prince, redeemꝭd from him again, ne | 
Where ever ſince. I have remain d his Servant. 
Sel. My Joys are now too full: Welcome Enanthe, . 

Mine own, my deareſt and my beſt Ehantbe. 
Dem. And mine too deſperate, kw & · wet 
Sel. You ſhall not think fo 0, WE +. 

This is a Peace indeeq”” l. 4 Wot hs 


Ant. 1 „ e t, ISLA Rb 
And ask it Da Net 1 
Cel. Moſt Royal, Sir, ye - Have ve It. SS 
Dew. I ende boy ln ü e ted wal 


Sel. You muſt not be deny'd,. Sr. — * 3 n 
Cel. By me, I am ſure he muſt not: Sure he ſhall not; 
Kneeling I give it too; kneeling L take it; n 

And from this hour, no envious Spight e'er part us. 
All. The Gods give happy Joys ; all YO to ye. 
Dem. My new Enanthe. 
Ant. Come, beat all the Drums up, / 
And all the noble Inſtruments of War : 
Let *em fill all the Kingdom with their Sounds ; 
And thoſe the brazen Arch of Heav'n break through, | 
While to the Temple we conduct theſe two. 


Leon. May they be ever loving, ever young, 
And ever worthy of thoſe Lines they fprung 
May their fair Iffues walk with Time — 

Lieu. And hang a Coward now; and there's my Song, | 


[ Exeunt omnes. 
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I takes me cold, cold, cold; 
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I know not bow 
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May make me love you all, all 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 
M E N. 
P. Erigot, a Shepherd in Love with many 


Pipl, 7 mtg? Shepherd. 
Alexis, @ wanton Shepherd. | 
| God of a River. 6 | 
Satyr. 2 1 2 | | 
Prieſt. | 
Fy ** — 5 | 
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W 0 M * N. 


a * hee edel * Ws Peiigot, 


Dee. 
Ae a Shepherdeſs in Love with Perigot. 
A a wanton . 
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Enter cloin a "Shepherd: fe; having buried 1 
Tove in an : Arbour. 5 5550 and 


ada L4 1 1.31 


FAA $ 


| | >. © 1 0 * 1 N. | . a ür 2 Hy | 
LY 8 holy Earth, e cold Arms 0 im. 
I brace, |, 0 
g 5 The trueſt Man this grer, fed his Flocke 
| By the fat Plains of Fruitful Theſſah, 
Thus 1 falute thy Grave, thus do] tab 
My early Vows and Tribute of mine Eyes 
To thy Rl loved Ates, thus I fee a 0 0 La 
1A bezbiw io Eg ! 17 


(1) The Faithful Shephtrdefr' is, of Ab che Poems i in our Ln age, 
one of the greateſt Henours and the : greateſt Scandals of our Nation. 
It ſhews to what a height in every Species of Poetry the British Ge- 
nius has ſoar'd ; it proves how dull the vulgar Eye is to purſue its 
flight ? How muſt each Byiton of Taſte rejoice to ſind all the Paſtoral 
Beauties of 1raly and Arcadia tranſplanted: by Fletcher, and floutiſh- 
ing in our own Climate? How muſt he grieve to think that th 
were at firſt blaſted, and ſince ſuffer'd to wither in Oblivion by his 
Gothic Countrymen ? The Faithful Shepherdeſs was damned at it; 
firſt Appearance, and not ev'n a potent Monarch's Patronage in the 
next Age, nor a much greater Monarch's in Poetry than King Charles 
the Firſt in Power, Mi/tor's great Admiration and cloſe Imitation 4 
it in Comus, could recommend it to the Publick. . The noble Co 
"till within theſe few Years, was as little known. as its Original; 


G 4 
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+ # 


My {elf frm all enſuing Hats od Fi 3 Ws 


Of Love: All S8 Delights and jolly Gan 
That Shepherds 1d full dear, thus put I Off. 
Now no more ſhall theſe ſmooth Brows be begirt 5 * 
With youthful Coronals, and lead the Dance; : 
No We the Company of freſh fair Maids 
And wanton Shepherds be to me * 
Nor the ſhrill pleaſing found of merry Pipe 
Under ſome ſhady Dell, when the cool ind | 
Play son the Leaves: All be far away, 7 5246 Wh 
- Since thou art far away; by whoſe dear illi 
How often have I ſat crown'd with freſh Flow'rs 
For Summer's Queen, whilſt ev'ry Shepherd's 

Puts on his luſty Green, with gaudy Hock, * 
And hanging Scrip of fineſt Cordevan. Pp. 
But thou art gone, and theſe are gone with the, 
And all are dead but thy dear Memory N NA 
That ſhall out-live thee, and ſhall ever ſing 
While there are Pipes, or jolly Shepherds ſing, 
And here will I, in honour of thy Love, 
Dwell by thy Grave, forgetting all 7 — oys, 2 
That former times made precious to m (Hes 1 
Only remembring what my Youth did | acme BY 
In the dark, hidden virtuous uſe . 
That will Practiſe, and as freely give © 
All my Endeavours, as I gain'd therm "Ro 
Of all green Wounds I know the Reeds mt! 
In Men or Cattle, be they ſtung with Snakes, 
Or charm'd with pow fy. Words of wicked Art, 
Or be tiey Love-lick, or through too much Heat 
Grown wild or lunatick, their Eyes or Ears 
Thickned with miſty Fi lm of dulling Rhewn 35 
Theſe I can cure, ſuch ſecret Virtues lie 
In Herbs, applied by a Virgin's Hand. 


ſinee it js now become the Faſhion to admire the former, ſome Dele 
rence will ſurely be paid to Milion's ] t. 1 ſhall therefore, in 
my Notes on this Py, not confine myſelf to meer verbal Emends- 
tions, bat endeavour to demonſtrate Fletcher*s Beauties from parallel 

Paſſages out of Mi/tos and other authentick Poets. By which, I be 
lieye, it will appear, that Milton borrowed more from Fletcher, than 
Fricke from all the antient Clallcks, 
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My 


reer 


”_Y 


Of the Gods: For in thy Face 


The' Faithful" Shepherdefi = — 
My Meat ſhall be what theſe wild Woods afford. 
Berries, and Cheſnuts, ' Planranes, an whoſe Checks. Dr 5 


The Sun ſits ſmiling, and the b 8 
pull'd from the fair head of the nn Ping al 
On theſe I'll feed with free Content, and reſt, 
When Night ſhall blind the Word, by thy Se beſt, 
Eu a Satyre. tt erf 

Sat. (2) Thorough yi fame 1 Thadi00 
That flings his Arms down to the 
And through theſe thick Woods ha KM I . 5 EP k pie 
Whoſe ts never 1 — — the Sun 1 KI Jt * "_ _ 0 
Since the lu 198 142220 19211 
All to pleaſe 15 N N en * a 29H 
Have 1 without reſtt rec ie 0 zl 
To get him Fruit; for at a Featt N 
He entertains, this « coming Night, 5 A 0 5 6. 
His Paramour, the Syrinx. * bright. 3 
But behold a fairer Sight E. ee nav, 


By that Heav'nly Form of ne. 
Brighteſt fair thou art Divine, 
Sprung from great Immortal Race 


At! 6. Ch i 4 40 IIA 


Shines more 0 Majeſty, 


(2) Through you 2s 3 Plain] That Pletcher had Ready 
in his Eye oh yu fa Midſummer Night's Dream, is certain. The 
mu and Ending of this. Speech are an Imitation of the Fairy's 
WT 3. Scene 1. 
at Bi, f 
, # riar, 
| One Park, 2 Pale, 
Through Flood, through Fire; 
EF .* every where 
Swifter than the Moon's Sphere, 
Both Fletcher and Milton follow Shakeſpear in his Libenies of be- 
quently varying the Anacreontick Meaſures ; yet each Stanza, andeach 
ouplet, Mould obſerve a juſt Meaſure, and would, I believe, have 
done ſo,” had the Anthors themſelves overlooked the Preſs, I ſhall 
correct the Miſtakes as well as I am able: Thus, for 4hrough, in the 
firſt Line, I read ehoroagh ; and inſtead of Moon's Sphere, in Shakes 
leer. which ſpoils the Meaſure, I would read Moones fe which 
the learned Mrs. EJfob ſhews us to be the true Saxon Genitive Caſe. 


| Bat I ſhall not trou e the Reader with many Notes upon ſuch T rifles. 


: 


tos Tho Nair \Shophobdeſs, 


Dare with miſty Eyes behold, 2 2 5d 11 22977 117 
And live: Therefore on this Mould. 
Lowly do I bend Knee, 511 Das ne £311 7 51 
In Worſhip of chy Deitjß opt LG 
Deign it, Goddeſs fr my Hand, W991 ed nf) 
To. receive wWhatꝛe er chis Lang 
From her fertile Womb doth ſend : 
Of her choice Fruits; and but lend 
Belief to that the Satyre tells, OO 
. 141 Mikes) en eren 118 40 
Fairer by the famous Wells, 2 5 . ur 3 
To this preſent Day ne er grew, . , e =" > 5 


Never better nor more true. . 1 C1199 to 


Meir A week be of * 
1445 


Here be Grapes whoſe luſty Blood tu Ids 308 


. 


Is the learned Poets good. 
Sweeter yet did never grown 1 awe „F 
The Head of Bacchus; (3) Nuts fridre Drown 
Than the Squirril whoſe Teeth ctack mmm 
Deign,. O-faireſt Fair, to take &i. 


For theſe Black-ey*d"Driope. "OY 8 
Hath oftentimes commanded me, ' . l e 
e ie i int Bandon 


(3) Nati more braun 
Than the Squirrils Teeth that exack en; But. the, 
Teeth of the Squirril is the only viſible, Part that is not brown. I 
hope I have reſtor d the Original. In theſe Preſents, which are per- 
fectly Paſtoral, the Poet had, undoubtedly, both Virgil and Theocrir 
. tus in his Eye. * uy 10 IT 5 ; iS * oy > RE; ; os 3 
Quo potui, Puero fylveftri ex arbate led, 
Aurta nalaà decem miſi; eras altera mittam, 


8 


H/ $4 Tot Sire pare ef T.] νννννν,e 
N 4 $X4ALU KASFEAGY TY* KA1 ed A To1 6100, 
"= Feber. Erna yy. 

The learned Reader will, I believe, agree with me, that Virgil has 
fall'n ſhort of Theocritus : The Geſture of the Giver, and the pretty 
Circumſtance of gathering the Apples from the Place where ſhe ap- 
pointed him, being both omitted, and the, Poverty of the Shepherd 
only added. But how vaſtly has Fletcher improv'd upon theſe Hints ? 
Theocritus has a beautiful Simplicity of Sentiments, and Harmony of 
Numbers: Fletcher has added to theſe | deſcriptive Elegance and 
poetick Exſtacy. But perhaps Flete ben had more particularly in his 
Eye, the Gifts in the ſecond Eclogue of Virgil. ; | 
e 4 ego cana legam tenera lanugine mala, 12 762 
Loa flancaſue nuces, mea quas Amaryllis ama bat. &c. 


— 46. * 1 


* 41 f 
V.irg. Ecloga 3. 


ere 


A ww quad 


De wWwkaqcd A” D a 


„ 


reer 
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Some be red, ahd ſome green, ; $408 hr 


0 " Faithful ShopBards * n 7 


With my claſped Knee to climb; 


* -y 


See how well the luſty Time 9 5 7 GE = 8 9 þ f 
Hath deckt their riſing Checks in d. 
duch as on your Lips is ſpredd 3, 
Here be Berries for 4 | 57 1 0 Ns 1 X | 


Theſe are of that luſcious Meat, 4 5 6.232 
The great God Pan hitnſdf doth eat: 4 


* 
* „ 
* , 


All theſe, and What the Woods can eld, Solon jew 
The hang] ging Mountain, 'or the Field, ; 6 7 ron tre. 
I freely of, and e er long 5 R 


Will bring you more, more fo trons, | 7 
Till when Shan leave 1 take, n "LA 
(4) Leſt the great Pan do awake 33+ ein 
That 1 ing lies in 'a deep Glade, tet” Fm Nun Jiao 


Under a broad Beech Shade BY 
I muſt go, and Two TITS THEO 
Sitter than the Hery Sum. i 4 "i 4 ; Ext. 

2 Ss + / + © # 104 e DL 2 ** 94 


(4) Left the * pt Pan do awake,] Thus T, Thuecritns, Ed, N 


an t.« Qu Ov hee, 6 © ToUpdy,, 78 laeuft, s Sits diαν 
8 E T9, 152 Sed oi ele. i ydp dn fas a 

Tayixa e νν,q˖ xc alurade ral, i F117) ss, ! 
Kai or de Sper xen 7 pad ud as. . 


M0 Shepherd, "forbear; no Song at Noog's dread — * 
« Tir'd wich the Chace Pan eeps in yonder Bow'r 1 
«© Churliſh he is, and Rir'd.in his Repoſe, _ 
The ſnappiſh, Choler quiyers on his Noſe. 


That Fletcher had this in his Eye is evident, but he has varied Tl 
Theocritus's Theology. As he intended to make his Shepherds chaſte 
and virtuous, he knew that Virtue would ill conſiſt with the Adora- 
tion of ſuch a cholerick and luſtful God as the Arcadian Pan. But 
does he not in this tranſgreſs the Rules of Propriety, iving his Area- 
dians rather Chriſtian-than Pagan Sentiments? I think not. The 
Arcadians firſt worſhipp'd the Creator of all things under the Name of 
Pan, which ſignifies the Uniwver/e, and the Image they formed of him 
emblematically repreſented Univerſal Nature, as 1 informs us. 


But the Vulgar ſoon loſt the Archetype, and imagin'd his Sarp Noſe, 


long Beard, and goatiſb Legs, to be the Symptoms of Anger, Ruſti- 
city, and Luf. Fletcher has with great Judgment. placed his Scene 


among the Primitive Arcadians, who had not fuck” groſs Ideas. In 
this he deviates from the 1talian Dramatick Paſtorals, but is followed 
by Milton, who introduces Pagan Deities. in Comus, but makes the 
ſuperior Gods favour and protect Chaſtity and Virtue, 


Clo, 


108 The. — — 


Clo. And all my Fears go with thee; oe fas 
What Greatneſs or what. 5 5 28 ; F. wo ME 
Is there in me, to draw s e Mel Im" 
From this rude Man and Wa 


Mortal: 1 
- Hie. 


The Daughter of a She = key rk 
And ſhe that bore me 


And it will bleed; a F oy br 1 


My virgin Flow'r mera, pure, chaſte 
{5) No Goblin, Wood-god, 6 N, 
Satyre, or other Pow'r 5585 haunts the 

Shall hurt my Body, or by vain Ill a 
Draw me to wander after dale Fires n e eee 
Or Voices calling me in dead of Night. 
Fe me follow, and fo tole me n 


Throagh Mire and ſanding Pools, wo find my ws: - 


5 OD PEEL ES 26. tins. 

Satyre, or other WH! &c. ] Milton was ſo charm'd with 
the noble Enthuſiaſm of this Paſſage, that he hay. no * 12 three 
Imitations of it. Twice i in Comul. 


Some ſay, no evil thing that walks Nizh a 

L oy, Fire, -by Lake, or walk þ fl, 

Blue meager Hag, or flubborn unlaid Gh 

That breaks his Magick Chains at Curfeu time; 

No Goblin, or fooart Fairy of the Mine, | 

. Hath hurtful Pow'r o'er true Virginit x. 


ee bels Pa ack! firſt Scene of the Tus Brothers. Sogn, 
The young Lady in 
— — ouſand kale 
| Begin to throng' into my Memory, © ©. 
O calling Shapes 7 and bechnin Shadows ire 
airy Tongues that ſyllable Mens Names - 
On Sandi, and Shiars, and deſart Wilderneſſes. 


And 2pain, Parad; Boak 9. Line 6 in his noble 
IO S 99. | Deſcription 


1 -— Boro Alas Lighs, 25 
 Miftends . 15 ght-wanderer from 575 Way, 
—— Bog: pe? Mover, and 3 Pond or Phe 


There WO ac Per Saccoar far. ER 


r e bed 


a LH .i.lk Co 


„„ _ FP * 


N 
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Elſe why ſhould this rough thing, who never knee, 
Manners, nor ſmooth Humanity, whoſe Heats or) 


rougher than himſelf, and more miſha 
Thus mildly kneel to me ? Sure there's a ow'r - 
In that great Name of Virgin, that binds falt 
All rude uncivil Bloods, all Appetites 
That break their confines: Then, Aropg Chaſtity, 


Be thou my ſtrongeſt Guard, for here 85 dyell 
In oppoſition againſt Fate and Hell. 


Enter a Old Shepherd, with four "Fhepherds 
nter an nd Toh ox of ep 


Old Shep. Now Wi Rive Joos 05 ww Feſtival 
In Honour of our great God, and his Nies 
perform'd, prepare your ſelves for chaſte Fil | 
And uncorrupted” Fires: That as the Prieſt, 
With powerful Hand ſhall ſprinkle on your Brows 
His pure and holy Water, ye may Be 
From all hot flames of Luſt, and looſe Thoughts free. 
ee eee — here cornes the Prieſt of Pan. 

Euter Prieſt. 

"i She phcrds thus 1 purge away, 
Whatſoever this great Day, | 
Or the paſt Hours gave not good, 
To corrupt your maiden Blood : 
From the high rebellious Heat 
Of the Grape, and ſtrength of Meat; 
From the wanton quick Deſires, .. 


They do kindle by their Fires, | 


I do waſh you with this Water; 

Be you-pure and für hereafter. 

From your Livers and your Vans, I 

Thy I take away the ſtams, 3 Ae He tf 
All your Thoughts be ſmooth and * „ 

Be ye freſh and free as Air. Wat 9-20 

Never more let luſtful Heat n N 

Through your purged Conduits o_ „ T OIOth 

Or a plighted Troth be broken, N 

Or a wanton Verſe be ſpoken e mm 

10 


210 The Faithful I 

In a Shepherdeſs's Ear; 1 Gert bits blood vw 1G! 
Go your * e ee n 1007 AN 
n vile ond fg in Proje of Pa. 
- The. S, fo) N Gent 2 3804 nl 
| Sing bis Praiſes that doth keep © © bin 1 
Our Flocts from harm 9 55 en 71 T 
Pan the Father of our Sheep, vom of 
And Arm in Arm © a dogg at 

Tread we ſoftly in a Rownd, wal 


While the. hollow neigh ring Ground 
Fills the Muſick with her Sound. 
Pan, O great God Pan, to thee . 936 —_ a] 

Thus do we ſin g ¾xĩ?té 5 11G „tri 


. Thos thet ke fs cen, and Fr ee, „ hob 


As ſbe youn — bas {1 tiv dw 

4 1 & 
Ever be thy Honour pale, r 1/ 1G all 
From that place the [7 pc is ITS e err? 
To that Place Day doth umole. 8 


[Exeunt omnes but Perigot A dank 


Peri. Stay, gentle Amoret, thou fair-brow'd Maid, 
Thy Shepherd prays thee Ye that holds {hes ed 
Equal with his Soul's good. Pines by 

Amo. Speak; I give | 
Thee freedom, Shepherd, and thy N be 1 
The ſame it ever was; as free from ill, 

As he whoſe Converſation never knex 
The Court or City: Be thou ever true: 

Peri. When I fall off from my Affection, . 
Or mingle my clean Thoughts with foul Deſires, 

Firſt let our great God ceaſe to keep my F locks, 
That being left alone without a Guard, 
The Wolf, or Winter's Rage, Summer's great 3-4 A 


i 


And Want of Water, Rots, or what to uu;.: | 

Of Ill is yet unknown, (6) fall ſpeedily, ß,, 

And in their general Ruin let me go. iD 
(65 ͥ — — full ſpeedily, | + 00 


And in their general Ruin let me fel: That full Was a a Cor- 
mption from fall, was evident both to Mr. Symp/on and myſelf, and A 


ﬀ 


For their long Service: Say 


Ano. 1 pray thee, gentle Shepherd; "wiſh not fo, 25A 
do believe thee: Tis as hard for mne ac 
To think thee falſe, -and harder, than Torithee-: Wy 
To hold me foul. Peri. O you are fairer far 92 


Than the chaſte bluſhing Morn, or that fair 3 i {132 
That guides the wandring Seaman through the 3 


Straighter than ſtraighteſt Pine upon ory ſteep To 
Head of an aged Mountain, and more Witte 


Than the new Milk we ſttip before Day- ligt 0 WW 

From the full fra Bags of our fair Flock: oT 

Your Hair more beauteous 1 thoſe ene Locks 

Of young Apollo. on 4p (35-26 N 541210 bk 
Amo. Shepherd, be not loſt ei POE 7 or Inca 0) 107% 

You're ſail'd too far aa pr from the Cbaſt iuy A 


Of our Diſcourſe! nt 25:15! ef, bonoo! n nel” 


Peri. Did you ech me! onde 
I ſnou'd not love alone, I ſnhou'd — 1000 
Thoſe many Paſſions, Vows, and holy . e me off 
I've ſent to Heaw'n? Did you not give your Hands: 
Even that fair Hand in Hoſtage? Do not 1 7 A 
Give back again thoſe Sweets to other Men, 2000 


You your ſelf vow'd were mine: ene, 3900 


Amo. gre oe ſo far as Maidens' Modeſty | 
May give afſurance,:Þ.am once more thine, 3 


Once more I give my Hand]; be ever free > cer 8 


From that great Foe to Faith, foul ä k. 
Peri. ] take it as my beſt Good and dee . 


For ſtronger Confirmation of our Love 


To meet this happy Night in u ne 5 10 
Where all true Shepherds have rewarded been N 
ſweet, ſhall it hold? 113 3; ww F 
Amo. Dear Friend, you muſt not blame 1 if I make 


7 3. * 
4 - td + 7 


is 1 by Mr. Thnibald from the firſt old Nis ; but I 3 | 


did not correct from thence another Corruption, which had puzzled 
me a hundred times, and which had, I believe, remained incorrigi- 
ble by Conjecture, as it wholly departs i in all its Letters from the true 
Word. Inſtead of go which I have reſtored from the old Quarto, 
being both good Senſe and Rhiming to the next Line, all the ſubſe- 


_ Editions read feel, which, if not abſolute onſenſe, is Flatneſs 
itſe | 
A 
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11 Thi Paithful Shephirdoſs. 


A doubt of what the Glent Night may do, 


Coupled with this Day's Heat to move your Blood : * 4 


M aids muſt be fearful; ſure you have not been 
Waſh'd 99 or yeb Lern Stain 1 
_ in your Layer, go and purge: again. 

or. G do not wrong my Fer gie Truth, 
My Al and any” A feels we as pure 


As 7 thoſe chaſte Flames that burn before the Shrine 


Of the great Dian: Only my Intent 


To draw you thither, was to plight our Tech cn 


Wich enterchange of mutual chaſte Imbraces, 
And ceremonious tying of (7) our Souls: 

For to that holy Wood is conſecrate . 

A virtuous Well. about whoſe flowry Banks | 
The nimble-footed Fairies dance their Rounds, 
By the pale Moon-ſhine, dipping oftentimes - 
Their ſtolen Children, ſo to 1 them free 
From dying Fleſh, and dull Mortality; 7 


By this fair Fount hath many a Shepherd ſwom, 


And giv'n away his Freedom, many a Troth _ 

Been plight, which neither Envy, nor old Time 

Cou'd ever break, with 4 a chafte Kiſs iy * 
ws: 2-1 0! 


In hope of commg Happin 1 
By this freſh Fountain many a a bluſking Maid 


Hath crown'd the Head of her long loved Shepherd E 


With gawdy Flowers, whulſt he happy ſung 
Lays of his Love, and. dear wity ; 
There grow all Herbs fit to cool looſer Flames 


Our ſenſual Parts provoke, chiding our Bloods,  -/- 
And quenching bs their Pow'r thoſe hidden Sparks 
That elſe would break out, and provoke our Senſe 


To open Fires, ſo virtuous is that Place. 
Then, gentle Shepherdeſs, believe and grant 
In Troth it fits not with that Face to ſcant - 


Your faithful Shepherd of thoſe chaſte Deſires = 


He ever aim'd at, and . 


— 


67) our ſelors:; 1 Mr. Theobald had reſtor'd the une Word from ti 
bf 0 


„ . dS 44% ts. > e— % 
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Amo. Thou haſt prevail'd, farewel ; this comin t 
Shall crown thy chaſte Hopes with long wiſh'd 1 

Peri. Our great God Pan reward thee for that good, 

Thou'ſt given thy poor Shepherd: Faireſt Bud 
Of Maiden Vartues; hen I leave to be > ly * 
The true Admirer of thy Chaſt it,, ine 2 
Let me deſerve the hot polluted Name 4; Hip " 
Of the wild Woodman, or affect ſome Dame 
Whoſe often Proſtitution hath begoa t 
More foul Diſeaſes, than eier 2 the hot | 


, Tens 5 05 

| {Taken Amar In 
Aon Shepherd, nn. uy to be OY 912009 
What 1 ſhall Ar tell? 1 os 3 Re. 
$2469] cen. 515 2 Psi. 


0 x while the Dog 
Pur ſues the raging. Lyn, 6 The pa 28 7 of . 
Dog-ſtar is an imi ny ng a like Deſcription OT it in 2 


theberd's Calendar g of the Sun's Progreſs i in J 
The r mpant mc bunts he oy vad 26] 
| With s of noife 2 2 40017 00337 


Wha ae Bas bing brings in beſt, | 10 $311 195 
Pine, Plagues, and drery . | N 


The Lines are extremely poetical in Spenſer, but are — 2 — 
Fletcher to ſuch a Dignity, 2 they even . as well a as Thing 


one of the nobleſt P ages in all Virgil, 


— aut Sirius Ard, 
7 tim N /que ferens mortali * epris 
citur, & læuo contriflat Tumine Calum. + 


I ſhall not wes quote the Deſcription of the Dog-ſtar in the beyinoing 
of the fifth Book of the 7/;ad, becauſe tho* Virgil is ſaid to have taken 
the Hint of his Simile from that Paſſage, -yet Homer there dwells 
only upon its Brightneſs, and not its malevolent Influence upon Man- 
kind: The addition; of which by Virgil has been 5 mired by 
all Criticks, particularly Mr. Pope, as anſwering to Aneas's Shield 
not only in its Brightne/s but in its Menace: of Ruin and Death to 
the Enemy. But I am ſurpriſed that Mr. Pope, and ſeveral other of 
the beſt Criticks, ſhpuld ſo Totally have miſtaken the Simile of Homer 
which Virgil i imitates; it is the Deſcription of the Dog-far in the 
1 7 of the twenty ſecond Book of the 1/iad, compared to the 


01, III. H  Appaaranes 


11 4 The Ruta Su, 

Peri. Fair Maid, you may. * 

Ama. Then thus, 1 fore des, Peu, vo Ke 
And wou d be er to be lov'd a gan | 
Than the cold Earth is in his frozen Arms 
To clip the wanton : Nay do not ftart, | 
ST Ina wa c Thou that art 1 l 
The e of our y rooms, even ; | 
Of 3 luſty . what dull bre. | 
That never was acquainted with defire, 
Hath ſeen thee Wraſtle, Run, or caſt the Stone, 
With ONE Strength and En: bus f 
And th not ſparkled Fire, =: 2 
Sent ſecret heat to all the neighbouring Veins? _ 
Who ever heard thee ſing, that brought again 
That freedom back was lent unto thy Voice? 
Then do not blame. me, Shepherd, if I be 
One to be numbred in this Company, 

Since none that ever ſaw thee yet were =) by 
Peri. Fair Shepherdeſs, much Pity I can lend 
To your Complaints; but ſure I ſhall not love. 
All that is mine, my ſelf and my beſt 2 
Are giv'n already: Do not love him then 

That cannot love again: On other Men 
Beſtow thoſe Heats more free, that may return 
You Fire for Fire,“ and in one Flame burn. 

Ama. Shall I rewarded be fo 
18 or my Affection, moſt unkind of Men? 

PI were old, or had agreed with Art 
To give another Nature to my Cheeks, 


| Ae s of Achilles's Armour to Priam which Vi il imitates 
and almoſt literally tranſlates, g * 
Aaureß ra. ul / bolts dard dt 76 h Aru, 
Ki T4 gipes ae, Sein Jenstei getan. 4 
Whic is thus finely tranflated by Mr. Pope, A 0 pet: 2 
| Terrific Vague? bf for his burning breath 63 241 
| Taints the air with — plagues and death. 
— in one Flame equal burn.) 1 have ventured to ftrike out 
the Word equal as w the „and extending the Verſe into WW Tn 
an Alexandrine without the leaſt Reaſon. 1 therefore believe u f 7, 
4 l | — ? Or 


I 


itates 
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(20) Or wars 1 compte BRAN l DNF 
7 Jos or cou'd I with ſuch eaſe 

— back my Loye, as many a Wanton doth, 
Thou might'ſt refuſe me, Shepherd ; bur to e 
Pm only fixt and ſet; let it not be | 
A ſport, thou gentle Shepherd, i to abuſe 
The Love of filly Maid. 

Peri. Fair Soul, ye uſe |, 
Theſe words to latte end: For know, I ay 
Better call back that time was Yeſterday, | 
Or ſtay the coming Night, than bring my Love 
Home to my ſelf again, or recreant prove. 95 
will no longer hold you with delays; 
This preſent Night I have appointed been 
To meet that chaſte Fair that enjoys my Soul, 
In yonder Grove, there to make up our Loves. 
Be not deceiv'd no longer, chuſe again, 
The neighbouring Plains have many a comely Swain, | 
Freſher and freer far than I &er was, 
Beſtow that Love on them, and let me paſs. 1 
Farewel, be happy in a better Choice. I [ Exit. 

Ama. Cruel, thou'ſt ſtruck me deader with thy Voice, 
Than if the angry Heav'ns with their quick Flames 
Had ſhot me through: I muſt not leave to love, 
| cannot, no, I muſt enjoy thee, Boy, 
Though the great Dangers twirt my Hopes and that. 
Be infinite ; There is a Shepherd dwells 
Down by the Moor, whoſe Life hath ever Som: 
More ſullen Diſcontent than Saturn's Brow, 
When he ſits frowning on the Births of Men : 
One that doth wear himſelf away in loneneſs, 


(10) Or avere I common Mifireſs——] Fletcher bad probably in 
his Eye what Caſfus ſays to Brutus in the beginning of 7ulius 


Ceſar, 
Were 1 a common Laugher, or did uſe 


To flale with ordinary Oaths my Love 
To every new Protefler. 


Thus moſt of the Editions read this 


Laughter, which think ſtronger W 
than the former. . Ad 


, but the old Folio bas 
to expreſs a low Buffoon 


H 2 And 


. 
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And never joys, unleſs it be in breaking 
The holy plighted Troths of mutual Souls: 

One that luſts after every ſev ral Beauty, 

But never yet was known to love or like, 

Were the Face fairer or more full of Truth, 

Than Phzbe in her Fulneſs, or the Youth + 
Of ſmooth Lyevs ; whoſe nigh ſtarved Flocks 

Are always ſcabby, and infect all Sheep > 

They feed withal ; whoſe Lambs are ever laſt, 
And die before their ( 11) weaning, and whoſe Dog 
Looks like his Maſter, lean, an full of Scurf, | 
Not caring for the Pipe or Whiſtle: This Man may, 
If he be well wrought, do a Deed of e 
Forcing mè Paſſage to my long Deſires: ö 
And here he comes, as fitly to my 1 25 

As my quick Thoughts cou'd with for.” 


_ Enter Shepherd. 


 Shep. Freſh Beauty, let me not be thought n 
Thus to be Partner of your Loneneſs: Twòas 
My Love, that ever- working Paſſion drew - 
Me to this Place, to ſeek ſome Remedy; _ _ .. 
For my ſick Soul: Be not unkind (12) and fair, 
For ſuch the mighty Cupid in his Doom 
Hath ſworn to be aveng'd on; then give room 
To my conſuming Fires, that 101 may 
Enjoy my long Deſires, and ſo allag fl 2 
Thoſe Flames, that elſe would burn my Life away. 
Ama. Shepherd, were I but ſure thy Heart were found 
As thy Words ſeem to be, means might be found 
To cure thee of thy long Pains : For to me 
That heavy youth-conſuming Miſery 
The love-ſick Soul endures, never was pleaſing ; 
I could be well content with the quick eaſing 
Of thee and thy hot Fires, might it procure 
Thy Faith and tarther Service to be ſure, 


(11) 1 Corrected Hon the firſt py Quarto by 


Mr. Theobald. 
(12) and fair.] My Symp/on would read, as fair; but! 


lee not ſulficient reaſon for the Change. 


L | She) 


= . TX 41-2 % 


e hd — Hy 


hy. wt Hy 4 _ 


MAI — CO COLE 1 HALO” 


— 
1 


hut! 
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Shep. Name but that great Work, Sag s or what can 
Be compaſt by the (13) Wit or Art of Man, 
And, if I fail in my Performance, may 
I never more kneel to the riſing Day. 
Ama. Then thus I try thee, Shepherd this 8 Night 
That now comes ſtealing on, a gentle Pair 
Have promis'd equal Love, and do appoint | 
To make yon Wood the place where Hands and Hearts 
Are to be ty'd for ever: Break their meeting 
And their ſtrong Faith, and I am ever thine. _- | 
Shep. Tell me their: Names, and if I do not move, 
By my great Pow 'r, the center of their Loe 
From his fixt being, let me never more 3! 
Warm me by thoſe fair Eyes I thus adore. 
Ama, Come, as we go, Il tell thee what they are, 
And give thee fit directions for thy Work.  [Exeunt. 


Enter Cloe. 


Cloe. be have n the Times, or. Me, that 
After this holy F caſt, I paſs W 
And unſaluted? T was not wont to be {2 0 n 
Thus frozen with the younger Compaxxß 
Of jolly Shepherds: Twas not then held good, 
For luſty Grooms to mix their quicker Blood 
With that dull humour, moſt unfit to bee 
The friend of Man, cold and dull CY e 
Sure I am held not fair, or am too old, 3 
Or elſe not free enough, or from my Fold ed 85 
Drive not a Flock ſufficient great to. gain 
The greedy Eyes of Wealth-alluring Swain: 
Yet if I may believe what others ſa yr, 
(14) My Face has Foll enough, nor can they lay Juſthy 


(13) Vit or Art ] This * to me a diſtinklion without 
much difference, and I could have wiſh'd the Poet had wrote, Vi: 
or Strength; but our Province is not to correct any Miſtakes but thoſe 
of the Preſs, Indeed Heart, which lignifies Courage, might perhaps 
have been the true Word. 

(14) My Face has Soil enough, wad] Thus all the late Editions 
the Expreſſion can, I believe, convey no other Senſe, but that ſhe 


bad Pag enough on her Face, and eveu this by & very cons Mets 


H 3 phor. 
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Juſtly too ſtrict a Coyneſs to my cha | 
My Flocks are many, and the eas N as age 

They feed upon; then let it ever be 
Their Coldneſs, not my Virgin Modeſty 

Makes me complain. 


Euer Thenot. 


- The. Was ever abort: | 
Thus truly taken with Uncertainty ? 
Where ſhall that Man be found that loves a Mind 
Made up in Conſtancy, and dares not find a 
His Love rewarded? Here, let all Men know, 
A Wretch that lives to love his Miſtreſs ſo. 


phor.. The firſt old reads Faile, which had occurred both to 

13 Syn en and myſelf before we ſaw it there, but we ill totally 

differ in explaining it; he would have Fozle to fignify Beauty, and 
gave me ſome Quotations to prove it, as in Thierry and 7. n 


„Act II. 
' Load bin with piles of Honours, ſet zin e 
With all the cunning foils that may deceive us; 


But I believe, the Reader will 'agtee with me, that the eee 
tation of the Word 2 — — 5 3A to /t off Beauty, ind 


not my Gil ee wi the Intention of Grohe lf 
Paſſage. L 


re we t not to give arbitrary 
Meanings wg es any W ET ons 1e Furs e 2 806 
affix is, 21 conſeſs, not very prelpd, but it is all, I beliere, 
that —— ee can Som 4 : That th Faces 1 other I 
but Foiles to t a. „ Perhaps foiles enow, wou 

this Senſe more fu 15 is Pl 40), ads to her Weal 9 10 
Beauty, our Poet 10 itates both Thees hn and Virgil; * 05 J cannot 


ſay, that he does it with his uſual Spirit. Tho there are ſome 'at- 
ditional Beauties, yet more are omitted than added. 


Kal 5 Au d 400. — &5 146 7 
H - h is her ic ονννο 15 N yaaare) | 
Ka} u4as wir Jas 2 ze, Hr & wid Ke 25 
Ng Top Al Fable! J K egen 9. Tov J dh 
| ad auydr Ilaelas dj nivou, 
Ster. Fd, f. 34 
— k ]y— - nc gui n ſuærii, Aluri: 


> 2 m dives fecoris, nivei quam lair abundans ; 
MMMillle mee Siculis errant in montibus ane. | 


Nec fum adeo informs : nuper me in litore vidi, 
Cum placidum wintis flaret Mare. | 
vin Eel 2. 19, 


11 19th Idyllium of Tho; 


' 


Here be all new Delig 


The Faithful Shepherdefs. 419 


" Cle. Shepherd, I pra y. thee ſtay ; where haſt thou 
Or whither par thou ? ? (1g) Here be Woods as 9 
As any, Air like eſh and ſweet, 


As where ſmooth pore Plays on the fleet | 

Face of the curled Streams, with Flow'rs as many UK 

As the young Spring @ ves, and as Choice as an; 
col ee 

Arbours o'er- grown with Woodbinds; Caves, ba. 

Chuſe where thou wilt, whilſt I en and ing, 

Or gather Ruſhes, to make many 2 

For thy long Fingers; tell thee Tales Lone. 

How the pale Phebe hunting in a Grove, 

Firſt ſaw the Boy Eaudimion, from whoſe Eyes 

She took eternal | Fire chat never dies; 

How ſhe convey d him ſaftly „ 

His Temples bound with rg, 

Head of old Latmus, where e ſtops Night, 

Gilding the Mountain with her Brother's s Lig 

To kiſs her ſweeteſt. - The. l 

Ber feline „ PORN ADs 


I have forgot what Love and lovin 
Rhimes, Songs, and merry R aan 
— — Here be Mö as 
9 c.] This while e Specoh breathes th the true Spirit of 


Theocritus and Virgil. In the 3 part he has ly improv'd a 
hint taken from the third: Tdyllium of the.former —.— to Endimion ; 


and the beginning is a dire& Imitation of the two following — 


: - ng "ot ods x 

Q xarcy Bopubtvy]i e 2 ee 

Erb d &þv; r 90. Ja: I 8 i 
Oprixss dh, 3 & G d 
Ta aeg Ji ande : ra d l los i TR xdhuc. 
N | Otox. Es. 4, 45» ; 
Fletcher has not here'equal'd the V and Beauty of theſe Images» 
the humming of the — the — the Birds, and the Apple. 


dropping from the Pine, (whoſe Seed in the hot Countries far excels 


our fineſt Nuts) are all omitted by Fleteber, but he has fully made 


amends in his beautiful Deſeription of a Bank by Perigot about the 


middle of the third Act, and even here he has at leaſt equal'd Virgil, 
whom he has more exactly copy d. 


Hic wer purpureum: vario, bie Aumina circum 
Fundit humus flores : hic candida populss entro 


Inminet, et lent texunt umbracula witer. Eclog. 1x. 40 
H 4 | To 


4b . „Ribu "Shepher ag. 


To the ſoft Ear of Maids; are firange to me: me 
Only | live t' admire a gp 4AM on 
T hat neither ple Age, ſmooth Tongue, or Gola, 
(16) Cou'd Tee , ſo ſure the be 
Is that her Mind was ca m ; *tis to herr 
I only am reſerv'd; ſhe is my Form I ſtir 
By, breath and move, Ki the and only ſhe 
Can make me Happy, or give Miſer p. 

Cloe. Good Shep erd, may a Stranger crave to knor 
To whom this dear obſervance you do o -we? 

The. You may, and by her Virtue learn to ſquare 
And level out your Life; for to be Fair | 
And nothing virtuous, only fits the Eye 
Of gaudy Youth, and fwellin 1 1223 | 
Then know, ſhe's call'd the \ irgin of the Grove, | 
She that hath long ſince bury d her chaſt Love, 
And now lives by his Grave, for whoſe dear Soul 
She hath yow'd her ſelf into the holy © 
Of ſtrict Vir 751 ; *tis her I fo admire, 
Not any looſer ood or new Dee” 16 25 

Cloe. Farewel poor Swain, thou art not for my bend, 
I muſt have 1 5 Souls, whoſe words may tene 
To ſome free Action: Give me him dare love 


At — Encounter, and as ſoon dare prove. 


OE, The SONG. 725 
Come Shepherds, come, 


5 away. « 
a Without delay 
Paging entle time doth ſtay. 
Green ood are dumb, 


(16) "Ivy ever. break — M Sympſon not thinking this 
Senſe, has two nr eee. J n = 72 open ; the firſt is too 
low an Expreſſion, and the ron, as he allows, quite ſpoils the 
Meaſute. I believe the Text is right, and 0 it * * with 
break in upon, thus Act II. — 2 


Or the crafty thiewifh n. 
Break upon your Simple Ante, . 


i. + Gs FFI the Fold . your . 3 


The Faith 55 * 


And will never tell to any, 
Thoſe dear Kiſſes, and — 
Sweet Embraces that are giv My. | 
Dainty Pleaſures, that wou'd ev'n 
Raiſe in coldeſt Age a fire, | 
And give en Blood Defire.. © 
Now or never, 


1 


- 
* 
a 
"oh 


Come and have it. 
a F ＋ _ * 7 . 


- Think not 1 - 
Dare deny, 


If you crave it. | | 
Enter Daphnis. 


Here comes another : Better be my ſpeed, | 
Thou God of Blood. But certain, if I read 
Not falſe, this is that modeſt Shepherd, he 


That only dare ſalute, but ne er couꝭd be 


Brought to kiſs any, hold Diſcourſe, or Sing, 
Whiſper, or boldly ask that wiſhed thing 


We all are born for; one that makes loving Faces, 


And cou'd be well content to covet Graces, 

Were they not got by Boldneſs; in this thing 
My Hopes are frozen; and but Fate doth bring 
Him hither, I wou'd ſooner chuſe 

A Man made out of Snow, and freer uſe 

An Eunuch to my Ends: But ſince he's Kors. 


Thus I attem 7 him. Thou of Men moſt dear, * 


Welcome to her, that only for thy ſake 
Hath been content to live: Here boldly take 
My Hand in Pledge, this Hand, that never yet 
Was giv'n away to any: And but ſit 
Down on this ruſhy Bank, whilſt 1 go pull 

Freſh Bloſſoms from the Boughs, or quickly cull. 
The choiceſt Delicates from yonder Mead, 

To make thee Chains or Chaplets, 'or to ſpread 
Under our fainting Bodies, when delight 

Shall lock up all our Senſes. How the fi 


Of thoſe ſmooth riſing Cheeks renew the St ory 


| 
; 
; 
| 
N 
| 
' 
' 
i 
| 
5 
i 
4 
| 


* 
4 + % * 9 - 3 * . 
/ Shepherdefs. 


(17) Of young Adonis, when in Pride and Glory 
He lay folded "wire the Armes 
Of Of willing Your Methinks ſtronger Charms 
ſe ſpeaking Eyes, ax on char Brow 
More ſweetneſs than the Painters can _— 
To their beſt Pieces: Not Narciſſus, he 
That wept himſelf away, in memory 
Of his own Beauty, nor Silvanus Boy, 
Nor the twice raviſh'd Maid, for whom old Troy 
Fell by the Hand of Pyrrbus, may to thee 
Co e ar. . | 
o a young u e. Daph. I can love, 
But I am loth to ſay ſo, leſt l Powe” 
Too ſoon unhappy. - 

Cloe. Happy thou wou'dit lay. 
My deareſt Dapbnit, bluſh not, if the Day | 
To thee and thy ſoft Heats be Enemy, 5 
Then take the coming Night; far Youth, "tis free 
To all the World, Shepherd I'll meet thee then 
When darkneſs hath Sat up <6. ty Eyes of Men, 

In yonder Grove: Speak, ſhall our meeting holdꝰ 
Indeed ye are too bathful, be more bold, 

And tell me Ay. Dab. I am content to ſay ſo, | 

And wou'd: be glad to meet, might I but pray ſo 

Much from your fairneſs, that you wou'd be wih..: 
Cloe. 8 thou haſt thy win. 

Duapb. Freſh Maid, adieu: 

Vet one word more, ſince you have drawn me on 

To come this Night, fear not to meet alone 

That Man oi, page way ill, 

Though your bright ſelf would ack it, for his fill 

(18) Of this World's Do not fear him then, 
But keep your pointed times let other Men 8 


(1 ) Off youn 6 Is this * which is fimilar to 
that 7) Of young to Thenot, J. Poet continaes his Imitation of the 
third 8 e 1 * der oo 
(18) Of this Wor s mri ee wanld 
the old 3 of N ng it two Syllables, which is com- 
mon in all the old Poets, oy rs N, Ad J. Scene I. 
cnn nn yt, the cool wind © 


Plays on the Leaves: all be far away. 


And ſe rare Greets for which 1 


. The Faithful Shepherdeſs. 
Set up their Blo6ds to ſule, ineMall be eyer 
Fair as the Soul it carries; unchaſte never © / == 


Che. Yet am I'poorerthan I was before. 


Is it not ſtrange, among ſo many a οτe al 

Of luſty Bloods, I ſhould pick out theſe thitich 
Whoſe 1 River far form Springe, 
Js ſtill the ſame, flow, heavy, and unfit 


For Stream or Motion; OILY 
With their continual Pow'r upon his Sides? 


on ppy be, n 


Aud kr more N ety (19) Grief 0 0 
Thou lazy Swain, that may k rehere my Nerd, 
Rr W 
A hungry Vulture. | 

Emer Alexis. 


Alex, Can ſuch Beauty be 


| Safe in his own guad, and hot dme d Kye 


Of him that paſſeth on, to greedy gaze, 
Or covetous deſire, whilft in a maze 


The better Part contemplates, giving Rein 
And wiſhed Freedom to the labotifing Vein ? v4) 
Faireſt and Whiteſt, may I crave to Rn  —© 
The cauſe of your Retirement, why ye go | 
Thus all alone? Methinks the Downs ure ſweeter, 

And the young aan 


If Leavei be not read as two Syllables, thete will be uo Vetle So 


Act III. Scene II. 


Hecate avith Shapes three. 


Shapes has two Syllables,. Bat 1 have nat changed the Text, -becauſe | 


Goodneſs will, I thiok, the good Things of this World as well 
and perhaps more Grades, Thus Ad II. Scene LI. 


Whoſe Goodneſs is Abuſe, 
Goodneſ; ſtands here as Virtue often does for Power or Efficacy, and 
it may as properly ſtand for Wealth, Food, &c. Even in common 
Converſation we ſay of Meat when over- rolled, that all its Goodneſs 


is roſted out of it. 80 that the Word is by no means confined to 


the moral Virtue. 


(19) — Grief and Time,] Mr. Symp/on and I found our Conjecture 
here quoted by as Tink from 2271 Quarto, Than 


2% The Ran guchler l. 


Than theſe forſaken and untroden places. 

Give not your ſelf to loneneſs, and thoſe nt 

(20) Hide from the Eyes of Mens that were ined. + E 

To live amongſt us Swains,, iu oo 

Cloe. Thou art befriended. #4 a vet a0 

Shepherd, in all my Life I have not Gon. 7 

A Man in whom. greater contents have been, 

Than thou thy {elf art: I cou'd. tell thee more, 

Were there but any hope left to reſtore 

My freedom loſt. O lend me all thy red, 

Thou ſhamefac'd Morning, when — Tithow 5 Bed 

Thou riſeſt ever Maiden. Alex. If for me, 

Thou ſweeteſt of all ſweets, theſe Flaſhes be, 

Speak and be ſatisfied. O guide her Tongue, 5 

My better Angel; force my Name among 

Her modeſt Thoughts, that the firſt word may 2 — 1 

Cloe. Alexis, when the Sun ſhall kiſs the Sea, 

Taking his Reſt by the white Thetis:fide, © 

Meet in the 1 —— where 7 abide bend. * 

Thuy coming, She Alex. If Iſt 

An eons Dorn and the Wind, ns 17 00 10 

That as he paſſeth-by ſhuts up the Stream worn ads 
1 Of Rhine or Volga, while the Sun's hot Beam F 
Beats back again, ſeize me, and let me tun 
N | And riſe in Vouth and Fire! I dare not ſtax. 
N Clo. My Name ſhall be your Word. cet. 
4 Alex. Fly, fly, thou Day. | [Ext 
| © Cloti My Grief is great if both. theſe Boys ſhou' d fail: 
| He that will uſe al Winds muſt. ſhift his Sail [ Exit, 


20) Hig from ] The ConftraAich evidently requires the Im- 
perative Mood, which Mr. 7 brobald reſtored from the old N 
and Mr. -Sympſon e 4 
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Enter an ola Shepherd with a Bell ringing 3 an 47755 


Properties of Death, may be allowed in 


e * . 12 ; | 
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of Pan following." / iii K f || 


Dow... f 11 9 2 i. 4} {8 $304 9 7781 0 12 


Prieſt. Sate all, and Maidens fair, 07 zom 58 
Fold your Flocks up, for the Air no 33.1 
Gins to ik and the Sun GD 3.4 ili 177 wh ey 
Already his great courſe hath n. ew hf voter 
See he Dew-drops how they kiff hoy 
Ev'ry little Flower that is: N 00 159 10 30 
Hanging on their Velvet Heads, Dar git 054542 fotal 
Like a Rope of Chriſtal Beads. r r * 7:00 a(t) 
See the heavy Clouds low falling t 24d © | 
(21) And bright Heſperus down. calling 15 | | 
The dead Night from under hee 4 "> | 
At whoſe riſing Miſts unſound, r l e 105 4 
Damps and fly apace, Jang 5d vd-ogioH | 
Hov'ring o' er the wanton — oO i lt wd al — 
Of theſe Falturte where they —— boot ind net | 
b 


Striking dead h Bud and Bloom; vic v2 27 


3 155A 1 t F116 a *%;; £2£47 5 el © 
(21) tht bright Heſperus. down calling, 9 an cy 
The dead Night from under 7 ] Mr. Sym 1755 ebe to 6 
both theſe Lines: How, ſays he, cou d 2 ſperas Ca 
from under Ground ? And t ſhe was dead — could ſhe 2 Me ?, 
He would therefore ſtrike off the 4 in daun, and the remaining Letters 
tranſpoſed will make now. And for dead he would read dread, which, : 


he fays, is the common Epithet to Night in Spenſer, But L cannot 
admit either of the Changes; for down calling will, I think, fi 


calling down to Night te ariſe from under Ground; and in this Sen 
it is more Pictureſque and a much nobler Idea than the expletive now 
can give. In the ſecond Line no one need be told in how many 
things Night reſembles Death, and furely 1 * „tho“ partaking many 
both to Hear — 
feat. When Spenſer Milton, and other Poets have perſonated and 
animated even Death itſelf, Nor can Fletcher be denied any * 


Licence in a Paſſage of ſuch exquiſite poetick Beauty. . AN 
RK 


| 


Thi 


And for ever hold the love 


a —_— Comment to explain what prime figni 


296 The Faithfu! Shipherdyls 


Therefore, from ſuch Danger, lock 
Ev'ry one his loved Flock, 


And let your Dogs lye looſe without, 


Leſt the Wolf eome-as a ſceut 
From the Mountain, and, cer day, 

Bear a Lamb or Kid away; 

Or the crafty thieviſh oon 
Break upon your ſimple Flocks: 

To feure you eres from theſe, 

Be not too ſecure in eaſe; 

Let one Eye his watches keep, "469 Þ 
While the t'other Eye doth Er. eh 

So you ſhall good S proves”: 


Of our great God. (22) set dane 127 
_ Silence fall, and numbers 1 
On your Eye- ids: So farewell! 


Thus I end my Ev'ning's knell. . 8 K* La 


Enter Clorin, the 5 bel, 


Ch. Mow be en ee e ders): 
Helpt by the great Pow'r of the virtuous Moon 
In her full Light; O you beſt Sons of Earth, 
You only Brood, . Buth 
Virtue was given ; holding more yrs Nature, 
Than Man her firſt-born and moſt perfect Creature, 

Let me adore you! you, that only can 
Hel or kill Nature, drawing out that ſpan | 


Of n of time; 


(23) You, that theſe Hands did crop long 1 | 
Sqerteft Slumbers 


(22) — : | -w 
L. And ſoft Silence fall in numbers] Silence eee in number 
Is very dark, as Mr. Sympſor obſerved to me ; I therefore ſuſpect the 
Particles in and ang to have changed Places, and have replaced 


123 Ter Days theſe Handi did crop, long befe Dre prime 


ive me your Names, and — hidde Pow! * 
Mr. Theobald — N two Monoſy ables as hortful to the 


Meaſure and unneceſſary to the Senſe, and he im _ it to have been 


Give 


i, 


1 


The Paithful Spe 127 


Give me your Names, and, next, nr 
This is the _ bearing a yellow Flower; : 
And this, black Horchound both are vem good | 


For Sheep or Shepherd, bitten by a wood 


Dog's venom'd Tooth; theſe (24) Ramſan's Branches ar, 
Which, ſtuck in Entries, or about the Bar 


That holds the Door faſt, (25 debt rns Clem 
Were they Medea's Verſes, that do harms 7 
To Men or Cattle; theſe for Frenzy be ite 


A ſpeedy and a ſoy reign Remedy, iT K 
The bitter Wormwocd, Sage, and Marigald, 1 


2 14) Ns ee Me. Tha kebt td road 8 
has left us a long Note e to the Hiſtory of Raymund Li 
the great Philoſopher and Chymiſt, from whom he ſuppoſes: 
Alexipharmick to have taken its Name. But be was certainly in a 
wrong Track. The true Word, as Mr. Symp/on diſcovered, i N 
the Alliam Silveſre or Wild Garlick, which is helpful, ſays the 
London Diſpenſatory, in the Jaundice and Palſies. But our Au 
choſe its ſuperſtitious Virtues as more proper for. Poetry. Mr. . 
bald, in his Margin, has left a very accurate” Deſcription of the fal- * 
lowing Herbs from e $ * gia, and ſhew'd that our Author's 
Account of them was perſeQl vie But 1 uy 2 to reſer to che 
Book itſelf than to crowd the tes with ſuch Extradts. 
(25) — H a 8 The edna as well as ſu- 
perſticious Virtues aſcribed bY Chl to her various Herbs are imi- 
tated by Milton in his Deſcription of the Hamem in the firſt Scene of 
the Two Brothers, and the Attendant Spirit in Comus. The whole is 
too long to tranſcribe, I ſhall therefore only quote a Part, which has, 
I think, two very groſs Miſtakes i in the only Edo I have by hol. 


that publiſhed under the Inſpection of the ingenious Mr. Fenton, 


The Leaf wvas darkiſh and had 8 on it, 

But in another Country, as he ſa 
Bore @ bright gollin Flower, = in this Soil; 
Unknown Rad fiks efleemd. 


I have often, obſerved that where, the Senſe joined, the Mecre fre- 
quently ſhares its fate, as it has done in the third of theſe Lines, I 
read the whole thus, | 


The Leaf aua. darkifh, and had prick on it, 
But in another Count, be ſaid, 

Bore a bright galden 5 but in bis Soil 
Unknown and light efteem'd | 


ion of the Particle but, en 
ſtood in the Original; but I was no doubt of the 4 14 {5 
Corruptions, 


"= 
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Such Sympathy (26) with Man's Good they N 0 
This — whoſe Virtue is to part ö 
All deadly killing Poyſon from the Heal 

And, hw Neef, Root, for Snelliogs beſt: 
Yellow Lyſmacha, to to give ſweet Reſt - 2 800 0 
To the faint Shepherd, killing where it comes, 5 V7 
All buſie Gnats, and every Fly that hums: 07%] 


3 . * 1 1 
$5 3 "24 £6 , : 


For Leproſie, Darnell, and Celandine, » (As 5199 
With Calamint, whoſe Virtues do refine: Mor 
The Blood of Man, making it free and bar Yo 224] . 
As the firſt hour it breath'd, or the beſt Air/ 1 2: AT 


Here, other two; but your rebellious uſe 


Is not for me, whoſe Goodnels 1 SAbuſey nn (42) 

Therefore, foul Stari , from me and mine 3 
I baniſh: thee, with luſtful Turpentine; 5 Adr 
Lou that intice the Veins and ſtir the heeddmt 
To civil 2 . (27) ſcaling the feat moe = 


With Dreams and! wanton Fancies, till the he d 


Of drum Luſt be quencht; by Appetitec 


Robbing the Soul of Bleſſedneſs and Lignt. = 


And thou light Yervain too, thou mult after, oy 


Provoking| eaſie Souls to Mirth and La uur: V n 


No more ſhall I dip thee in Water now, . od boy 
And ſprinkle every Poſt, and every Bought” = 2 


With hs well· pleaſing Juice; to make the Grooms 
Swell with „ere as with Joy a . the Room. i 14 


Enter Thenot. 


The. This ib the Cabin where the beſt Te all. 0 
Her Sex that ever breath d, or ever ſhall Ir 


1720 - — 2 e ; Good —] Mr. Sm len would axe to read 
an's B us in Hamlet, the Ghok TOR of th Juice of 


— dreeong & | 
— —— hoſe E fret? - 5 Py: 
Holds fuch an enmity with Blood of N 
I allow therefore the Propriety of Mr. Symp/on's e bur as the 
old one is good Senſe, I don't ſee ſufficient reaſon for a e abge. 
(27) — ſcalding the fear] Mr. Theobald has Jealing 


which is the Reading of all the old Quartos, and as it is good 
was undoubtedly the Original, tho' perhaps the late Nang en" 
contend with it in Beauty. Sh 


Kale 


Give Heat or Happineſs to the Sheph'rd's ſide, 
Doth only to her worthy ſelf abide, |... 
Thou bleſſed; Star, 1 thank thee for thy Light., 
Thou by whoſe Pow'r the darkneſs of {ad Night 
Is baniſh*d from the Earth, in whoſe dull place | 
Thy chaſter Beams play on the heavy Face 

Of all the World, making the blue Sea ſmile, . 

To ſee how cunningly thou doſt beguile = 

Thy Brother of his brightneſs, - giving Day 

Again from Chaes z whiter than that war. 

That leads to Jauss high Court, and chaſter far 

(28) Than Cy it 2 — Top Helled n 
That nightly ſhin'ſt; u, all the Conſtancy. 
That — all Women was, or e er ſhall bee 


From whoſe fair Eye; balls flies that holy Fire, of ya bo 


That Poets ſtile the Mother of deſire, - 
Infuſing into every gentle Bret 
A Soul of greater Price, and far more bleſt 
Than that quick Pow 'r, which gives a difference, 
'Twixt Man and Creatures of a lower Senſe. 
Clo. Shepherd, how cam'ſt thou hither to this place? 
No way is trodden, all the verdant Gras 
The Spring ſhot up, ſtands yet unbruiſed here 
Of any Foot, only the dapled Deer 
Far from the feared ſound of crooked Hon 
Dwells in this Faſtneſs. The, Chaſter than the Morn, 


have not wandred, or by ſtrong Illuſion. | 


Into this virtuous Place have made intruſion : _ 
But hither am I come, believe me fair, 


To ſeek you out, of whoſe great good the Air 


(28) Than Cha ity itſelf, yon bleed Starr 
That 11740 Mink * Toe Polar Star, from its perma- 
nency and coldneſs, may be called the Emblem of Chaltity, but not 
Chaflity itſelf, as this Reading implies... It might perhaps have been, 
or you bleſ#d Star; but it is a Bee of Anticlimax, to mention the 
em of Chaſtity after Chaſtity itſelf. I have therefore inſerted 


my firſt Conjecture in the Text, making him repeat the Name he had 


before call'd her by, with the Addition only of her ſhining every 
Night, the Property of the Polar Star. This I am confirm d in by 


the two oldeſt Quartos ; the firſt of which ſtops as I do, and the ſe- 

cond has a Semicolon after it/e/f, and reads you for yo# ; though 

makes a falſe Concord by reading Hines, inſtead of Sine or pin N. 
Vor. III. III 
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Is full, and ſtronghy labours, while the ſound 
Breaks againſt Heav'n, and drives into a ftound 
Th' amazed ; that ſuch Virtue can 
Be reſident in leſſer than a Man, 
Clo. If any Art I have, or hidden Sun 
May cure thee of Diſeaſe or feftred Ill, 
| Whoſe grief or greenneſs to another's eye 
May ſeem unpoſſible of Remedy, 
I dare yet undertake it. The. Tie no pain 
I ſuffer through Diſeaſe, no beating Vein _ 
Conveys Infection n to the Heart, 
Neo Part . d, to be cur'd ee 
This Body holds; yet a ſellet Grief 
Than ever 2 kl bnd Fa give relief, Tt 
Dwells on my Soul, and may be heal'd by you, *. 2207 
Fair beauteous Virgi 
| Clo. Then Shep rd, let me foe. 5 
To know — ; that Man yet never knew 
The way to Health that durſt not ſhew His See. 
The. Then faireſt, know, 1 love TOR” 
Clo. Swain, no more, 
Thou haſt abus'd the ſinctneſs of this place, 
And offer'd facrilegious foul Diſgrace 
To 2 1 of theſe interred Bones; 
For fear o aſcending, fly at once, 
Thou and thy idle Paſſions, ch the fight - 
Of Death and ſpeedy Vengeance may not fight 
Thy very Soul with horror. The. Let me not 
(Thou all Perfection) merit fuch a blot + 
For my true zealous Faith. Clo. Dart thou abide 
To ſee this holy Earth at once divide 
And give her Body up? For ſure it will, 
If thou purfu'ſt with wanton Flames to fill 
This hallow'd place; therefore repent 


(29) Whilſt I with Pray rs appeaſe his rent ee, * 


boy 


to have 


| (29) ) Whilſt Tavith Praiſe—) Both Mr. Theobald, and Mr. 
A 23 the true Word be not P- ray Fs, It'a 
me a better Word, but as the other is ſenſe, I did not chin 


and in all other Places Praiers, and not Pr ef hence 
os — ea true, n * * 


it, till I conſulted the firſt old Quarto, which reads Pratt , | 


* 
% * £ 1 1 
—— * — 
5 


Ch tat ere ev ten = «oh 
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That elſe would tell thee what it were de be c N 

A Rival in that virtuous Love that ge 

Embraces yet. The. 'Tis nat the white or red + 
Inhabits in your Cheek that thus can wed * 
My Mind to Adoration ;-nor your Eye, * 
Though it be full and fair, —— I PO 07 4: 
And ſmooth as Palas“ Shoulder ; not the Smile 

Lies watching in thoſe les to beguile 

The eaſie Soul, your H and Fingers long 

With Veins inameFd richly, nor your Tongue, 
Though it ſpoke ſwerter than Ariov's Harp. 

Your Hair wove into Many u curioum Warp, 
Able in endleſs error to infold | | 
The wandring Soul, nor the true perfect Mould 
Of all your Body, which as pure doth how - 
In Maiden eee as the (0) Ts 
All theſe, were Conſtancy aw 
Wou'd pleaſe me 225 2 than a black — day 


1 


The wretched Seaman toiling through the Deep. 
But while this honour d u dare keep, 
Though all the Plagues 420 that e er ware 


In the great Womb of Air, were ſettled 
In oppoſition, I wou'd, like the Tree, 
Shake off thoſe drops of weakndes, — 2 

Ev'n in the Arm of Co, Wouldſt thou ha 
Me raiſe again, fond Man, from filent Grave, 
Thoſe ſparks that Jong ago were buried here. 
With my dead Friend's cold Aſhes ? fL. Dean dear 
I dare not ask it, nor you muſt not grant; 

Stand ſtrongly to your Vow, and! 95 10 faint : 


630 Abfees) The ſame we now call Alpine. 


(41) — that tte begozten This odd . &f Vic 
8 Seele r re 
uarto : Had it even poſſeſſed the ve diſcarded 
but that luckily confirms my CopjeQure. I could b wiſhed 40 
have chang'd the next Line, 1 to have read, —— 2th berg. 
Dee 2 = — that ous 
in ſo 8 we a r, 
vince is mt correct, but _ to reſtore the-Authons,” N. e, 


cencurr'd in this Emendation. N 
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Remember how he lov'd ye, and be ſtill 
The ſame Opinion ſpeaks ye; let not Will, 
And that great God of Women, A ppetite, 
Set up your Blood again; do not invite 


Deſire and Fancy from their long Exile, 


(32) To ſeat them once more in a pleaſing Smile : 
Be like a Rock made firmly up *gainſt all 


The Pow'r of angry Heav'n, or The ſtrong fall 
Of Neptune s Battery if ye yield, I die 
Io all Affection; tis that Loyalty 


Ye tie unto this Grave I ſo admire; | 
And yet there's ſomething elſe I wou'd deſire, 
If you wou'd hear me, but withal'deny, 
O Pan, what an uncertain Deſtiny 


Hangs over all my hopes! I will retire, , , 

For if I longer ſtay, this double fire 
Will lick my Life up. Clio. Do, let time wear out 
What Art and Nature cannot bring about. 


e. Fes el thou Soul: of Virtue, and be ble 
For ever, while that here I wretched reſt | 


Thus to my ſelf; yet grant me leave to dwell | 
In kenning of this Arbour yon ſame Dell 


, O'ertopt with mourning Cypreſs and fad Ewe 


Shall be my Cabin, where III early rue, 

Before the Sun hath kiſs*d' this Dew away, © 

The hard uncertain Chance which Fate doth lay 

Upon this Head. Clo. The Gods give e quick releaſe 
And happy cure unto thy hard Diſeaſe. ¶Exeun. 


Enter 22 Shepherd. 
Sull. I do not love this Wench that I ſhou'd meet, 


For ne er did my unconſtant Eye yet greet - 


That Beauty, were it ſweeter or more fair, 
Than the new Bloſſoms, when the Morning Air a 
Blows-gently on them, or the breaking Light, 
When many Maiden Bluſhes to our ſight 

Shoot ug its early Face: Were all theſe ſet 

8 ſome neat F orm before me, twould not get 


(32) To fet — Mr. Theobald had reſtored the true Word 
12 The 


3 


„ 
—_— 


CY 
bw 7 5 tows 4A om 5 


— 


Oy, fm A. . 


unt. 


Word 
The 


Sul. Welcome. fair Shepherdeſs, thy loving Swain 
Gives thee the ſelf-lame wiſhes back again, | 


The. Faithful Saen 


The leaſt Love from me; ſome deſire ee, * 
Or preſent burning: All to me in fight}... | _... 
Are equal, be they fair, or black, or brown, Ges? 
Virgin, or careleſs Wanton, I can cron, 

My Appetite with any; ſwear as oft, 1 
And weep, as any; melt my words as 8 mae 3 = 
Into a Maiden's Ears, and tell how long 3 
My Heart has been her Servant, and how fog, 
My Paſſions are: Call her unkind, and cruel, 
Offer her all ces to gain the Jewel .,,/ 
Maidens fo highly prize : oy loath, 93 fps. 77 
This de I hold aged Deny. | 


Enter. Amarillis. 


Anar. Hail Shepherd, Pa ls both thy Flock and 
thee; nfs 
For being rad of thy 078 to me. N aduob. | 
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| 
| 
| 
| 


Who till this preſent hour ne'er knew that 0 3 | 

Cou'd make me croſs mine Arms, or daily dye, SE = 

With freſh confumings : Boldly tell me then, 

How ſhall we part their Faichful Loves, and when? Ha 

Shall I him to her, ſhall I fvear © 

His Faith is falſe,” and he loves ev'ry where?! 

PIl ſay he mock' d her th” other Day to bu. 

Which will by your confirming ſhew as true,  *.. 

(33) For ſhe is of ſo pure an honeſty, e 

To think, becauſe ſhe will not, none will ye: : 

Or elſe to him I'll ſlander Amoret, 11 

And fay, ſhe but ſeems Chaſte ; I'll ſwear ſhe met 

Me 'mongſt the ſhady Sycamores laſt Night, 

And looſely offer'd up her flame and ſpright | | | | 

Into my Boſom, made a wanton Bed 1 
Of Leaves and many Flowers, where ſhe Wer ih 


(33) For he is off —] That Amoret's and not. Perigot's Purity of 
Intention and Simplicity of Heart is here ſpoke of, 1s clear as the 
Light ; and yet this groſs Miſtake, in this and the following Line, has 
run through all the Editions, not excepting the Quartos publiſh'd in 
our Author's Life · tinie. . for , is only an Error of the Preſs in 
the ov late- I 

13 Her 
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Her willing Body to be preſy'd by me; 
There have I carv'd her Name on 7 #2; 
Together wich mine own ; to make this ſhow 
More full of ſeeming, Hobinell you know, 
Son to the aged Shepherd of the Glen, 
Him 1 have ſorted out of matty Men, in 
To ſay he found us at our ptivate ſport, Hanan 
| And rout'd us "fore our tithe his reſort: 
This to confitth, I've to the Boy | 
Many a pr etty knack, e Toy, 
As Ginny iS Nad MAN BIR, with Bow and B 
uirrels in the Holt ; 

ir of painted B and u Lamb, 5 
— his own Locks, or the Down of Swan; 
This I have done to win ye, which doth give 
Me double Pleaſure, Diſcord makes me live, 


| To ſhoot at nimble 


e a Swi, I thnk y, ic Ras mh 


— „ but will fl 
, 


Ev'n once Len Tos 

His fixed Love 1 who 46 1 

Your Nene ſen's Merit; 

Therefore ſome ſtronget way mf fe force his 1 

wie: Tre thy found: 1 ſecond, 5 my. 

Is everlaſti Su me ove... 
pang oe Rl pup 


S Meet 
Soon as wg fold their 2 cls us up with the gn 


In the thick Grove border! upon yon Hill, 
In whoſe hard fide Nature hath er — « Well, a 
And, but that matchleſs Spring 3 


Was ne ler the like to this : orgs it doth grow _ 
About the ſides, all Herbs which Witches uſe, 
All Simples good for Medicines or Abuſe, 

All fweets fc crown the 0 Nuptial Day, 
With all their Colours, there — of May 
Is ever dwelling, all is 

There's not a Grafs on whi . ay | 
The falling Auruma, « or cold Winter's Hand 
So full of Heut and Virtue is the Land 


Who would as hard be won to © er harm 
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About this Fountain, which doth lowly break . . 
Below yon Mountain?s foot, into a Creek. © 
That Eo: al all the Valley, giving Fiſh n 

Of many ſorts, to fill the Shepherd's Din. > OFT. CM 
This holy Well, my Grandame thar is dead, 
Right wiſe in Charms, hath often to me ſaid, 


* 
— 4 
— * * 
— — — * 


— 


, Hath pow'r to change the Form of any Creature, 


Being thrice dipt o'er the Head, into what Feature, 

Or Shape *twou'd pleaſe the Letter down to crave, 
Who muſt pronounce this Charm too, which ſhe $95 | 
Me on her Death-bed ; told me what, and how, 3 

I ſhou'd ade gang unto the Patient's Brow, 
That wou d, caſting them thrice deep, 
Before I ace then them into dee; l 

All this ſhe hew'd me, and di irs: ada 
This ſecret of her Art, 3 W e 
I'll this attempt; now Shepherd, I have here 

All her Preſcriptions, and 1 will not fear _ 

To be my ſelf dipt : Come, my it 
With theſe fad Herbs, oh Rel pou Wl, | 5 
As you do ſpeak your Charm, thrice down erl. 
And bid the Waser raiſe me ore: - 
Which being done, leave me to my affair 

And e' er the Day ſhall quite itſelf gutwear, | 


vill return unto my Shepherd's Arm, 


Dip me By and then repeat this Charm, 

And pluck me up my ſelf, whom freely take, 

And the hot'ſt Fire of thine Affection flake, 
Sull. And if I fit thee not, then fat not me. 


1-20 
«SS 


Tong the truth of this Well's Pow's to fee, I Eau. 


Euter Daphnis. 
Daph. Here will I ſtay, for ths Evert 


Where I appointed Cue; do not mills, 


Thou bright ey d Virgin, come, O come my fair, 
Be not abus'd with Fear, nor let cold Care | 
Of honour ſtay thee from (34) _ Arm, 


kom the 
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'To thy chaſte Thou ghts, as whiteneſs from the . . 
Or yon great Round to move another way. . 
My Language ſhall be honeſt, full of Truth, | 

My Flames as ſmooth and ſpotleſs as my Youth ; 

I wil not entertain that wandring Thought, 

Whoſe eaſie current may at length be brought . „ 

Jo a looſe vaſtneſs. Alexis. [within.] %, rr. 
Daph. Tis her Voice, | 

And I muſt anſwer, Cloe! Oh the choice | 

Of dear Embraces, chaſte and holy Strains 

Our Hands ſhall give! I charge you all my Veins 

Through which the Blood and Spirit take their wr. 

Lock up your diſobedient Heats, and ſtay 

Thoſe mutinous Deſires that elſe would grow 

To ſtrong Rebellion: Do not wilder ho] 

Than bluſhing Modeſty may entertain: | 
Alexis. [within.] Cle! 5 
Daph. There ſounds that bleſſed Name again, | 

And! "mall meet it: Let me not acl 


Enter Alexis. 


This is ſome Shepherd ! ſure T am dls: | 
What may this riddle mean? I will retire, © b 
To give my ſelf more Knowledge. . Alex. Oh my Fir, 

How thou conſum'ſt me? Cloe, anſwer me, 

Alexis, ſtrong” Alexis, high and free, 

Calls upon Che. See mine Arms are full 

Of Entertainment, ready for to pull RY 

That-golden Fruit which too too 0 hath lung 

Tempting the greedy Eye: Thou ſtay*ſt too long, 

Jam impatient of theſe mad Delays; 

I muſt not leave unſought theſe many ways 

That lead into this Center, till I find : 

Quench for my A Luſt, I came, unkind. ; 

[ Exit Alexis, 

Daph. Can my Im jon work me ſo much ill, | 

That I may credit this for truth, and ſtill | 

Believe mine Eyes ? or ſhall I firmly hold 

Hr * untainted, and theſe Sights but bold 


Illuſion? 


1! 


Illuſion ? ſure ſuch Fancies oft have been 


Sent to abuſe true Love, and yet are feen, ev. 


Daring to blind the virtuous Thought with any: 


But be they far from me with their fond terrot: it 


am reſoly*d my Che yet is truvru e.. 10 Wy 
Cloe. ¶ within.] Cloe ñ Ns any ; 
Daph. Hark, Cloe: Sure this Voice is new, A 407 
Whoſe ſhrilneſs Uke the ſounding of a Hell, ae” "F 
Tells me it is a Woman: Cloe, tel! 2] 
Thy bleſſed Name again. Cloe. [roithin) Che r ne. N 
Doph. Oh what a grief 1 is this to be ſo wy” 91 
And not incounter? A £208. BY, 15 
N Cloe. . f 
Cloe. Shepherd, we me met, 2250 
Draw cloſe into the Covert, leſt the Met 4 25 
Which falls like lazy Miſts upon the Ground 
Soke through your ſtartups. Daph. Faireſt, are you found? 
How have we wandred, that the better part 
Of this good Night is periſht ? oh my Heart * 2 
How have I long' d to meet ye, how to kiſs 150 5570 
Thoſe lilly Hands, how to receive the bliſs ni I bi 


That charming Tongue gives to the happy Far 


Of him that drinks your Language! but fear 

I am too much unmanner'd, far too rude, 

And almoſt grown laſeivious; to intrude 596 77; 
Theſe hot behaviours; where regard of Fame, 
Honour and Modeſty, a virtuous Name, | 
And ſuch Diſcourſe as one fair Siſter may 
Without offence unto the Brother ſay, 
Shou'd rather have been tendred : But bel ol 
Here dwells a better Temper ; do not grieve | 
Then, ever kindeſt, that my firſt Salute 

Seaſons ſo much of Fancy, I am mute 
Henceforth to all Diſcourſes, but ſhall be 

Suiting to your ſweet Thoughts and Modeſty. 
Indeed I will not ask a Kiſs of you, 

No not to wring your Fingers, nor to ſue 

Jo thoſe bleſt pair of fixed Stars for Smiles, 


All a young Lover's cunning, all his wiles, 


The Faithful Shepherdeſs; 137 


— rw — 2 —— — * 
— — = - — — — — - _— — — — 
. . 8 = 
D . r 4 n 42329 2 Lotte. 126 8 re 2 * _ n "hd wy = LY wy 
mo of . 1 *- ol , * bs 


D 


8 
| E 
7 
W 
: ; 
= 
, Fg 
: 
f 


138 The Faithful Shepherdefs. 
And pretty wanton dyings ; ſhall to me _ 
Be Strangers; only to your Chaſtity 
I am devoted ever. Cloe. Honeſt Swain, 
Firſt let me thank you, then return again 
8 No, thou art too cold, [i 
U Boy, not tem . 
Thy Blood falls heavy » *tis not far 
7” offend in bldeb wink ey over waar 
Deſerved favours that deny to 
When they are offer'd realy + SPA 
To ſee a Man of his Youth, Years and Feature, | 
And ſuch a one as we call goodly Creature, 
Thus backward ? What a World of precious Art 
Were meerly loft, to make him do his part ? 
But I will ſhake him off, that dares not hold . 
Let Men that hope to be belov'd be bold. Nel 
Dapbnis, I do deſire, ſince we are met 
S0 happily, our Lives and Fortunes ſet 
Upon one ſtake, to give affurance now, 
By interchange of Hands and holy Vow, 
Never to break again: Walk thou that way, 
Whilſt I in zealous Meditation ſtraßx 
A little this way z when we both have ended wo 
Theſe Rites and Duties; . 
And ſecrefie of Night, retire and find 
An aged Oak, whoſe hollownels may bid 
Us both within his Body, r ee 
It ſtands within yen Bottom. 7 
Daph. Be it | [Exit Daphne 
Choe. N 
Thou aer Alex. within] Cloe! On. 
"Tis 
That dare, I hope, be bolder. Alex. Che! Clive. Nou, 
Great Pas 2 e ee our Flow. ( Exit Cloe. 


ACT 
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Enter Sullen Shepherd, evith Amarillis in a, 1 
PA thy Forehead thus I take 
Theſe Herbs, and charge thee hot awake 

Till in yonder holy Well, © 

Thrice with pow'rful Magick Spell, 
Fill'd with many a wo 

Thou'ſt been dipt ; thus with my Cord 
Of blaſted — oy Moon · light twin a, 


I do thy. ſleepy bind, 
1 Head! T Eaſt, 


And thy Feet into the Weſt, _— 
Thy left Arm to the South put en, 
And thy right unto the North: : | 
| take thy Body from the Ground, 


In this Io ha deep and d del ADE 0 


_ thee fide 4 ym by my 
Take this Maid dn del Fr. 


To thy bottom, nearer yet, 


In thy Water pure and ſweet, 

By thy leave J dip her Feet ; 

Then Eh hepa 

That her Ankles may be wet; 

Yet down lower, let her Knee 

In thy Waters waſhed be; 
RES 

„ 


(35) There I ſtop. Now 
v'ry thing that loves the Ne 
ME There flop : F — This unmufical Hemifich was 
caſioned by the Loſs of one or more Words, which Mr. Sy and 
I hope that we haye retrieved ; becauſe the Senſe, as well as 
is chang iy - by our Addition, For, according to the man 
more, } he ſeems to > dip her no lower than her whertas 
— ed him to di her thrice dver-head And we acc 
different P in the following Incantation, At the 
he charms away Truth ; at the oe * calls on ſeveral 


and Beings remarkable 
% * moſt a OO of a all. * * 


Gun 


8 " | 
no The Faithful Shepherds. 
| (36) Truth that beareth but one Face, 


Thus I charm thee from this Place. 
Snakes that caſt your Coats for new, 
Camelions that alter hue, 

Hares that yearly Sexes change, 
Proteus alt ring oft and ſtrange, | 
Flecate with Shapes three, 
Let this Maiden changed be, | 


(36) T ruth that hath but one Pace Mr. Smpfn, for the ke of 
the Meaſure, would read. 12 


Thou Truth that hath 4. one Mito. 10 


But this, tho' it fills" up the Syllables neceſſary to this ae 
Verſe, makes the Accent or uantity wrong in every Sy llable. [ 
therefore prefer my'own Conjecture, which is as near the trace of the 
Letters, and gives the true Meaſure. I will here lay down the com- 
mor; Meaſure which theſe Anacreonticks obſerve. They require ſeven 
Syllables: The Latini would fay es conſiſt of three Trochees 


and one long Syllable, as Air wide hed 


Trath that baarith bas one "Tack. | 
This I charm this from this Place, 


But the Exgliſb Meaſure is certainly govern'd by Accent, rather than 

uantity. In our Heroick Verſe the general Rule is, that the even 
Syllables ſhould have the Accents. © See Mere f/th in Wit without 
Money. In theſe Anacreonticks the reverſe happens, and the odd 
Syllables, wiz. the frf, third, N. and mn mult have the 
Accents ; as 


Thus 1 charm thee Adin this Place. 


The chief Exception this Meaſure admits, is, that a PREY 97 
lable may be allow'd either at the beginning or ending of the Verſe; 
but this Syllable can in neither Caſe ever have the Aicent without 
hurting the Harmony. In four Lines of the Satyr 5 firit I there 
are Inſtances of both. | 


— - Nuts more 22 
Than the Spar <yhoſe Teeth crack em; 
Deign, O faireſt Fair, to tale em; 


Por theſe Black-ey'd Driope 


* 
Benn 


Hlath oftentimes commanded me, &c. 


Tue final redundant Syllable in the firſt Couplet, making a double 
"*Rhime, is allowable in this and almoſt every En 21; Meaſure, In the 
laſt Line the Reader will perceive by his Ear, That the firſt Syllable 


may be ſtruck off or inſerted, without any Tojury to the Harmony of 


dhe Verſe. 
e tbiſe Black-ey'4 Driope _ 
 Oftentimes commanded me, bc. 


7 


n the 


ls yet ſcarce come, FHere.cyery Ser Pow'r 


The Pai Fafa $, Mohr 2 


With this holy Water net, 

To the 8 1 e een. d 

Cynthia work thou with my Cham 

Thus! draw thee free from harm a Ev. 

Up out of this'blefled EA Ee, 0501 £1 dats 

Riſe both like her and awake. [be awakes. 
Amar. Speak Shepherd, Amoret to fight? 

Or haſt thou miſt in any Magi — do 

For want of which any Defect in me, th, IN 

May make our practices diſcover'd be?” OE 
$ull. By yonder Moon, but thateI hav do and,” 

Whoſe Breath hath thus transform'd thee, and "whoſe 
Hand | 

Let thee down dry, and pluckt thee up thus wett, 

I ſhou'd my ſelf take thee for Amoret 5 10 

Thou art in Cloaths, in Feature, Voice and Hue 

So like, that Senſe cannot diſtinguiſh you. 
Amar. Then this Deceit, which cannot croſſed 1 

At once ſhall loſe her him, and gain thee me. 

Hither ſne needs muſt come by Promiſe made, 

And ſure his Nature never was ſo bad, 

To bid a Virgin meet him in the Wood, | 

When Night and Fear are re Ps but e ; 

'Twas his part to come firſt : Being come, I'll fay, 

My conſtant Love made me come firſt and ſtay: 

Then will I lead. him further to the Grove, 

But ſtay you here, and if his own true Love 

Shall ſeek him here, ſet her in ſome wrong Path, 

Which ſay her Lover lately trodden hath; . 

I'll not be far from hence. If need there be, 

Here is another Charm, whoſe Power will free © 5 

The dazled Senſe, read by the Moon's beams der, 

luce eee A 


Enter Perigot. | | 
Sull. Stand da here's Perigot, whole danket Heart 
Longs to behold her in whoſe Shape thou art. 4 


Per. This is the Place. Fair Amoret.— The Four 


Delghts 


Ree ae e 


- * J " * * — „ ” . 
bi 3 | * 
* * 
8 * 


142 De Faithful Shepheracſs. 
Delights to be about yon ſacred Well, 
Which they have bleſt with many a pow 'rful Spell 1 
For never Traveller in dead of Night, 
Nor ſtrayed Beaſts ha ve faln in, but when f 
Hath fail'd them, then their right way they ve found 
By help of them, ay bg ey 
But I will farther ſeek, 
Should be firſt come, 
| My Amoret, my Amoret, 
Per, My Love. F 
Amar. I come, my Lane. 
Sull. Now ſhe hath got 
Her own Deſires,” and 1 ſhall Gainer be 
Of my long-lookt-for hopes as well as ſhe, _ 
How bright the Moon ſhines here, as if ſhe ſtrove 
To ſbow her Gloey in tus Ee Grove 


Enter Amoret. 


To dich new loved Shepherd. Yonder is 
Another Amoret. Where differs this 1 | 
From that? but that ſhe Perigot hath met, | | 
I ſhould have ta'en this for the counterfeit ; [les | 
(37 ) Herbs, Woods, and Springs, the pow'r that in you | 
mortal Men cou'd know ek, 2 ng rties by. | 
Amo. Methinks it is not have no fear, ; 
Walking this Wood, of Lin or of Bear 
Whoſe Names at other times have made me quake, | 
When any Shepherdeſs in her Tale ſpake | 
Of ſome of them, that underneath a "Wood 
Have torn true Lovers that together ſtood. 
Methinks there are no Goblins, and Mens talk, 
That in theſe Woods the nimble Fairies walk, 


( 1 Herbs, Woods, aud Springs, ] Mr. Sympſon thinks that 
the Woods had nothing to ＋ this Incantation, and would there - 
fore read Herbs, Words, and Springs, which make up the three 
Parts of the Incantation, Arn" e lg I think his Reading 

very good one, but as the whole Hood, as well as the Water of tbe 
Well, is before called d, and as the (Gums, Barks, 
Trees are phyſical as as Herbs, I cannot fee any reaſon for 
jeQing the old Text. 


ſo ſtray long unmet, | 


- us: =» © 


A 7 


The Faithful Shepherdafs. 


143 
Are Fables; ſuch a ſtrong Heart | have ber. _ 
Becauſe I come to meet with P of 4: tare 
My Periget, who's that, my Perigot D | ve n 


Sull. Fair Maid. Amo. as me, thou art not Pere: 
Sull. But I can tell ye news of Perigot: | ; 
An hour together under yonder Tre 
He fate with wreathed Arms and calPd on thee, 
And ſaid, Why Amoret ſtay'ft thou fo oy 


Then ſtarting up, co R—_— | 
Leſt thou hadſt __— : Wereit 7 
He cou'd not ** out of fight. 


Amo. Than erd, and beſhrew , 
That made tne tendeol ee Sep, ant my tay 
As faſt as my weak Legs (that cannot be 
Weary with ſeeking him) will carry me, 

I'Il ſeek him out; and for thy Courteſie 


Pray Pan thy Love may ever follow thee. ILE. 


Full. How bright ſhe was, how lovely dd the how! 
Was it not pity to decerve her ſo? 


(38) She pluckt her Garments Pani 5 and tript away, 


For me char perhur'd her. Whilft ſhe was here, 
Methought Peas of Lint: tr - 
Were ſhot from her ; the Moon gave none, 
But what it had from her: She was alone | 
With me, if then her Preſence did fo move, 
Why did not I aſſay to win her Love? 

9) She wou'd not ſure have yielded unto me? 

omen love only Opportunity 
And not the Man ; or if ſhe had dew y'd, 


Alone, I might have forc'd her to own. try'd 


a __ juckt] Mr. Symp/or would read tuckt, which may 55 
roperer Word; but as I N think the other liable 
to * Jin 


he would give it, of up her Sema 
higher than was decent, 1 don't t admit che — ty of a gy”. 

(39) She would not ſure have yielded unto m ; | k 1 

Women love only Opportunity RBC, 
And nat the ; As theſe Sentences . 
all the Editions, the firſt direQly contradicts the ſecond: I firſt read, 
She would mof fure, but I rather chooſe to change the Points, and 
make the firſt a Queſtion, and the other an Anſwer; e: 2 
jm moſt approves. - 


h | Who 


— v—— 
2 4 od . 


f 


144 The. Faithful Shepberdeſs. 


Who had been ſtronger: O vain Fool, to let 
Such bleſt Occaſion paſs; I'll follow yet, 


My Blood is up, I cannot now forbear. 


Enter Alexis, and Cloe. 


I come ſweet Amoret. Soft, who is here? 
A pair of Lovers? He ſhall yield her me: 
Now Luſt is up, alike all Women be. 
Cloe, 1 know, e er this wou'd weary be. 
Cloe. Alexis, let us reſt here, if the Place 


Alex, Where ſhall we reſt ? but for the Love of me, 


Be private, and out of the common Trace 
Of ev'ry Shepherd: For I underſtood 


This Night a number are about the Wood: 
Then let us chuſe ſome Place, where out of ſight 
We freely may enjoy our ſtoln Delight. 84 4 
Alex. Then boldly here, where we ſhall ne'er be found, 
No Shepherds way lies here, tis hallow'd Ground; 
No Maid ſeeks here her ſtrayed Cow, or Sheep, 
Fairies and Fawns, and Satyrs do it keep: 
Then careleſly reſt here, and clip and kiſs, 
And let no fear make us our Pleaſures mils. 
Coe. Then lye by me, the ſooner we begin, 
The longer e er the Day deſcry our Sin. 
Sull. Forbear to touch my Love, (40) or by yon Flame, 
And greateſt Pow'r that Shepherds dare to name, 1 


(400 . — , by you Flame, | 
The greateft Pow'r bat Shepherds dare to name,] Why 
the Moon or any other Star ſhould be call'd the greateſt Pow'r that 
Shepherd's dare to name, I cannot conceive. Pan is in all other 
Places call'd the greateſt God of the Shepherds, and would it rhime 


„as well to the next Line, I ſhould ſuſpe that the Poet wrote 


1 | — — or by our Pan, 
and this 4/exis's Anſwer ſeems to imply, ſpeaking directly in con- 
tempt of Pan, and the Oath that was ſwore by him. But perhaps 
the Poet might mean by you Flame, the Flame on Pan's Altar, 
ſpoke of in the laſt AR. . OK 


8 — — — by all the Rites 


Due to our God; and by thoſe Virein Lights 
FD That burn before bis eee of | 
But if this be the Poet's Intention, it is very obſcure, -unleſs be 4 
poſed his Shepherds ſo far to follow the Cuſtoms of the antient Greets, 
2 8 


* 


2 Enn —— — 


0 


8 


8 


w_ 
Y * 


Come you with — not love 


264 f us 


Here where thou fi- It under eliz/lwoly rer I fun wet T 
Her to diſhonour, thou ſhalt buried be! ne 


Alex. If Pan himſelf ſhould come out of che Laws 
With all his Troops of $ 


And bid me =". I ſwear by heritws Riad vs bona 
A greater Oath than thine, Lbuld not fit. — — 
Full. Then from the cold Harth — 
But loſe at one ſtroke both thy Life and Love. 
Cloe. Hold, gentle Shepherd. Sull. Faireſt 
ye leſs ©: DU 
Than that fond Man, that would Have kept you there 
From me of more Deſert A O yet * ad BA 1 
To take her from me; give me leave to die 2 vt 
By her. .:0i:0 ,, noodh gu n od 1 7 


The Satyr enters, he runs one Way init he anther... © 


Sat! Now whilſt che Moon ? 
And the Stars, whoſe feeble —— * on 


Give a pale Shadow to the Ms & 1 tl vv 1 NL 
Are up, great Pan commanded me b, Fen why * 


To walk this Grove about, . whilſt he 46; + 433} 312 zit! bun 
In a COrner of the Wood ood, try Al 47 A+ 5 0 2 VII. 9 þ 


12 


vt 


Where never mortal Foot hath ſtood, /- r nid Baal 1 Hi 


Keeps Dancing, Muſick, and a Feaſt 


£13 d i 
To entertain a lovely Gueſt: | 
Where he gives her many 4 Roſe," my | 
Sweeter than the Breath that blos 1 00 | 
The Leaves; Grapes, 2 the bet, 169 N 
I never ſaw FA reds a F ob em 28Y 


But to my 


fire — Iftay,. in att brow 1 


To ſee what Mortals loſe their ay sed oN 


And by a falſe Fire ſeeming bright, 1 0:06 #47 

Train them in N 1 1 et. 2 5 MA 

7 ON a&-.; | Y $1 315! fi 

8s to have an Altar boon 12 ade ped lan 

Conjecture, which upon l whole 3 he Sg thy uf <7 Is T 
wane hon or by you Flame, © "© 


And greateſt Prw'r that Shephtrdi dart 3 oh 36 
e. by the Moon and by Pan, the to common Powers Which the: 
ht in all other Scenes RN 2 This, which occurr'd but juſt 


— | JP 


u the Sheet was going is the Preſe, Twill venture into the fe. 
14. 0 44 14 3&4 „ „ * 
Vor. III. 3 Tuben 


aljricndrof Fawts, 17 117 570) | 


heron? 54 no gniqol? 
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een rn —Ä— ee een es 
Z — — 


% d. Hach. RE 
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And his Cloaths foul'd'with his Blood : »} | 
Goddeſs in the Wood - © to 1 | 
T * * 4 +, 4 * 
Oo m m . | 
Will 1 lead him, whoſe Hlands pure 


Will help this mortal Wight to cure, | 


Enter, Coe again, 


Cb. Since I beheld yon agar Mas, my dealt 
Doth pant, each Buſn, methinks, e 2 Beaſt: 

Yet my deſire keeps ſtill above my fear, 55 4 

I wou'd fain meet ſome S ; knew There . 

For from one cauſe of , inofÞ dee, be Sep 

It is impoſſible to — „„ | 

I am fo willing. this Grommd 

T left m Lore all loody with his Wound ; | | - 

Vet fill that fearful Shape made me be gone 

Though he Were Hurt, Furniſh'd "57, +l | 

But now both. loſt &, tir yer my Love 15 IN 

If thou 2 Life, 75 

Mets ded; or he is wk tw WL. * 4 Þ 

„ eee e e 22 
21 | . 2 


ä | he 063.66 303 1G, FEUD fl - 
* Then where wr hv hit ket my Lone 8 6 a 
1 change 
Bring, me tit er f . . d cou 
0 Thou haſt ſdire Iuſtice. T will g 


[13 2 
5 With Flow'rs and Gatlands chat v were TS 4 


Ill clip thee round with both 1 aſt H= 
As I did mean he ſhould have * ren 1 nog 
But thou art fled.” What Hope is beit for me +; 


Ll run to, Degbais in 185 DANY, 255 14 mi. 
. 2 


Who I did mean to mock, tho 
To make him bold; rather than on 0 uo . 
[ll try him; his Heart, and my Behaviour 00 4 

Perhaps "I reach him what he ought to do. Eat. 


Wil | Euter Sullen Shepherd. 


Sul. Tn te P don bur my kechle Gate, 
2 Mirt with the horror of my Deed, r w 
wah That ſhap'd theſe Fears, and made me run away, 
And loſe my beauteous hat . gotten Prey. 
: Speak, gentle Shepherdeſs, I am alone, © 4 
1nd tuner Line or Love: G 
From me, that having ſtruck her Lover dead, 
Por filly Fear leſt her alone, and fled. ee 3 
„ua fee, the wounded Body is remov'd i 
un, iy her of whom it was fo well bop d. N 


Enter Perigot, and Amarillis in the Shape Amrit: 


or all theſe Fancies muſt be quite forgot, . 
t: 1 muſt lye lee. Here comes young * 


With ſubtle Amarillis in the Shape 
Of Amoret. Pray Love he may not ſcape. _ 
Amar, — erigot, ſhew me ſome 
cee man te Limbs, weak with 
4 F bet ore thou camy'ſt at leaſt. 5 IP 

. e 

19 50 n this holy Bank, ro deadly Sake 
Turf herſelf in folds doth make, 


Ay. 10 


(41) Upon this holy Bank] I have befare bleed t this Paſſage 
equals the moſt deſcriptive Beauties of Theorrirus 72 ; th 
the Ideas are all negative, they firike the Imagina ation as pleaſingly, 
d perhaps more ſtrongly than rms ones, e often Ihe 


81 2 


Fi 1 


— cond ty. — - 
3 n 9 2 8 

4 9228 r 1 . LPS 

- = <3 7548 k 

- > 


= Here 


2 ů — e err 


Toad to feed: 54 N in 


arids, no yenom” 


188 


dad 


ar N gut 


* | 8 * 85 F OD PO! 95111 ot i] 

No fought en i 4 #% 71 ever hit * art Hin 4 4 4 2A 

i this Bank; let this thy Cabin be, bon z 5073 nt 
This other ſet with Violets for m. 

Amar, Thou doſt not love me, Perigoſ. P. 

* ey 4 F7 # \; 3 $4933 5 

You only love to hear it often ſaid ; ion 

You do not doubt. Amar. Believe me but 

Per. What, th J 


7 * e 


e how begin again to woo ? ? 


loved; Periget, 1 1 


«+ 


hou lov'ſt me not. 19% 170 


of + #$of 4 * 


pg my Sheep. 


— F 
* 1 92 'y 5 
0.1 ; £} Fo TA 


4 RE egy nh, +57 1 ro2 Sar 
lights in ſuch negative Defcriptions. "Thus Mid/a 
Act II. The Fairy Song- ene 7 E 8 
You ſpotted Snaketawith double Jog, 
J 
Nezots and blind Worms de 10 auren gg 
Come not near our Fairy ven. ee e 
This Sang is again imitated by Flercher, in 1 Song of the River Gol 
in the next Scene; but in the Lines referred to above, he had more 
immediately;in,þis rann, 


he Tame Play and Ac. {vtet os 
I know a Bank, awhereon the wild Th . blows, 
Where Ox-lig" and" the nodding V 22 
9121 Ol er- canopy d with luſcious Woodbine, 
1 2 8 Vith fweet Musi. Roſes, and with Eglantine: 
pe: "And there the Snake throws her enamel d Shing- 
K* ee wide enough to wrap a Fairy in. 
ls 2 ; a 99 $4365 6-51 N Should 
2 3 1 $ A ; 


5s kw : 


. 
£7 


% 


houl 


i. muh, ae, 5 


* 

Should be devou be * J 
To fave thee, Tk ſove ee y-Lif 5M * 
Amur. How ſhall 1 truſt thee,” w 2 I, 
Another Bed, and doſt my Side fefuſe? - 4, the 
Per. Twas only that the chaſte Thoughts might 
'Twixt thee and me, although e Were alone. TY, 7 
Amar. Come, Perigot wall. thew his pon r, that he cy 


Can make his Amoret, though the weary be, 


Riſe nimbly from her Couch, and 16 175 to bis, 85 "wy 2 
Here take thy Amoret, imbrace ; N Ibou'd 
Per. What means my Love? Amar. To 6 40 a overs 
That are to be injoy'd, not to be „ 1 cine 20 
There's ne' er a Shepherdeſs in all the Plain 
Can kiſs thee with more Art, there's none __ fam 
More wanton tricks. Per. Ll oe Ki Soul, aαα. 
Whether my Heart. be pure; I'll rather die 
Than nourifh one Thought to diſhonour thee, 1a A \ 
— think ſt . No a1 1 
Is amon omen? 0 ** none, 
That with her Love is rh 1 os ew 27 WW 
_ word ad 0 Be a May bent abus d. 
Wi Belief, es ai lid 0 
Why del ou riſe ? Per, My true Heart thou haſt ſlain. 
Amar. Faith Perigot,” Pl luck thee down 
Per. Let go, thou Serpent, that into my wa 
Haſt with — cunning div*d ; art not in jeſt : 
Amar. x Love, lie Pere Per. Since this TY live 
to Ice, * 3 75 
Some bitter North Wind blaſt my Flocks and 8 
Amar. You ſwore you lov'd, yet will not do my wil. 
Per. O be as thou wert once, II love thee till. 
Amar. I am as ſtill I was, and all my kind, 
Though other Shows we have 


pobr Man td Sad. 0 i, 

Per. C tIRIet my vaRs.. 

Belief ſhoyld ever draw me in = - "71 
duk milled 1 


as thy Face that hath my 
nd my Life, my Blood be on dh Head. 0 2 
2 O hold thy Hands, thy Amoret doth e 
Fer. Thou counſell'ſt well, firſt Amoret ſhall ye, aug? 
That is the Cauſe of my eternal Smart. [He runs after ber 


K 3 


* 


150 
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T% Faithful, 


1 es 


gbr 


2 Tais Steel ſhall pierce thy wiſtful Het. 
Full. 


ullen Shepherd fteps 0 > jncharms 
Wt; down and ev! Lhe 2 he : 
1 theſe Herbs to purge the Air: 0 „ 
(42) Let your Odour drive from hence . 
All Miſtes that dazle Senſe, e Fs 
Herbs and Springs whoſe hidden Mig ge 1 
Alters Shapes, eee bes Biel 
Thus I charge ye to 1 70 . | 


All before 1b L brought ye 2 
Let her flye, and let y EY A 
Give again her former Shape. 


+ Enter Amal is her own Shape. 


Amar. Fotbear, thou tle Swain, thou d n a 
She whom thou Glen fe into the Br mn 
And as I croſt thy '* 1 inet thy Wrath, 3 
The only fear of "which ne er flaim me hath. 


Per. Pardon, far Shepherdeſs, my Ra ae and Night 
Were both upon me, and begrifd my Sede 
But far be it mme to pill che Blood OP 
Of Matothar inder inthe Wood! [Ex Ain 


ig! yn es Emer Amoret. ey Pty | 
Amo. Vany a weary ſtep in yonder Fach. 1 


Poor hopeleſs Anorer twice trodden ara bd Sr 


il 1 20004. wal 
" (42) Let your Odour drive Pak 
All Mifts that dazle Senſe!) I have, taken the liberty of in 
ſerting a Particle, which I yerily believe the Poet wrote ; for Lad loſs 
of u Syllable in the ſecond Line is entirely owing to the late Editions: 
the two old Folios read Miles, Which as I pen, often” obſery'd was 
ſpoke as two Syllables or one, as the Author pleas d. In the 1 Line 
why. J have added a Word of my own, The former Editions 


* 


12 \ Give again ber own Shape. 


2 the two old Folios ſpell it owne; ſo that I a little queſt 
chat e t not be pronounced as two Syllables, Plowing, the exampl 
of the » who often pronounce the final „in 7erſe, tho“ it i 
entirely — in (peaking Proſe. But this is as yet only a Suſpicion 
juſt ttarted, ove. may * Froofs of of it in the, ore i of — 


1 
tion whete 


Mork. * 


3 A | =” 77 5 14 - . PF . 7 4 x 
TH who we Pf. le. 0 | 


* 1 5 4 s 
« I IV ” - _ 


* * n= w 
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The Faithful Shophir anf. 
To ſeek her Perigot, yet cannot hear 
His Voice; my way fs de rl 


That calls. Per. ö boi E 
She ſhows ? and yet her Breath infe& the Air, . \ 
3 18 _y 


Amo. My Perigot. Per. Here. = 
Per. Hapleſs ! firſt * 

It lights on thee, — tcbit lerer br, 
Amo. Stay Peri ** my Love, thou art | 

Per. Death 1s beſt roman den cen to Tt, . 


1 Fer 
full Now ſhall their Love be &oft; for be 
Pll throw her in the Fount, leſt being took * PAW 
By ſome Night- traveller, whoſe honeſt Care 


* 

May help to cure her. Shepherds proper” ng? s : 1* 
Mercy I cfave,” LORY = 

1 


wn 
Ix 30 b 10 2 


4 


Your ſelf to die. Amo. 
Thou canſt not give a worſe Blow than I have; 
Tell him that gave me' this, who lov'd him wa, ++) 
He ſtruck my Soul, and not my Body through.” it 
Tell him, when I am dead, ny Soul ll be top 
Sauk In hs Foun be hy Grove; thou were not meant 


i he Wa 


— | 224d 
*% en yo Sie whers d Miu Sari doth Kale," 
ſtruggling Water breaks out in a Brook... [Exil. 


The God of the River riſeth with Amoret i bis Arms. 
| God. What pow'rful r eee 
With lach Forer der f c 
With 


(43) Till on yon Side = Milton 1 his err 


ſeription of a Fountain thus looking toward the 
Wherever Fountain or F hy de Current h 
7 n the ta ae, anſiucent, ure, '- 150 ens ® 
775 ack etherial of Hawn fry ds | 2 
drank , 4 wh. TY Me. paper. 


TLY TY @ » ® * . 
K 4 Cou'd 


" 3 4410 ho —_—— * . « * 
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10 _ ey — — ˙ OO GE — — — PE + 8 - 
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more cloſely than Virgil ever did any one Paſſage of Homer in his 


Co- d not keep den thx Reds“ ud 1d 4 67 
My Fiſhes ſhoat into the Banks, * | - dg 1 Vil : $246 7 Li 
1155 not one that ſtays and feeds, WY Ho 1201 
ve d ee WIN * Sewell 22 
Here's à Mortal almoſt dead. 
Faln into my River-head, n a — * 
Hallo d ſe with many Spell, n d 19 d 
That till nom none ever fell. 
*Tis 188 young and clear, 243"; $112 #1 ts 4 nt 
1 by ſome Raviſher. 
pon der Breaſt Wound, wore | Ml wor! 
open) Plaiſter, bound, ? al kD6 W3£247] 
_ "ſhe's warm, her Pulſes at's n i ag) vil 


Tis a ſign of Life — 1. 262:03 02d u 
If thou bei ſt a Virgin Pure, 9 vs E 9 * 4 
1 can give a preſent Cure: * N | 4 00 1 4 Li. I 
44) Take a Drop into thy Woudd 
rom my watry ode 40 ym 3owt 2K 
8 I e 

(44) Take 4 Droþ into thy Wound 1 0 on. r 1 
From my watry Locks more ound © d a u 528%] 3A 


Dan Orient Pearl] Nothing can ws beautiful than this 
Piece of Machinery, whether, it be conſider'd as an Allegory, vir. 
Tbat the Coldneſs of the Water — t the Bleeding of the Wound 

be looked . as the mere Produce 5 Fancy in a Species of Poetry which 
9 the introduction of Fauns, - River-Gods,” and all ths rural 
Deities, In either of ny hts how Ariking and pictureſque are 
the; Images? What deli of Stile, and Harmony of Numbers 
what paito ral Purity and 45 in the Sentiments Milton copy d 
it in the Scene of Sabrina, op the latter end of Comus, and perl 


Fneid, br of Theoeritus in his Eclogues. This healing of the Wound 
he e his Diſſolution, af Cane Spell. Wa. 4 . i OO, 


F ſprinkle en thy Breaft, 1. 8 
Drops, „ 70 * Fountain pur , 
1 have hep errous Cure : © e 1530 n 
Thrice upon t. 2 775 erg rip, 13 2 1 Sin $® 4 
Thrice upon thy ru % L. Py 
0 20k n Next 4575 marble . Saat A 


card with Gums 0 gluti nous | Heat, .. ar 1. 1 
T touch with chafle Hand; mocf ang cold. 5 | 
Naw the Spell hath hf its hold.” 


The two laſt of theſe Lines are's more edicts lee of what 
Clrin afterwards ſays" in healing Amorets ſecond Wo 


nw BU fpotleſs Hand on Spotleſs Breaft *** 1 
1 put theſe Herbs, to give thee Reft. 


b U > A Than 


8888 


bat 


ö doth he flay, as lth to leave the Land, 


1 a... 
Than Orient Pearl, and far more M ai Srnowl T 


Than unchaſte Fleſh may endure. * 95 n My <a 1d VF 
See ſhe pants, and from her*Fleflv*" DuD. „ ware; mot 


The warm Blood gulheth out afreſh. Fer- A Um of 


She is an unpolluted Maid NA 
] muſt have this bleeding ſtaſae. _— 
From my Banks I pluck'this Flow*r r * 7 on 
With Ns Hand, whoſe wer + op ef cor} 597 
Is at once to heal and drr. 


The Blood returns. Ine n en 123 AUT o 


A fairer Mortal. Now doth break bar I 55 

Her deadly Slumber : Virgin, ſp ea. 

Amo, Who hath” reſtor'd my Senſe, "EY ime new 
Breath, 4A} s 2604 if 


And broug] me back out of the Arms.of Death?! 


God. T have head thy Wounds,” . Ay mel! _ 
God. Fear not him that ſuccour'd . n Ot] 0 


45) I am this Fountain God; — tart 12 1 F 
My Waters to a River grow, vs. 001 now 0. 


And *twixt two Banks with Glen te, I v6 ent bun 


That only proſper in the — 5 wy Mem o bnA 
(45) Tam thi; Funtaie's Caf eh This beautifa Deſcriptio 

WE. Milton makes Sebrine imitate in her Defcription of pron of 

* By the ruſby fringed Bank, 

Where grows the "and e dank; 

My ftidin ng Chariot fa, 
Thick /e ef wit Agat- and the Azars ren 
Oo 1444 — and Emerauld g 


Dees is the Channel n 


| believe the Reader will agree with me, that Mi/ron's Images here 
have more of Pomp, but nor ſo much of natural Beauty as thoſe of 
Fletcher. Sir Fohn Davies, a'Contemporary of our Authors, in his 
excellent Poem on the Immortality of the Gnu * beautiful $i 
from a Brook thus wandring in Meandern. * 


Aud as the Moifture, which the thirfly 2 


Sucks from the Sea, to fill her Finn, _ © x 
7 "Few out her Womb at of a * „ Fs Birth, Ae 


4 runs a Nymph along the graff Plains. : : : o 


. vial 


rem whoſe oft Side foe firſt did fs 1 Hs = 1 
b taſles all Places, ' turns to ce 


bl er flow'ry Banks unwilling to forſake. 


— * 


5 — 


+ Ars os > + W bo » 7 Y ERS , * 
ray ! p : 1 —— Mgr nd * r > * 
Fr 35 cane ale Bo 


1 & #F Fj ** 1 
And if thou — ith * | 
2 FF. 4" + 1 1 . 171 4 3 4 
"che 1% nM bom ts gi: 
+a. 1 
4 + *& + 1 
* 
* % 4 & $44 1 40 9 


Free from harm as well as 1: Node tn Fon Wok 
J will give thee for thy Food. has ien 
No Fiſh that uſeth in the Mud; --  & BE" fo, 

But Trout and Pike that love to ſwim ten 
———_—_—— —__ adm ig: 

— — . 

Gren Pele t for a Queen, 1 

Will Ie th Love to mmm . 
And a Shell to keep them 1 ne: ye + D iT ITE 1 | 
Not a Fiſh in all my Brook ntl 5309. 165% hot 
That ſhall diſobey — 4 EY Ru 6 tn . 9 
But when thou wilt come dung — K O 23208 VO Y 


And to make 2 — oor ito all 
Ho I can my Waves pv ork 
They ſhall bubble whilſt I ſing .. 


(46) Sweeter than the Silver Seins. 


Vet airtime doth 3 > carry, "| 
As that her Courſ# doth make no e. 
Till foe ber ſelf unto the Ocean'marry, 4 
Within auboſt <watry Boſom firft bt la. 

They who would ſee the fine Application of this Simile, may pleaſe 

10 conſult the Poem, and if they read from the hegiagiog in they bod 

it, their Time will not be ill ſpent. 

« 146) Seeeter than the Silver Spring. ] I ſhall tranſcribe a Note an 

thas which I ſent Mr. Theebald, | becauſe from - thence may be ſeen 

what weight may be allow d to plauſible Conjectures. Mater. bubbling 

frweeter than Watexs,.. is a very inaccurate dimile; but whether it was 

an Overſight of the Poet br the rinter may be hard to ſay; the for- 

mer ſeems to haye been rapt into ſuch an Eeſtacy, that a ſmall Inaccu- 

racy . have. eſcape Di. But Where a change of a Letter or 

two will turn an Abſurdity into good Senſe, I think it but a candid 

Preſumption to bike Authos faultleſs; I have ttyo Conjectures 

ſo near the trace ot the Letters that 1 ſcarce. koow which to — 

iſt, Sweeter than the $y/van ᷣ ping, i. er the Melody of my 

and my Voice ſhall-be ſweeter than that of the B \he Vow 
pring-time. 


So TS, ES ow mw.- wo .v2ctm Tc ww 
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The 8 0 eee 1.203 cid 


Do not fear to put thy Her 7 TH? bib 21 1 N 
Naked in the River fweet ;; ak 6 ads A 


Think not Leach, or Newt; ib | g 
Will bite thy Foot, when ths af i Ow. W ov] 

Nor let the Water riſing high, © "off 2 
As thou wad'ſt in, make thee ery _ ai „ 20Y 
And fob, but ever live with me, © was 
And not a Nun oe. ; STROLA 


Amo. Immortal Pow'r, that ruyſt hay Flod, 
| know my ſelf to be woo'd 

By thee a God: For &er this, but for hee 

I ſhou'd have ſhown my weak Mortality : N 

Beſides, by holy Oath bet wirt us wann, 

I am betroth*d unto a Shepherd Swan, | 
Whoſe comely Face, T kw che Gab thine * Wop 
May make me leave to ſee, but not to la. 


God. ae . By m 
e tld my * * . . 
Leſt they leave their Channels dry, | | * 


Spring- time. This which at firſt ſeem'd to have a litele Salben in it, 


Lam the more confirm'd in as it is perſectiy paſtoral, and as almoſt the 
lame Expreflion occurs in the ſecond Scene of the fifth Act. 


The Nightingale among the thick- leay'd'Spring_. 
That fits = in Ss, 


My ſecond Conjecture is, Silver String, i. e. the bubbling of m _ 


Waters and my Song ſhall be ſweeter than the Sound of the 

Viol. This is a more clear and eaſy but not fo 1 
From this Reaſoning, I believe I ſhould have tempted to have 
1 Sylvan Spring in the Text, and had the Poet 


living, I cannot think he would have been with. 
am now certain that it is not the Original, for when u 
Theobald's Death, I 2 his valuable Collection of 
I found Silver String in two oldeſt. | 
(47) eke Water s 3 £448 $55: 5 e OV 
L. 4. their ——— The Bounties of the 
— the Gratitude of —— —e—ñ 
Milton in bis Deſcription of Sabrina. as ba 


—— fil fe retains 
Her maiden. gentlenaſo, and oft at — I) 
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136 The B! ebe ahn 
And Beaſts that come unto the Spring 

Miſs their Morning's Watering, 

Which I would not; for of late N. * A1 ** of 2 
All the ur Feopla h Y mein 
On my » . 
Two white Lambs of three Weeks ol * ek! 11 Fo 
Offer d to my Deity 7 via uu 99% 
For which this Year they hall be be free\,... 

From Raging Floots, that as 4 they paſs. Ad wt 
Leave their Gravel in the Gras a wle 
- 4 ng the Herd: along the revilight meadows, 


all urchin: ets and ill-Juck fn 51 vi 
That the forew 72 ing Eli wh baba. try ER 
r 
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—— — 33 A — . * _ 
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Which | be ppc ecicus viel bios quors beals._ 1 
For which "the hepherds 4 at their Feftivals 
Carrol her gaodneſs' loud in „ Var DP ued! 
And throw ſaveet garland wreaths into ber fran. 290 Lites 
Of Pancies, Pinksy and gaudy -Daffadils. | 

I believe the Rexder will here again think that Milton "a; more 
Pomp and Subli mity, but that the extreme Prettineſs,  Delicacy and 
Eaſe of Fletcher is more conſonant to the Paſtoral, and conſequently 
more pleaſing. But this cannot be ſaid of Milton's Imitation of 


Amoret's Anſwer, in which Fletcher has no. nd tou In 
of writing firſt. N N | 


Virgin Daughter of Line, Ten SARI je, 1 5 
Sprung of old Anchiſes“ Line. 
May thy brimmed waves for this 
1 Their 1 neuer miſ, dw 1 
a e r rills. 


That tumble: down the ſnowy bill: _ 

Summer Drought, or finged Air 8 ad 

Newer ſcorch thy Treſſes fair, . N wt 
: Nor wet; October's torrent flood waa) bog} v2 
5 9 Cn fl with . eee os Los B 
May thy. Billaus rowl afbore., ...\. tar's 
ye Beryl, and the galden Ore... 1 Any 4 6 

bo > thy lefty yd be crown'd..  . make? hap 


With, Ae, 8 . Terrgs. rouny,. © ans © ns 
And hers and there. thy banks, bn 


wo, With Graves of | Myrth, and Cinnamon; |. (. 

The  Conftrudion of the two laſt of Milton's Lines is a little difkicolt 
to crown her Head with Tow'rs is true Imagery ; but to crown ber 
Head: upon her Banks, will ſcarcely. be allowed to be ſo. I would 
therefore put a 4 bn a Comma at the laſt Line but to, 
and then read, Nn * einn e Nn 
And here exd\gheie: ah banks b — 


; * Grovreif Ares and, Gredamey.r 99 9 al Vs Nor 


me me. re 


85 7 m der WN 
No! is 4 düngen 


When eee eee 
ever from th Bank ma... 4 * bc 

— Tree, vil ny fs yen, 500 e Fo 180 1 
Croſs thy Sr to ſt 

May no Beaſt MADE to to drink 
With his HotnS'caft down thy $i 4) e evil 
May none char 0} REN 4% 55 bn 10 G 2d = 
Cut thy Banks of amm th 


* 4 * 
O0 Di bol ; F207; ws 74 | 


thy. 8 ky {1 [tint 288 5 3 


Ste 13 n o 

Bare · foot ma = — « tor ils bak 

ok col Stan 906 th bien fl: HA 
en che wn on A «cf 

To waſh Een 90 l Fe Fe = -4 

God. Thanks 'r of * gh, 1 2 0 5 Woll [191 1 

me N 55585 os . we na a3... fn oi; ooT 

TTY 6 8 

A holy Hand was laid uf No — Fo 25 e 

Amo. And T unhappy bor to g.. 7 

Muſt follow him CNS me... i 10% for ann 1 

dig 3008 217 1 2683] 238Þ I 3 14 in 0? 

rung 1936 in baue d & 511 $3?! 11 
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5 79 f 1 4 & 20 vs "9" 
4 1185 "Enter. Perigat, AM} 3 I 035 ?1 bar 

he 801 # x 7 * * 
HE Wu unconſtan | and, unkind, - 1 


She's gone he's gone, Bio hien chou Nat * 


weſt ; * 7 

And raiſe the Sea to hace. et ei 1 res 4 _ 

t dare oppoſe thy raging Fury, "oe 

Their firm Fountain; creep into the Earth, _ mw 
And ſhake the World; as at the monſtrous birth © 

Of ſome new Prodigy whilſt I conſtant "A 2 


Holding this truſty Boar- ſpear | in my Hand, * 91 
And falling thus upon it. 2 A: 7 N . F- IPL wy d. ao 
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| me comiely Swan, DM 
If that thou dy tt, eee 5 


Can be ſo hardly 5 as the N 


— — — — - — * 
ä he Cie ee i 2 i ed —— te” A 4 B.Sc = * 2 
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The Haaf! — 


Enter Amarilis Punning. = 1 cl 1 07 
Auer. Stay thy dead ding Hand, chou art 00 hor © 


thy ſelf ;* 


The heavy Clouds ſend down can waſh away « che 
That foul unmanly Gtiſt the World will iy , _ 

Upon thee, Yet thy Love untaint fans 8 
Believe me, ſhe b ade. not the n 


I do not trifle, Nh 
And all thoſe leſſer 
nan way Deſp: reg? 0h 
Then be a put awa pat, RI 
And Will to d Boos l für W oh 
Dejected Fort head when thoſe Eyes 


| Took the firſt heat. Per. Alas he double . 1 


Tt would believe, but cannot; tis not wel 
me thus from dying, here 5 dwell 


With many work: Compan h 
I am not yet inamou of th Brea 
So much, but I dare leave it, tis not pain 


In forcing in a Wound, nor after 


gain 
Of many Days, e e Wis, 50 
Tus not my elf, but Amoret, bids kill. 
Amar. Stay but a little, little, but one hour, 
And if I do not ſhow'thee, through the Pow'r 
Of Herbs.and Words I have, as dark as Night, 1 
My {elf . 5 thy Amoret, in Sight. 
Hi very Figure, and the Robe ſhe wears, 


Win u tawny Buskins, and the Hook ſhe bears 


Of thine owni Carving, where your Names are ſet, 0 
Wrought underneath with many a curious fret. 


in 


The Prim-roſe Chaplet, (48) Taudry-lace and Ring, 


8) — Taudry-lace ] Mr. Symp/»# obſerves, that — 2 
74440 did not give e any E idiculous Idea; the Es- 
223 is taken from Sparſtr, whis in his. he herd": Calendar, V's 

onch April, calls the Virgins decked in beſt to 
Queen EIi zaberb, 

Bind your Fillets fa 
| And gird in your Nai 

wks For more fineneſi with a taudry Lace. 


-' Thou 


1 
I 
1 
1 
0 
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| 
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Till my return. 
Per. By Pan, and by the ſtrife © 
He had with Phebus for the M 


When Golden Midas judg'd their Beg. 


J will not. 


Enter Satyre with Alexis > hurt | 


Sat. Softly 1 

With this burthen - Na. FA 
T þ till filence of the Night, 
Guid e fr 
Hither am I come at laſt, 

Many a Thicket have I 3 
Not a Twig that durſt deny me, 
Not a Buſh that durſt deſcry me, 
To the little Bird that ſleeps 

On the tender Spray: Nor creeps © * 


That hardy Worm with pointed Tail, 2 


But if I be under Sail, 

Flying faſter than the Wind, 
Leaving all the Clouds behind, 
But doth hide her tender Head 
In ſome hollow Tree orBed \ 
Of ſeeded Nettles :- Not a Hare 
Can be ſtarted from his Fare 
By my footing, nor a with: 

Is more ſudden, nor a Fih 

Can be found with greater caſey/ 
Spar we unbounded Sew, 
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Than I, arr vg dend 1? v f e vodT 
I meaſure man League an & ο 2) adh MJ 
But behold the: Fw, ia to 53015} Ko ffn T 


That muſt eaſe me of my > 93021000 ms 1 wk 

And by holy Hand — rw munten Wir Nor 
The Soul of this ſad Man, t at yet z or! 1000 500 70 
Lies faſt bound in deadly, ki . ad Nad roy bn 


Heav'n and great Pan ſuccour it! wi 2ud bak 
Hail thou Beauty of the "hg 71 ORE 4% vo le wu 
Whiter than the Param aut Sara 20 mul 
Of my Maſter, let me crave , v Tt 
Thy Virtuous help to keep from N aan vil e 


This poor Mortal that here les, 7 10} wh 40 43:9 bad all 


Waiting when the Deſtinies | 91 VA u bot) d 
Will undo his Thread of abe 78 200 le ! 
View the Wound by 3 
Trencht into hm. Fe "Os Ne e 

Clor. What art than call'ſt me Pu my holy Riten, 
And with the feared name of /Death affrighhiss 
My tender Ears ? Speak me thy Name and Will. guoulT 

Sat. I am the Satyre that ad hikor-olO $41 vd. bebiud 
Your Lap with early Fruit, and will, ame 1 ms i 
When J hap to gather more, i & yaulh 
Bring ye better and more ſtore 2, {14/3 1913 % 
Yet I come not empty nowWw-ẽ)ẽ 1672 ut 1 20/ 
See a Bloſſome from the Bow, ,, 212241 ach 
But beſhrew his Heart that pulld it. 
And his perfect ſight that culP 'd & Hir (110 v4 Vo TTY 1a fi 
From the other ſpringing Bloom; ban od 17 E 1 
For a ſweeter Youth the Crom 19014) nix}? 
Cannot ſhew me, nor the Downs, — 3:13 lia Nu 
Nor the many Neighbouring Tons; 4 305 10 
Low in yonder Glade I found him. cilod ond al 
Softly in mine Arms I bound him. - 4 
Hither have I brought him fleeping/! 1! (4 4 17 
In a Trance, his Wounds freſh, weeping, 213303} vm vi 
In remembrance ſuch Youth may | ; 164 7 ont 
Spring and periſh in a D yůy)h;yh;; 

Clor. Satyr, they wrong thee, that de dem thee mad 
Thong thou be'*ſt outward I tawny had; - : 1 
7214 7 
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Thy manners are as gentle and as fair 
As his, who brags himſelf, born only Heir 
To all Humanity. Let me ſce-the Wound: | 
This Herb will ſtay the Current, being bound | | 
Faſt to the Onifice, and this reſtrain” * Sy at 447%) 
Ulcers,. and Swellings, and ſuch-inward Pain | * 

As the cold Air hath forc'd into the Sote: 


Hat. Heav'n grant i thay $4 good... 


Cloer. Fairly wipe away the * 
Hold him gently, till 1 fung 
Water of a virtuous 8 Nr hor a 3% 
On his Temples; turn him ates, *+ 15 
To the Moon Beams, pinch him mne, | z 
That the labouring Soul may dra 
From his great Eclipſe. 80. I aw 
His Eye-lids moving. Clor. Give him Breath, | 
All the danger of cold Deatngn 
Now is vaniſht, with this Plaiſter, 
And this Unction, do I maſter. - RE p into 
All the feſtred ill that map: Tree) en 
Give him Grief another Day. > fad 947? 
Sat. See he gathers up his Sprght 30 
And begins to hunt for Light; boi reve Had N 
Now he gapes and breathes again: bete 
How the Blood runs to the Vein * Safe] | 
That erſt was empty! Alex; O my Heart, 
My deareſt, deareſt Choe, O the ſmart 4 
Runs through my Side: I feel ſome pointed thing | 
8 my Bowels, U er eee kg? 
Of $ Scorpion. ay 
Pan preſerve me, what are you? 
Do not hurt me, I am true 
To my Cloe, though ſhe fly, 
And leave me to this Deſtiny. | 
There ſhe ſtands, and will not lend 
Her ſmooth white Hand to help her Friend : 
But I am much miſtaken, for that Face  - 
Bears more Auſterity and modeſt Grace, 
Vo I. III. I. 


% The. Fainbfut Shoberds. 


More reproving and more 
Than i: Sens yetoreb dhe =. 28 
6 . Oh my Pain 
renews again. 
Give me our help for his fake you love beſt. 43 
Cor. Shepherd, thou canſt not * paſtbly take reſt, - 
Till thou haft hid aſide (49) all Heats, Deſires, 
Provoking Thoughts che f ſtir up luſt ful Fires, | 
Commerce with wanton Eyes, „ Ne and wil 
To execute, theſe muſt be purg'd, Fe 
The Veins grow whiter then 
Great Pan to keep you from the h 
And I ſhall . your Cure with = 
Till when this virtuous Plaiſter will 
Your tender Sides; give me your Hand, an riſe : 
Help him a little, Saßhre, for his T l | 
Yet are feeble. 
Alex. Sure ve loſt much Blood. 
Sat. Tis no it ler etwas not Good. 
Mortal, you mu ve your ee 
Though * be a joy in doing 
Vet it brings much Grief behind it, 
They belt feel it, that do find it. 
Come bring him in, I will attend his Sore, 
When you are well, take heed you luſt no more, 
Sat. Shepherd, ſce what comes of nn. 
By my Head *twere better miſſing. | 
Brighteſt, if there be remaining Nc cz 
Any ſervice, 2 leigning 


OT) 


1 


„ 


8 — ol Hears Defrres, 
Provoking Ti e that flir up luſty Fires, v4 The 


of Hearts to Heats is by Theobald from the old Quarta ; and 4 
|. Heats ſeems the common Word of our Author, I doubt not but it v 
_ rut ; 1 I _ 2 the ſame Reaſon, though not _ 
ame Authority, for changing fly to Hul. The Subſtantive 

Adjective Luft and luftful the common Words uſed through this 
whole Play; and though 22 may be ſuppoſed to give the ſame Idea, 
and to have the ſame Deriyation, yet I ſee no Reaſon why the Author 
ſhould uſe it in this unuſual gente here, rather than in any other 

_ the _— 2 en Wor N becauſe Cloria _—_— 
ral times uſes the common Wor r. Smp/an. urr w con · 
JeAuring both theſe Changes. n _ 1 


— 
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I will do it; were I ſet 0 
To catch the nimble Wind, or CY 
Shadows gliding on the Green, 
Or co tel from the great Qaien mae wh 
I would. do. it, ſo much Duty - prota 1 ved wot 
| Do I awe A precious Eytits: A T 
Clor. I thank thee, honeſt Satyre; if the Cries 
Of any other, that be hurt, or ill, 
Draw thee unto them, prithee do 2 2 Will - 
To bring them hither. ' 
Sat. I will, and'when the Weather | 
Serves to angle in the Brook, 
I will bring a ſilver Hook, | F l ail 
With a Line of fineſt Silk, n ng 
And a Rod as white as Milk, "Ix 1 19 85 
To deceive the little Fiſh : 
So I take my leave, and with _ 
On this Bow'r may ever dwell 
Spring, and Summer. Clor. Friend, farewel, [Extnt, 


Enter Amoret, ſeeking ber Love, 


Amo. This Place is ominous, for here I loſt 
My Love, and almoſt Life, and fince have croſt 
All theſe Woods over, nefer a Nook or Dell, 
Where any little Bird or Beaſt doth dwell, _ 

But I have ſought him, (30) neꝰer a bending Brow - 
Of any * n Wind er 


(50) —— er a bending Brow 
Of any Hill or Glade, the Wind fing. throug h; 12 

Reader will ſee how the miſplacing a fingle Comma (which 
mained from the firſt Edition till now } -may confound the Ideas 
Glade has a Brow, and the Wind „ GN of " fl. 
This Paſſage is imitated by Milton in his Comus. f 

1 know each Lane, and every Alley, * 

= le, or buſhy Bell F this wild 


every bosky . Bourn from fide to fide. 


It is —— a great Honour to F/etcher to be imitated fy often us | 
» 


Milton; but it is a ftill greater, that Milton has full as 
| ſhort of as excelled him. The Language is here again more 
but the Images neither ſo numerous tor ſo beguti * 2 
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Nor a green Bank, nor Shade where Shepherds uſe 
To fit and riddle, ſweetly pipe, or chuſe 
Their Valentines, that I have miſs' d, to find 
My Love in. Perigot, Oh too unkind, 8555 
Why haſt thou fled me? Whither art thou ini) 
How have I wrong'd thee ? Was my Love alone 
To thee worth this ſcorn'd Recompence ? "Tis well 
am content to feel it: But I tell 

Thee Shepherd, and theſe luſty Woods ſhall bea, | 
Forſaken Amoret is yet as clear 
Of any ſtranger Fire, as Heaven is 
From foul Corruption, or the deep Abyſs mY 4, 
From Light and Happineſs ; and thou may*ſt know 
All this for Truth, and how that fatal Blow 
Thou gav*ſt me, never from deſert of mine 
Fell on my Life, but from Suſpect of thine, 
Or Fury more than Madneſs ;: therefore here, 
Since. I have loſt my Life, my Love, my Dear, 
Upon this curſed Place, and on this Green, : 
That firſt divorc'd us, ſhortly ſhall be ſeen 
A ſight of ſo great Pity, that each Eye 
Shall daily ſpend his Spring in Memory 
Of my e Fall. 


Euter A 


Amar. I am not blind, 

Nor is it through the working of my Mind, 

That this ſnows Amoret; forſake me all 

That dwell upon the Soul, but what Men call 

Wonder, or more than Wonder, Miracle, 

For ſure ſo ſtrange as this, the Oracle 

Never gave anſwer of, it paſſeth Dreams, 

Or Madmens Fancy, when the many Streams 
Of new Imaginations riſe and fall: 

*Tis but an hour ſince theſe Ears heard her call 

For Pity to young Perigot; while he, 

Directed by his Fury bloodily | 

Lanch*d up her Breaſt, which bloodleſs fell and cold; 
Andi if Belief may credit what was told, 


After 
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T ook her into his Argyn being almoſt 0 
And to the bottom of the holy Well 
Flung her, for ever with the Waves to dwell. 
*Tis ſhe, the very ſame, tis Amoret, a 
And living yet, the great Pow'rs will nat let | 
Their virtuous Love be croſs' d. Maid, wipe away | 
Thoſe heavy drops of Sorrow, and allay 

1) The Storm that yet goes which not de 4 
| Ea Heart and Lf, — — — it reſt: N | 
Thy Perigot—— Amo. Where, which is Perigot ? 

Amar. Sits there below, lamenting much, god wot, = 

Thee and thy Fortune, go and comfort him, Je 
And thou ſhalt find him underneath a Brim 
Of failing Pines that edge yon Mountain in. 

Amo. I go, I run, Heav'n grant me I may win 


His Soul again. | (Exit Amoret. 


Enter Sullen- Shepherd. 


Sul. Stay Amarilhs, ſtay, 
Ye are too fleet, *tis two Hours yet to Day. 
I have perform'd my Promiſe, let us ſit 
And warm our Bloods together till the fit 
Come lively on us. Amar. Friend, you are too keen, 
The Morning riſeth and we ſhall be ſeen, 
Forbear a little. Sul. I can ſtay no longer. 7 
Amar, Hold Shepherd, hold, 48 not to be a wronger 
(32) Of your Word, was not your | laid, 
To break their Loves: firſt ? 
Sul. J have done it, Maid. 
Amar. No, they are yet unbroken, met ag 
And are as hard to part yet, as the ſtain. 


(51) The Storm that yet goes big þ,——] As this is Senſe, 1 . 

no change; but I think it — 5 the Poet might have wrote, | 
The Storm that yet blows high,——— - | 
This too Mr. Symp/on ſent me as his Conjecture. 

(52) Of your Word, —] It may be proper to obſerve here, that 
your, Hour, and ſeveral other Word that are now always pronounced 
as Monoſyllables, were by the old Poets made one or two Syllables at 
will; wg every Reader ſhould accuſtom his Ear to ſuch Liberties, if 


he hopes to free his Judgment. ws Clogs of modern Prejudice. ' 
| 3 3 


DS 
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s from the fineſt Lawn. gu. I ſay they are 


Now at this preſent parted, and ſo far, 


That they ſhall never meet. 


Amar. Swain, tis not ſo, | 
For do but to yon hanging Mountain go, 
And there believe your Eyes, 

Sul. You do but hold 


Off with Delays and Trifles; farewel cold 


And frozen Baſhfulneſs, unfit for Men ; 
Thus I falute thee Virgin. 
Amar. And thus then | 
I bid you follow, catch me if you can. . 
Sul. And if I ftay behind I am no Man. 
i | JM [ Exit running after her, 


| Enter Perigot. 


Pier. Night, do not ſteal away: I woo thee yet 


To hold a m_ 1 and o'er the 85 Bit 

That guides thy lazy Team: Go back agai 
Hts hop that Sv thy frozen Wain 
Round as a Ring, and bring a ſecond Night 

To hide my Sorrows from the coming Light; 
Let not the Eyes of Men ſtare on my Face, 
And read my falling, give me ſome black place 
Where never Sun-Beam ſhot his wholſom Light, 
That I may fit and pour out my fad fpright 
Like running Water, never to be known 


After the forced Fall and Sound is gone. 


Enter Amoret laoking for Periget. 1 
Amo. This is the Bottom: Speak if thou be here, 


My Perigot, thy Amoret, thy Dear | 


* 54 


. 
* 


Calls on thy loved Name. 
Per. (33) What art? Who dare 


| 5 | | 
Tread ny forbidden Paths, where Death and Care 
| Dwell on the Face of Darkneſs? 


508 Amo, 
5 6850 What art thou dar] Almoſt every Edition has a different 


Peading here: The firſt Quarto What thou dare, the ſecond, 


Hat cart thiu dare; the later Editions preſerve the Ge 
' 5 7 ig t, 


1 


th nd "ory 


167 
Amo. Tis thy Friend. 22 
Thy Amoret, come hither, to gire end 4 
To theſe Conſumings; look up, wide 
J have forgot thoſe Pains and dear Annoy 


I ſuffer d for thy ſake, and am content 


To be thy Love again; why haſt thou rent 
Thoſe curled Locks, where I have often hung 
Ribands, and Damask-Roſes, and have flung - 
Waters diſtill'd to make n | 
Sweeter than Noſegays on a Bridal Day ? | 
Why doſt thou croſs thine Arms, and hang thy Face 5 
Down by thy Boſom, letting fall apace 
From thoſe two Bale Hear'ns upon the Ground 
er oy nw more orient, ad orc rome. 
T e that the Moon's Brow? 
Crale theſe Complayings, 8 Shepherd, I am now 
The ſame I ever was, as kind and free, | 


And can forgive before you ask of me. 


Indeed I can and will. 

Per. So ſpoke my Fair. 
O you great working Pow'rs of Farth and Air, 
Waterand forming Fire, why have you lent 
Your hidden (54) Virtues to ſo ill Intent? 
Ev'n ſuch a Face, fo fair, fo bright of Hue 
Had Amoret ; ſuch Words, ſo ſmooth and new, #--. 
Came flying from her Tongue ; ſuch was her Eye, 
And ſuch the poirited ſparkle that did fly 
Forth like a b Shaft; all is the ſame, _ 
The Robe and Buskins, painted Hook, and Frame 
Of all her Body. O me, Amoret ! [ſet 


Amo. Shepherd, what means this Riddle ? Who hath 


right, but negle& the Rhimes, Mr. Theobald, in his „ has 
leit dares, — has put cares to anſwer it in the next * t care 
in the ſingular is mote poetical; I have therefore preferred what 


Mr, Sy:mp/on and I, by Conjecture, concurr'd in. : 
(54) ——Virtaes of fo ill Intent? } Tho” Virtue: is the ſame as 


Powers, yet 1 tues of io ill Intent is too iff an Expreſſion to be 
ſuppos d gen 4 15 22 75 gives, I think, the natural Senſe of 


the Paſſage. "Why pos our Powers, and ſuffered a Mi- 


racle to be wrote, for do M a as deceiving me into Murder ? 
d So 
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So ſtrong a difference *twixt my ſelf and me 
That I am grown another? Look and ſee 

The Ring thou gav'ſt me, and about my Wriſt 
That curious Bracelet thou thy ſelf Fed twiſt 
From thoſe fair Treſſes: Know'ſt thou Amoret ? 


Hath not ſome newer Lon are d then An 
Thy ancient Faith? 


| er. Still nearer to my oy 

Theſe be the very Words ſhe oft did. prove. 
Upon my Temper, ſo ſhe ſtill wou'd take 
Wonder into her Face, and filent make 


Signs with her Head and Hand, as who wou'd . * 


Shepherd, remember this another: Days: o*: - 
; Am I not Amoret ? Where was I loſt ? 


(55) Can there be Heav'n, and Time, and Men, ndnd | 


Of theſe unconſtant ? Faith, where art thou fled ? 
Are all the Vows and Proteſtations dead, 


The Hands held up, the Wiſhes, and the Heart, 
Is there not one remaining, not a 


part 
Of all theſe to be found? Why then I ſee 
Men never knew that Virtue, Conſtancy. 


Per. Men ever were moſt bleſſed, till croſs Fat 
Brought Love and Women forth, Unfortunate 

To all that ever taſted of their Smiles, 28 

Whoſe Actions are all double, full of Wiles: 


(55) Cov there be Htaw'n, and Time, and 0 at moſh 
Of theſe unconſiant? ] I ſhall not venture to change the 

Text here, tho I cannot conſtrue it into any conſiſtent Senſe. Does 
theſe refer both to Heaven and Time, as well as Men? Surely no, for 
why muſt Heaven be accuſed of Man's Inconftancy ? The Senſe which 
J think is aimed at is, Can Men believe a Heaven and its Juſtice 
1 againſt Inconſtaney, and yet moſt of them be inconſtant? But 
then, what has Time to do in the Sentence? The only Reading that 
I can form near the Trace of the Letters which will give this Senſe, is, 


Can there be Heaw'n and Truth with Men, yet moſt 
Of theſe unconflant *—— 


What makes it highly probable that the Text i is corrupt, is, that the 

firſt old Quarto, whoſe Authority out-weighs all the latter Editions, 

5 — the only Guide the others followed, is confuſed in this Line. 
t reads, 


Can there be Henwes: and Time, and Men, wel. 
Of the/e unconſlant — 


Like 
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Like to the ſubtile Hare, — : _ the 2 5 : 
es many Turnings, Leaps, many ounds, 
1 way 0 that way, to deceive the Sent 
Of her purſuers. 
Amo. I is but to prevent 
Their ſpeedy coming on, that ſeck his F a, 
The Hands of cruel Men, more beſtial, 
And of a Nature more refuſing Good 5 
Than Beaſts themſelves, or Fiſhes of 4 Flood. 
Per. Thou art all theſe, and more than * 
When ſhe created all, Frowns, Joys, Content; 
Extream Fire for an Hour, and preſent! y 
Colder than ſleepy Poiſon, or the Sea, 
Upon whoſe Face fits a continual Froſt; 
(56) Your Actions over driven for the moſt, 
Then down again as low, that none can find 
The riſe or falling of a Woman's Mine. 
Amo. Can there be any Age, or Days, er Time, 
Or Tongues of Men, guilty ſo great a Crime 
As wronging ſimple Maid? O Perigot, 
Thou that waſt Yeſterday without a blot, 
Thou that waſt ev*ry good, and ev*ry thing 
That Men call bleſſed; thou that waſt the Spring 
From whence our looſer Grooms drew all their beſt; 
Thou that waſt always juſt, and always bleſt 
In Faith and Promiſe; thou that hadſt the Name 
Of Virtuous given thee, and mad'ſt good the fame 
Ev'n from thy Cradle; thou that waſt that all 
That Men delighted in; Oh what a Fall 
Is this, to have been ſo, and now to be 
The only beſt in Wrong and Infamy, 
And ] to live to know this! And by me 
That loy*d thee dearer than mine E. es, or that 
Which we eſteem'd our Honour, Viewin State; 


(56) Your Afions ever driven to the moſt, 


Then down again as law, I If their Actions were 
tver driven to the moſt or 1 how could they ſometimes take 
the contrary Extreme and fall low again? The Text, I yerily bo- 


lieve, is corrupt, and hope my Emendatin will be allowed ; it keeps 
as near the u of the Letters, and gives this Senſe: Women 
for very mo 1 act the Part of Over - niceneſs and Chaſtity, and yet 
end to the E Depths of Vice. 


ſometimes d 


When the 


10 The Faithful Shepherds; 
Dearer than Swallows love the early Morn, 


Or Dogs of Chaſe the ſound of merry Horn; 

Deer len 

Another, and far dearer than the laſt; 
25 


Dearer than thou canſt love thy ſelf, ch 
The Self- love were within thee that did 
With that coy Swain that now is made a Flow'r, 
For whoſe dear ſake Echo weeps 
And am I thus rewarded for my 
Lov'd worthily to get a Wanton's Name? 
Come, thou forſaken Willow, wind my Head, 
And noiſe it to the World my Love is Dead. 
I am forſaken, I am caſt away, + 
And left for every lazy Groom to fay, © 
I was unconſtant, light, and fooner loſt 
Than the eee, or the chill Froſt 
ot Sun beats on it. Tell me yet, 

Canſt thou not love again thy Amoret ? 

Per. Thou art not worthy of that bleſſed Name; 
I muſt not know thee, fling thy wanton Flame 
Upon ſome lighter Blood, that may be hot 
With Words and feigned Paſſions : Perigot 
Was ever yet unſtain d, and ſhall not now 
Stoop to the meltings of a borrow*'d Brow. 

Amo. (57) Then hear me Heav'n, to whom I call for 


i right, | 
And you fair twinkling Stars that crown the Night 2 


(67) Then hear ne Henan, to whom call for right, } I think it 
is an Obſervation in one of Mr. Pope's Letters, that the Harmony of 
Engliſp Verſe conſiſts in the Variation of the Pauſes betwixt the fourth, 
fifth, fixth, and ſeventh Syllables: And it is a known Rule, that the 
moſt natural Pauſe of the Exg1;/ Verſe is at the fourth Syllable. The 
Modern Poets, from Waller to Mr. Pope, by confining their Pauſes 
almoſt always to thoſe four Syllables, and ofteneſt to the fourth, have 
preſerved an Uniformity of Numbers and Cadence which is very rarely 
found in either Spenſer. Shake ſpear, Fletcher or Milton. Moſt of thele 
Have done it occaſionally, as Fletcher has done here for ſome Lines to- 

er; but they generally vary their Paufes freely through all the PA 
les. Let us therefore ask, whether the common Opinion of Valli, 
Dryden, and Pope's, being the Refiners and Smoothers of the Egli 
| Metre, be welt or ill grounded? Have the ſofteſt and ſmoothelt of 
their Writings more Delicacy and Harmony than feveral Powe 
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hear me Woods, and filence of this Place, 
127685 Hours that move a ſullen pace; NH 


Hear me ye Shadows that delight to — 
In horrid Darkneſs, and y N 'rs of Hell, 
Whilft I breathe out my | I 


am that Maid, 
That yet untainted Amoret, that play'd- i 
The careleſs Prodigal, and gave away 

My Soul to this young Mi that now — Giga! 
| am a ſtranger, (58) not the ſame, more wild; | 
And thus with much Belief I was beguil'd. | 
am that Maid, that have d 


1 
clay d, denyd. | 
And almoſt ſcorn'd the loves of all that try'd . | 
To win me, but this Swain, and yet confels | 
| have been woo'd by many with no leſs  - 
Soul of Affection, and have often had 
Rings, Belts, and Cracknels ſent me from the Lad \ 
That feeds his Flocks down Weſtward ; Lambs and Doves 
By 7 young Alexis; Daphnis ſent me Gloves; 4 
All which I gave to ie Nor theſe, nor they 
That ſent them did I ſmile on, or eter lay 
Up to my after- memory. But why 
Do I reſolve to Grieve, and not to Die? 

Happy had been the ſtroak thou gav'ſt, if home; 
is time had I found a quiet Room | 
Where every Slave is free, and every Breaſt * 
That living breeds new Care, now lies at reſt; 
And thither will poor Amoret. 
Per. Thou muſt. 
Was ever any Man fo loth to truft 


Comus and the Faithful Shepherde 5 More uniform are, we al- 
low, like the nm which © go deſcribes, my 


Grove nods at Grove, each Alley has a Brother, 
Aud half the Platform juſt refles the other. 


But is this a true or a falſe Taſte ? We certainly borrow d it from the 


French in the Gallic (not Auguſtine) Age of King Charles the Second; 
and if we admire it, let ted bor Bears 


(58) 0% the ſame, more wild ; } As this is Senſe, I Jon't reze& 


it, though I think it probable that the Author's n was vile, the 
ad way of ſpelling wi/e, 
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172 The Faithful" Shepherdif. 


His Eyes as 1? Or was there ever yet 
Any ſo like as this to Amore? bY bay 
For whoſe dear ſake, I promiſe if there be 
A living Soul within thee, thus to free 


Thy Body from it. | He hurts ber again, 


Amo. So, this Work hath end: 
Farewel and live, be conſtant to thy Friend 
That loves thee next. TR X 


Enter Satyre, Perigot runs off. 


Sat. See the Day begins to break, 
And the- Light ſhoots like a ſtreak 


Of ſubtle Fire, the Wind blows cold, 
While the Morning doth unfold ; 


Now the Birds begin to rouſe,, 
And the Squirrel from the Boughs 


Leaps, to get him Nuts and Fruit; 


(59) The extly Lark, that earſt was mute, 


Carols to the riſing Day, 


Many a Note and many a Lay: 

Therefore here I end my Watch, 

Leſt the wandring Swain ſhould catch 

Harm, or loſe himſelf, Amo. Ah me! 
Sat. Speak again, what e'er thou be, 

I am ready, ſpeak I'fſay: 

By the dawning of the Day, 


(59) The early Lark, —] I have ſomewhere heard it obſerved, that 
the Engliſb Poets are much more happy in their Deſcriptions of the 
Morning and Evening, than either the Greeks or Romans ; and per 


| haps the Reaſon may be, that the Twilight in Summer is longer, and 
conſequently the Mornings and Evenings are more beautiful in the 


Northern than in the Southern Climates. The Truth of the Obſer 
vation might be abundantly proved, and Fletcher's Mornings and 


Evenings in this Play would be very high in the Liſt of Engliſb Beau 
ties. Milton, in his L. Allegra, has imitated this Deſcription of the 
Lark, and, as uſual, has exceeded him in Energy and Grandeur, ® 
much as he has fallen ſhort in Sweetneſs and Prettineſs, 


po hear the Lark begin his Flight, 
And finging flartle the dull Night, 
From his Watch-tow'r in the Skies, 
Till the dappled Dawn doth riſe.” 
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y the pow'r of Night and Pan, - 
[ force: thee ſpeak again. 

Amo. O 1 am moſt unhappy. 

Sat. Vet more Blood! _ 
dure theſe wanton Swains are wood. ET 5 
Can there be a Hand or Heart. 4 
Dare commit ſo vile a part 
As this Murder? B the Moon, 
That hid her ſelf when this was e 
Never was a ſweeter Face: 8 
[ will bear her to the Place 8 | 
Where my Goddeſs keeps; and cave rt rtla] 
Her to give her Life or Grave. a Exunt, 


Enter Clorin. 


Chor. Her whilſt one Patient takes his Rell ſecure 

| ſteal abroad to do another Cure. 

pardon, thou buried Body of my Love, 

That from thy Side 1 — ſo ſoon remove; 

vill not prove unconſtant, (60) I will leave 

Thee for an hour alone. When I deceive 

My firft made Vow, the wildeſt of the W | 

Tear me, (61) and o'er thy Grave let out my Blood ; 

I go by Wit to cure a Lover's Pain 

Which.no Herd can; being done, Il come again, 

e 

Enter Thenot. 


The. Poor Shep herd, in this Shade for ever lie, 
And ſeeing thy fa Clorin's Cabin, die : 
O hapleſs Love, which being anſwer d, ends; 
And as a little Infant cries and bens 


(60) or wi ave 
Thee for an hour alone, —) If this be genuine, the Senſe will 
be, that I will not leave thee alone, even à full Hour 3 but this ap- 
_ ſo ſtifly expreſſed that I have chang'd the Negative to an Af- 
mative; making her lay, that ſhe woul abſent herfelf for o one Hour 


nh, 


(61) — ed my Grave——] Mr. Theobald has reſtored the 


true Reading from the firſt Quarto, and Mr. mh by Conjecture. 
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17 The Faithful Shepherdeſe. 


His tender Brows, when rowling of his Eye 


He hath eſpy*d ſome thing that giiſters nigh - 
Which he wou'd have, yet give it him, away 


He throws it. ſtraight, and cries afreſh to play 


With ſomething elſe: Such my Affection, ſet 


On that which I ſhou'd loath, if I cou'd get. 
Enter Clorin. 


Clor. See where he lyes; did ever Man but be go 
Love any Woman for her Co 


To her dead Lover, which ſhe needs muſt end 


Before ſhe can allow him for her Friend, 
And he himſelf muſt needs the Cauſe deſtroy, 
For which he loves, before he can enjoy? 


Poor Shepherd, Heav'n grant I at once may free 


Thee from thy Pain, and keep - wy . 


Shepherd, look up. 


The. Thy Brightneſs doth amaze! 


So Phabus may at Noon bid Mortals gaze, 


Thy glorious Conſtancy appears ſo bright, 


I dare not meet the Beams ee my weak fight. _ 
Chr. Why doſt thou pine away thy ſelf for me! 2 
The. Why doſt thou keep ſuch ſpotleſs Conſtancy ?. 
Clor. Thou holy Shepherd, ſee what for thy fake 


 Clorin, thy Clorin, now dares undertake. [He ftarts in 


The. Stay there, thou conſtant Clorin, if there be 
Yet any part of Woman left in thee 
To make thee light ; think yet before thou ſpeak. 
Clor, See what a holy Vow for thee I break. 
I, that already have my 'F ame far ſpread, 
For being conſtant to my Lover dead. 


The. Think yet, dear Clorin, of your Love, how true 


If you had died, he would have been to you. 
Clor, Yet all PI loſe for thee. 
The; Think but how bleſt 


A conſtant Woman is above the reſt, 


Clor. And offer "aha Hun my ſelf, here on this Ground, 


| To be diſpos'd b 


The. Why doſt thou wound 


—_— 


5 up, 


The Faithful Shep 5 wid 1. 5 


His Heart with Malice againſt Woman more, 
That hated all the Sex, but thee, before? - 
How much more pleaſant had it been to me 
To die, than to behold this Change in-thee ? 
Yet, yet, return, let not the Woman ſway. 
Chr. Inſult not on her now, nor uſe dea, 
Who for thy ſake hath ventur'd all her Fam. 
The. 1 ventur' d, (Ea) but bought certain 
e. | 
Your Sex's Curſe, foul Falſhood, muſt and ſhall, 
| ſee, once in your Lives, light on you all, — 10 
[ hate thee now: Yet turn. Nocte E 
Chr. Be juſt to me: 
oi Tor wo both loſe my Fane thee ? [1 
The. Thou hadlt no Fame, Gar which thou Gl tk 


Was 84 87 A; Appetite chat ſway'd thy Blood 

For that time to the beſt: For as a blaſt 

That through a Houſe comes, uſually doth NR 

Things out of order, yet by chance may come, 

And blow ſome one thing to his proper Room; | 

So did thy Ap and not thy Zeal, 

buy thee by chance to do ſome one thing well. 
cur. Thou doſt but try me if I would 

Forſake thy dean Imbraces, for my old 

Love's, though he were alive: But do not fewer. 
The. I do contemn thee now, and dare come near, 

And gaze upon thee ; for methinks that Grace 2 

Auſterity, which ſate upon that Face | 

Is gone, and thou like others; falſe Maid, fee, 

This is the gain of foul Inconſtancy [Bet | 
Cor. Tis done, great Pan, ro give thee thanks 

What Art could not have heal'd, is cur'd by Wit. 


Enter Thenot again. 


The. Will ye be conſtant yet ? Will ye more 
Into the Cabin to your buried Love ? 


(62) — but brought certain Shame.) I found m Conjedure 


tere confirmed by the firſt old Quarto, the ſecond Folio. 
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| 
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| 


_ 


_ Clor. No let me die, but by thy Side remain. 


Tbe. There's none ſhall know that thou didlt ever ſtain 
Thy worthy Strictneſs, but ſhalt honour'd b, 


And I will lie again under this Tree, 
And pine and die for thee with more Delight, 


Than I have Sorrow now to know thee light. 


Clor. Let me have thee, and I'll be where thou witt] 
The. Thou art of Womens Race, and full of Guilt. 


Farewel all hope of that Sex; whilſt I thought 


There was one Good, I fear'd to find one Naught : 
But fince their Minds I all alike eſpy, 
Henceforth T'll chuſe as others, by mine Eye. 


de. Bleſt be ye Pow'rs that give fuch quick Redd, | 


And for my Labours ſent ſo good Succels. 
L rather chuſe, though Ia Woman be, 


He ſhould ſpeak il of all, than die for me. Een 


1 8 
—— * __— 8 * 1 
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Enter Prieſt, and Ola Shepherd. 


Prieſt. 8 Hepherds, riſe and ſhake off Sleep, 
See the bluſhing Morn doth peep. 

Through the Window, while the Sun 

To the Mountain Tops is run, 

Gilding all the Vales below 

With his riſing Flames, which grow 

Greater by his climbing fill, 

Up ye lazy Grooms, and fill 

Bag and Bottle for the Field ; _ 

Claſp your Cloaks. faſt, leſt FP mM, 

To the bitter North-eaſt Wind, 

Call the Maidens up, and find 

Who lay longeſt, that ſhe may 

Go without a Friend all Day ; 

Then reward your Dogs, and pray 

Pan to keep you from Decay: 

So unfold and then away. 
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The Faithful Shepherdefs. 177 
What, not a Shepherd ſtirring? Sure the Grooms 
Have found their Beds too eaſie, or the Rooms 
Fill'd with ſuch new Delight, and Heat, that they 
Have both forgot their hungry Sheep, and Day pa 1607 
Knock, that they may remember what a ſhame + 
Sloth and Neglect lays on a Shepherd's Name.. 
Old Shep. It is to little purpoſe, not a Swain 
This Night hath known his Lodging here, or lain 
Within theſe Cotes: The Woods, or ſome near Town, 7 
That is a Neighbour to the bord' ring Dow]n, ok 
Hath drawn them thither, bout ſome luſty Sport, 
Or ſpiced Waſſel-Boul, to which reſurt | 
All the young Men and Maids of many a Cote, 
Whilſt the trim Minſtrel ſtrikes his merry Note. 
Prieſt. God pardon Sin, ſhow me the way that leads 


To any of their Haunte. 
7 Old Shep. This to the Meads, 
And that down to the Woods. 
Prieſt. Then this for me; 


Come Shepherd let me crave your Company. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Clorin in ber Cabin, Alexis with her. 


Chr. Now: your Thoughts are almoſt pure, 
And your Wound begins to cure: 
Strive to baniſh all that's vain, . 
Leſt it ſhould break out again. 
Alex. Eternal thanks to thee, thou holy Maid: | 
| find my former wandring Thoughts well ſtajdſ 1 
Through thy wiſe Precepts, and my outward Pain, $B 
By thy choice Herbs, is almoſt gone again: 2 9 
Thy Sex's Vice and Virtue are reveal' dd 1 
At once, for what one hurt another heal'd. 
Chr. (63) May thy Griefe more appeaſe, 
Relapſes are the worſt Diſeaſe. 
Take heed how you in Thought offend, 
So Mind and Body both will mend. 
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Me Moy thy Griefe more appeaſe Here Grief is to be ſpoke as 


bat, Vol. III. M J | Enter 
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Euter Same with Amoret. 


Amo, Be*ſt thou the wildeſt Creature of the Wood, 
That bear ſt me thus away, drown'd in my Blood, $f 
And dying, know I cannot injur'd be, 
I TR let that Name ht for me. hag 
Sat. Faireſt Virgin, do not fear 
Me, that doth thy Body bear, 
Not to hurt, but heal'd to be; 
Men are ruder far than we. 
See fair Goddeſs, in the Wood 
They have let out yet more Blood. . 
Some Savage Man hath ſtruck her Breaſt, 
So ſoft and white, that no wild Beaſt - 
Durſt a touch'd, aſleep, or wake: 
So ſweet, that Adder, Newte, or Snake, 
Would have lain from Arm to Arm, 
On her Boſom to be warm 
All a Night, and being hot, 
Gone away and ſtung her not. 
Quickly clap Herbs to her Breaſt; 
A Man ſure is a kind of Beaſt. 
Chr. With ſpotleſs Hand, on f oils Breaſt 
T put theſe Herbs, to give thee 
Which till it heal thee, will ide, 
If both be pure; if not, off ſlide. 
See it falls off from the Wound: 
Shepherdeſs thou art not ſound, 
Full of Luſt. 
Sat. Who would have e it, 
So fair a Face 
ur. Why that hath brought it. 
Amo. For ought I know or think, theſe Words, my laſt: 
| Yet Pan ſo help me as my Thoughts are Chaſte, 
Clor. And ſo may Pan bleſs this my Cure, 
As all my Thoughts are juſt and pure 
Some Uncleanneſs nigh doth 43 
That will not let my Med*cines work. 
Satyre, ſearch if thou canſt find it. 
Sat, Here away methinks I wind it, 


heh =” 2 


Err 


| Strong? 


The El ae, 
Stronger yet: Oh here they be, 
Here, here, in a hollow Tree, 
Two fond Mortals have I found. 
Clor Bring them out, they are onſound, 


Enter Cloe, and Daphnis. A S 
Sat. By the Fingers thus 1 n batt & 6 
To my Goddeſs thus I bring ye; = 
Strife is vain, come gently inn, 
I ſcented them, they re full of ſm. 
Clor. Hold thee, Satyre, take this Glas, | 
Sprinkle over all the Place, + 7 
Purge the Air from luſtful Breath, "1" 94 baA 
To fave this Shepherdeſs from Death, | 10nd Kl 
And ſtand you 15 whilſt 1 do dreſs fr © 
Her Wound, for fear the Pain — e 
dat. From this Glaſs I throw a 4 
Of Chriſtal Water on the top 
Of every Graſs, on Flow'rs a pair: 
Send a Fume, and keep the Air 
Pure and wholſome, ſweet and bleſ rt. 
Till this Virgin's Wound be dreſ. 
Clor. Satyre help to bring her in TW 
Sat. By Pan, I think ſhe hath no fn, fl go 
She is ſo light: lye on theſe Leaves. rn LIE] 
Sleep that mortal Senſe deceives, 
Crown thine Eyes, and eaſe thy Pain, 
May'ſt thou ſoon be well again. , 
Car. Satyre, bring the Shepherd near, 
Try him if his Mind be clear, 
Sat. Shepherd come. 
Daph. My Thoughts are pure. 
Sat. The better Trial to endure. 
Cor. (64) In this Flame his Finger thruſt, - 
Which will burn him if he luſt; © 
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(64) In this Flame ——] This is taken Word for Word . 
ſpear ; Merry Wives of Windſor, the End of the laſt Act. 
With trial Fire touch me his Finger niz 
be be chaſte; the Flame will back deſcend» + 
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But if not, away will turn. , 
As loth unſpotted Fleſh to, burn. 
See it gives back, let him go ö 
Farewel Mortal, keep thee ſo. 
Sat. Stay fair Nymph, - bs; not ſo falt, 
We muſt try if you be cha 
Here's a Hand that quakes for fear, 
Sure ſhe will not prove ſo cler. 
Clor. Hold her Finger to the Flame, 
That will yield her Praiſe or Shame. 
Sat. To her Doom ſhe dares not ſtand, 
But plucks away her tender Hand. 
And the Taper darting ſends FE) 
His hot Beams at her Fingers ends. 
O thou art foul within, and haſt - 
A Mind, if nothing elle, unchaſte, 
Alex. Is not that Cloe? tis my Love, tis ſhe: 
Cloe, Fair (oe. 
Cloe. My Alexis. Alex. He. | 
Cloe. Let me embrace thee. Clor. Take her hence, 
Left her Sight diſturb his Senſe. | 
Alex. Take not her, take my Life firſt. 
Cor. See, his Wound again is burſt; 
Keep her near, here in the Wood. 
*Till I have ſtopt theſe Streams of Blood. 
Soon again he Eaſe ſhall find, 
If I can but ſtill his Mind. 
This Curtain thus I do difplay, FE ya 
To keep the piercing Air away. I Een. 
Enter Old Shepherd and Prieſt. | 


Prięſt. = they are loſt for ever ; *tis in vain 
To find them out with trouble and much pain, 


And put him to no pain; but if he flart 
1t is the Flaſb of a corrupted Heart. 


Mr. Sympſen 
I ke the Trial-fire not to have been an Invention of Shake/peor, 
but a commonly believed Legend of the Fairies. In the poetick Pa! 
Fletcher has as much improved on Shakeſpear, as Milton has done or 
Fletcher in any of his I mitations above quoted, The Lines relating 
to Clar's Trial are remarkably beautiful. - Tha 


: 


un. 


Old Sbep. Stay a little while; +75 41828 19H 


What the ſmooth Face of Mirth was, or the ſight  _ e 
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That have a ripe Deſire, and forward od yas 10 
To fly the Company of all but ill. noo el 
What ſhall be counſell'd now, ſhall we retire, Carrots A 
Or conſtant enen ts ene Fn 
We had to find them? Faq 


For, if the Morning s Miſt do not ; oy 
My ſight with Shadows, ſure I ſee a Swain; 
One of this jolly Troop's come back again. 


Enter Thenot. * 
P rieſt. Doſt thou not bluſh, young Stephen, to. be | 


known, SE. BOP 

Thus without care, leaving thy Flocks alone, 
And following what Deſire TY preſent Blood 
Shapes out before thy burning Senſe for good, 
Having forgot what Tongue hereafter may 
Tell to ” World thy falling off, and fay 
Thou art regardleſs both of 800d and ame, 
Spurning at Virtue, and a virtuous amm 
(65) And like a glorious deſpꝰ rate Man that buys 
A Poiſon of much Price, by which he dies, 
Doſt thou lay out for Luſt, whoſe only 
Is foul Diſeaſe, (66) with preſent Age 2 TP; Pain, 
And then a Grave? Theſe be the Fru ruits that grow 
In ſuch hot V eins that only beat to know 8 
Where * may take moſt Eaſe, and grow Ambitious- 
Through their own wanton Fire, and Pride delicious... 

The. ke holy Sir, I have not known this Night, 


(65) Aud like a glorious deſp'rate Man that buys 
A Poiſon of much Price, Mr. Sympſon would read furious 
deſperate Man, but I am afraid this would be turning a Beauty into a 
Tautology. He is deſperate or furious, becauſe he buys Dey 3 * 

is glorious, becauſe he buys one of great Price. 


(66) mn—_ with preſent Age and Pain,] Mr. Sympſon labs read —_ 
Aches and Pain. But exaQly the ſame may be ſaid of this Conjecture | 
as the former, The Gain of Luſt is Diſeaſe, an early old Age, Pain # 
and Death: Preſent Age is therefore a * ſtrong Expreſſion. =_ 
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Of any Looſeneſs; Muſick, Joy and Eaſe 
Have been to me as bitter Drugs to pleaſe | 
A Stomach loſt with weakneſs, not a Game 
That I am skill'd at throughly: Nor a Dame, 
; Went her Tongue ſmoother than the feet of Time, | 
Her Beauty ever living, like the Rhime + | 

(67) Our bleſſed Tityrus did ſing of yore, 
No, were ſhe more enticing than the ſtore 
Of fruitful Summer, when the loaden Tree 
Bids the faint Traveller be bold and free, 
*T were but to me like Thunder *gainſt the Bay, 
Whoſe Lightning may incloſe, bur never ſtay 
Upon his charmed Branches; ſuch ami 
Againſt the catching Flames of Woman's Eye. 

Prieſt, Then wherefore haft thou wandred? 

The. Twas a Vow Dy: | 
That drew me out laſt Night, which I have now 
Strictly perform'd, and homewards go to give 
Freſh Paſture to my Sheep, that they may live. 

Prieſt. *Tis good to hear ye Shepherd, if the Heart 
In this well ſounding Muſick bear his part. 
Where have you left the reſt? 
-. The. I have not ſeen, © - 
Since yeſternight we met upon this Green | 
To fold our Flocks up, any of that Train; 
Yet have I walk'd thoſe Woods round, and have lain 
All this fame Night under an aged Tree, 
Tet neither wandring Shepherd did I ſee, - 
Or Shepherdeſs, or drew into mine Ear 
The ſound of living thing, unleſs it were 


Spenſer is meant here, but I happen to diſſent from, him in this like- 
wiſe ; Fitit, becauſe Spenſer died but a few Years before this Play was 
wrote, and the Expreſſion of yore ſeems to imply an earlier Date: 
' Secondly, becauſe Tityrus is the Name which Spenſer had in all his 

Paſtorals given to Chaycer, and as Fletcher frequently 1mitates thoſe 
Paſtorals, I doubt not but Chaucer was here intended; particularly 


as Spen/er is, I believe, afterwards mentioned with fill greater Honour 
than Chaucer is here, | 


The 


(67). Our blefed Tityrus mY Mr. Sympſon would ſuppoſe that 
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(68) The Nightingale among the thick-leav'd ſpring 

That ſits alone in Sorrow, and doth fing _. | 

Whole Nights away in mourning ; or the Owl, 

Or our great Enemy that ſtill doth howl 

Againſt the Moon's cold Beams. 
Prieſt. Go, and beware 

Of after falling. Bos 
The. Father, tis my care. 


Enter Daphnis. 2 


Old Shep. Here comes another Straggler, ſure I ſee 
A ſhame in this young Shepherd. Daphnis l 7” 
Daph. He. Poe pO BE lbeen, 
Prieſt, Where haſt thou left the reſt, that ſhould have 
Long before this, grazing upon the Green bo 
Their yet impriſon'd Flocks ? £ 
Daph. Thou holy Man, | 


Give me a little breathing, till I can 


Be able to unfold what I have ſeen z - 

Such horror, that the like hath never been 

Known to the Ear of Shepherd : Oh my Heart 
Labours a double motion to impart 9 
So heavy Tidings! You all know the Bow'r - 
Where the chaſte Clorin lives, by whoſe great Pow'r 


bes) The Nightingale among k.]. This Deſcription of the Night- 
ingale is taken from Spenſer's Shepherd's Calendar, Auguſt. 


Hence with the Nightingale «will I take part, 
That bleſſed Bird, that ſpends her time of Sleep — 
In Songs and plaintive Pleas, the more f augment 
The 9. of his Miſdeed that bred her Noe. 


Both Spen/er's and Fletcher's are extremely beautiful, and the Sound 
in both a perfe& Echo to the Senſe; yet are they ſcarce to be named 
with that noble Simile of the Nightingale at the End of the Georgichs, 
or with the various Deſcriptions of her in Milton, who was quite 
enamoured with this Bird from her near Reſemblance to his own Cir- 
cumſtances. | 

Who fed on Thoughts that voluntary mow? d <p} {8 

Harmonious Numbers, as the wakeful Bird ; 

Sings darkling, and in ſhadyeft Covert hid © 

Tunes her nocturnal Nolle. 
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\ 184 The Faithful . eee 
Sick Men and Cattle have been often eur'd, 
There lovely Amoret, that was aſſur d 110 
To luſty Perigot, bleeds out her Life. 


Forc'd by ſome Iron Hand and fatal Knife, * 
And by her young Alexis. 


Enter Amarillis, running f ber Sulle 5 a0. 


Amar. If chere be f 
Ever a Neighbour-brook, or Hollow "Fg 
Receive my Body, cloſe me up from Luft 
That follows at my Heels; be ever juſt, 0 
Thou God of Shepherds, Pan, for = — ſake - 
That loves the Rivers brinks, and till doth ſhake 
In cold remembrance of thy quick Purſuit : 

Let me be made a Reed, and ever mute, 
i Nod to the Waters fall, while ev'ry Blaſt. 
Sings through my lender Leaves that I was chaſte. 
Prieſt, This is a Night of wonder: Amarill 
Be comforted, the holy Gods are ſtill 
Revengers of theſe Wrongs. 
Amar. Thou bleſſed Man, 
Honour'd upon theſe Plains, and lov'd of Pan, 
Hear me, and faye from endleſs Infamy, 
My yet unblaſted Flow'r, Virginity. ' 
By all the Garlands that have crown'd that Head, 
By thy chaſte Office, and the Marriage Bed 
That ſtill is bleſt by thee, by all the Rites 
Due to our God, and by thaſe Virgin Lights 
That burn before his Altar, let me not 
| Fall from my former ſtate, to gain the blot 
| | That never ſhall be purg'd. Tam not now 
| That wanton Amarillis ! here I'vow 

To Keav'n, and thee grave Father, if I may 

Scape this unhappy Night to know the Day, 
To hve a Virgin, never to enduree 
The Tongues, or Compan y of Men 1 impure, 

I hear him come, faye me, 

' Prieſt, Retire a while 


Behind this Buſh, ul we * known that vile 
A 5 Abuſeſ 


—_— n n 
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The Faithful Spb . 
Abuſer of young Maidens. | 
Enter Sullen Shepherd. 


Sul, Stay thy pace, 
Moſt loved Amarillis, let the Chaſe "I 
Grow calm and milder, fly me not ſo faſt, 
] fear the PR Brambles have unlac'd 
Thy golden Buskins; turn again and ſee 
Thy Shepherd follow, that is ſtrong and ep 
Able to give thee all Content and Fase. | 
] am not baſhful, Virgin, I can pleaſe 
At firſt Encounter, hug thee in mine Arm, 
And give thee many Kiſſes, ſoft and warm, 
As thoſe the Sun prints on the ſmiling Cheek 
Of Plums or mellow Peaches; I am fleek 
And ſmooth as Neptune, when ſtern Eolus 
Locks up his ſurly Winds, and nimbly thus 
Can ſhew my active Youth ; why dot thou fly? 
Remember, Amarillis, it was! 
That kill'd Alexis for thy ſake, and ſet 
An everlaſting Hate *twixt Amoret 
And her beloved Perigot ; - *twas I 


That drown'd her in the Well, where ſhe muſt he 


Till Time ſhall leave to be; then turn 

Turn with thy open Arms, and clip the Swain 

That hath perform d all this; n turn I by: 

I muſt not be deluded, 
Prieſt. Monſter, ſtay, _ | 

Thou that art like a Canker to the State 

Thou liv'ſt and breath ' ſt in, eating with debate 

Through every honeſt Boſom, forcing ſtill 

The Veins of any that may ſerve thy Will, 


Thou that haſt offer d with a ſinful -—$ N 


To ſeize upon this Virgin, that n 1 

Yet trembling here. | | 
Sull. Good Holineſs, declare ibn 

What had the Danger been, if being bare 

I had embrac'd her, tell me by your Art, 


What coming wonders would that ſight impart ? 


Prięſt. Luſt, and a branded Soul. 

Sull. Yet tell me more, 

Hath not our Mother Nature, 4 
And great increaſe, laid it is good and juſt, 
And wills that every Iving Creature muſt 
Beget his like? 

Prieſs. Ye are better tead than I, 

I muſt confeſs, in Blood and Leckery 

Now to the Bow'r; and bring this Beaft along, 


Where he may ſuffer Penance for his wrong. [Exh 


Enter Perigot with his Hand bloody. 


| Per. Here will I wath it in this Morning's Dew, 
„ gems roger ar arg | 200 

In Silver drops againſt the Sun's appear: 

*Tis Holy Water, and will make me clear. 

My Hand will not be cleans'd. My wronged Love, 

If thy chaſte Spirit in the Air yet move, 

Lack mildly down on him that yet doth ſtand 

All full of Guilt, thy Blood upon his' Hand ; 

And though I ſtruck thee undeſervedly, 

Let my Revenge on her that injur*d thee 

Make lefs a Fault which I intended not, 

And let theſe Dew drops waſh away my Spot. 

It will not cleanſe. O to what ere Flood 

Shall I reſort to waſh away this Blood ? 

Amidſt theſe Trees the holy Chorin dwells 

In a low Cabin of cut Boughs, and heals 

All Wounds: To her I will my ſelf addreſs, 

And my raſh Faults repentantly confeſs ; - 

Perhaps "he'll find a means, by Art or Pray'r, _ 
To make my Hand, with chaſte Blood ſtained, fair: 
That done, not far hence, underneath ſome Tree 
Il have a little Cabin built, ſince ſre * 

Whom I ador'd is dead; there will I give 
My ſelf to ſtrictneſs, and like Clarin live. - [Exil. 


* 
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The Curtain is drawn, Clorin appears 
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fitting in the Cubmm, 
Amoret fitting on the one fide af ber, Alexis and ce 


en the other, the Satyre ſtanding by. 


Cour. Shepherd, once more your Blood is ſtaid, 
Take exa mp by this Maid, 
Who is heal'd e'er you be pure, 
© hard it is lewd Luft to S 
Take heed then how you turn JOS Eye | 
On each other luſtfully: 
And Shepherdeſs, take heed leſt you 
Move his willing Eye thereto; 
Let no Wring, nor Pinch, nor Smile 
Of yours, his weaker Senſe 
Is your Love yet True and C 
And for ever ſo to laſt? | 
Alex. T have forgot all vain 
All looſer Thoughts, ill temper*d Fires. 
True Love I find à pleaſant Fume, 
Whoſe mod rate Heat can neer conſume. 
Cloe. And I a new Fire feel in me, 
Whoſe chaſte Flame is not quencht to be. 


Cor. Join your Hands with modeſt 
And for ever keep you ſuch. 


Enter Perigot. 


Per. Yon is her Cabin, thus far off Pl! ſtand, 
And call her forth: For my unhallow*d Hand 
| dare not bring ſo near yon ſuered Place. 
Clorin, come forth, and do a timely Grace 
To a poor Swain. | 

Cler. What art thou that doſt call ? 
o 


Come near. 
Per. 1 dare not. 
dor. Satyre, ſee 
Who it is that calls on me. 
Sat. There at hand ſome Swain doth ſtand, 


Stretching out a bloody Hand, 


Per, 


1 8 TY The: Faithful Seeber. 


Per. Come Clorin, bring the holy V Waters quo: 


To waſh my Hand. 
Cor. What wonders * born here 


To Night! Stretch forth thy Hand, young Swain, 0 


Waſh and rub it, whillt I rain 
Holy Water. 
Per. Still you pour, "OR 
But my Hand will never ſcour. _. .... 
Clor. Satyre, bring him to the Bower, 2 
We will try the Sovereign * * 
Of other Waters. 1 
Sat. Mortal, ſure | 
"Tis the Blood of Maiden pure 
That ſtains thee ſo. 


The Satyre leadeth him to the Aber! edits he ſpieth 
Amoret ; kneeling down, foe knoweth him. 


Per. Whate'er thou be, (+ 
Be'ſt thou her Spright, or ſome Divinity, 


That in her Shape thinks good to * . Grove, 
Pardon poor Perigot. 


Ano. I am thy Love, ee 

Thy Amoret, for evermore thy Love: 
Strike once more on my — Breaſt, Tl prove 
As conſtant ſtill. O cou'dſt thou love me yet; 
How ſoon ſhou'd I my former Griefs forget ! 


Per. So over-great with Joy that you live, now 
I am, that no deſire of knowing how 


Doth ſeize me; haſt thou ſtill pow 'r to forgive ? 


Amo. Whilſt thou haſt paw'r to love, or I to live; 


More welcome now than had'ſt thou 1 never gone 
Aſtray from me. 

Per. And when thou lov'ſt lan « | 
And not I thee, Death or ſome lin 
That's worſe, light on me, ging paw 
Chr, Now your ſtain 
This perhaps will cleanſe again; 
See the Blood that earſt did ay. | 
With the Water drops away. | 


The Faithful Shepherds 1. 


All the Powers again are pleas d, 5 | Io 
And with this new Knot are appeas'd, hk 365v9] 97 
Join your Hands, and riſe together, F 
Pan be bleſt that brought you hither. | 50 
Enter Prieft, and Ol FI 7 
Cler. Go back again what e' er thou art, unleſs | _ 
Smooth Maiden Thoughts poſſeſs thee -do not 
This hallow'd Ground. Go: Satyre, rake his Hand. 
And give him rn Trial. | 50 5 
Till by Fire I have made known 154d 6 an 
Whether thou be ſuch a one, is 0 Aeg a 
That mayſt freely tread this Place. Fw Sad 0 


Hold thy Hand up; never was Tos. 2 
More untainted Fleſh than this. | 10720 ad A 
Faireſt, he is full of Bliſs. ct | 

Clor. Then boldly ſpeak, why Joſt then ſeek this Plice? 

Prieſe, Firſt, honour'd Virgin, to behold thy * 

Where all good dwells that is : Next, for to try 
The truth of late Report was giv'n to me: 
Thoſe Shepherds that have met with foul cichance 
Through much neglect, and more ill — 24 
Whether the Wounds they have may yet endure": : 
The open Air, or ſtay a longer Cure. S114) 
__ laſtly, what the doom may be ſhall light * 

pon thoſe guilty y Wretches, through whoſe «= 90 
ah I his Confuſion fell: For to this Place, 
Thou holy Maiden, have I (6c) brought a brace 
Of theſe Offenders, who have freely told, 
Both why, and by what means on gave this bold. 
Attempt upon their Lives. 

Clor. Fume all the Ground, | 
And ſprinkle holy Water, for unſound 1 
And foul Infection gins to fill the Ar. 

It gathers yet more ſtrongly; take a pair 
Of Cenſors fill'd with Frankincenſe and Mirrh, 

Together with cold Camphyr: Quickly tir 


(69). —— brought the Race] As he 12825 but two, I hope 1 
baue reſtored the true Reading. 
Thee, 


1 
1 
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x90 23. Faithful Shepher . 

Thee, gentle Satyre, for the Place begins {3.0 
To ſweat — labour with th' abhorred Sins 
Of thoſe Offenders ; let them not come nigh, 7 fig F 
For full of itching Flame and Leprofie ad wa 
Their very Souls are, that the Ground back, 
And ſhrinks to feel the ſullen weight of Black 
And ſo unheard of Venom; hye thee faſt, 

Thou holy Man, and baniſh from the chaſte 

Theſe manlike Monſters, let them never more 

Be known upon theſe Downs, but long before 


The next Sun's rifing, put them fed the ſight 
And Memory of every honeſt Wight. 


Be quick in Expedition, leſt the Sores | 
Of theſe weak Patients break into new Gores. [Exit pril 
Per. My dear, dear Amoret, how happy are | 

Thoſe bleſſed Pairs, in whom a little jar 
Hath bred an everlaſting Love, too ſtrong 

For Time, or Steel, or Envy to do wrong 

Ho do you feel your Hurts? Alas poor Heart, 
How much I was 2 give me Lug r 
For it is juſtly mine. 

| Amo. I do believe. 
It is enough dear Friend, leave off to grieve, 
And let us once more, in wr of ill, 
Give Hands and Hearts 


Per. With better will 
Than &er I went to find in hotteſt Day 
Cool Chriſtal of the Fountain, to allay 
My eager thirſt : may this Band never break, ' 
Her us O Heav'n. 
Amo. Be conſtant. 
Per. Elſe Pan wreak, 
With double Vengeance, my Diloyalty ; 
Let me not dare to know the Company 
Of Men, or any more behold thoſe Eyes. 
Amo, Thus 1 with a Kiſs all Envy dyes. 


1. ruf dee, 


Pries Bight Mai, 1 To recon your with te 


In Es | fock Heat and black Rebellions reign 
Hath undergone your Sentence, and Diſgrace: 
Only the Maid I have reſerv'd, whole Face 
8 much amendment, many a Tear doth fall 
In ſorrow of her Fault; great Fair recal 
Your heavy doom, 1 hope of better Days, 
Which I dare promiſe; once again upraiſe 
Her heavy Spirit, chat near drowned lyes 
(70) In ſelf-conſuming care that neyer dyes, 
Clor. I am ur to Pardon, call her in; 
The Air grows e again, and doth begin _ 
To purge * ſelf; how bright the Day doth ſhow 
After this ſtormy Cloud ? go Satyre, 9, 
And with this Taper boldly her Hand. 
If ſhe be pure and good, and firmly ſtand _ 
To be ſo ſtill, we have perform'd a Work 
Worthy the Gods 
Sat. Come forward. Maiden, do not lurk, ; 
Nor hide your Face with Grief and OE. e e 
Now or never get a Name | 
That may raiſe thee, and re-cure 
All thy Life that was impure : _ 
Hold your Hand unto the Flame; 
If thou be*ſt a perfect Dame, 
Or haſt truly vow'd to mend, 
This pale Fire will be thy Friend. 
See the Taper hurts her not. 
Go thy ways, ler never ſpot | 2407" 
Henceforth ſeize upon thy Blood. 19G 
Thank the Gods, and ſtill be good. 
Cor. Young Shepherdeſs, now ye are brought x =. 
To Virgin State, be ſo, and ſo remain 


70) In ſelf-confufing care] The Reading in the Text I ſent 


190 


Mr. Theobald, and found it after his Death quoted. before by him from 


the old Quarto, 


To 


Ives. [Satyre Brings Amariths; * 


To thy laſt Day, unleſs the faithful Love 

Of ſome good Shepherd force thee to remove; 
Then labour to be true to him, and live © 

As ſuch a one, that ever ſtrives to give 

A bleſſed Memory to after Time. 

Be famous for your Good, not for yout Crime. 
Now holy Man, I offer up again 1 8535 
Theſe Patients full of Health, and free from Pain: 
Keep them from after ills, be ever near | 
Unto their Actions, teach them how to clear 


The tedious way they paſs through, from Suſpect, 


Keep them from wronging others, or negle 


Of Duty in themſelves, correct the Blood 
With thrifty Bits and Labour, let the Flood, | 
(71) Or the next neighbouring Spring give Remedy + 
To greedy Thirſt and Travail, not the Tree 
That hangs with wanton Cluſters ; let not Wine, 
Unleſs in Sacrifice, or Rites Divine, 5 
Be ever known of Shepherds, have a care 
Thou Man of holy Life. Now do not ſpare 
Their Faults through much remiſneſs, nor forget 
To cheriſh him, whoſe many Pains and Sweat 
Hath giv'n increaſe, and added to the Downs. 
Sort all your Shepherds from (72) the lazy Clowns 
| zo That 
(7 i) Or the next neighbouring Spring give Rene | 
/ To greedy Thirſt and Travel, — the Tree 9 | | 
That hangs with wanton Clufters; ——) A ſlight Corruption 
in the Pointing, when it leaves ſome Shadow of Senſe, is often the 
moſt difficult to be corrected, however eaſy it ſeems after it is done: 
Travel not the Tree may ſignify, don't labour, or endeawour ſo get 
your ſelues Wine. But this ſo ſtifly, that I had often heſitated upon it, 


before I received from Mr. Symp/on the true Reading, which is in ſome 
Degree confirmed by the two firſt Quartos, which read | 


To greedy Thirſt and travel not, the Tree 

That hangs with &c. 
Here the Comma having got out of its Place, the ſubſequent Editions 
in attempting to correct, only went further from the true Reading, 


72 — — the lazy Clowns 


That feed their Heifers in the budded Brooms : ]. This Inſtance 


of Lazineſs is taken from Spenſer . Shepherd's Calendar, February. 


So loytring live, you little Herd Grooms, 
Keeping your Beaſts in the budded Brooms. 


The 
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The Faitbſul Shophardeſec 
That feed their Heifers in the budded Brooms : 
Teak GRIER Maidens ſtrictneſs, that the Groomy 
ha al ear to tem pt their blowing Touch; 
Baſh ul Compliments, bur fngl Truth | 
Tongue, and every Shepherd's Hear, 
* uſe Perſuading, — Art: 
oly Prieſt, I wiſn to thee and theſe, 
All the beſt Goods and Comforts that may pleaſe, 
Alex. „ 
We pray upon this Bow'r may ever live. 
Prieft. Kneel ev'ry Sh , while with pow'rful Hand 
[ bleſs your After-Labours, and the Land 
You feed your Flocks upon. Great Pan — = 
From 4. or amend — 
Keep you from thoſe Dangers 
The we follow d by your will; _—_ ES 
Give ye Means to know at length © 
All your Riches, all your Strength; ö 
Cunce lik our Foot from falling 
Tolewd Luſt, that ſtill 1 
At your Cottage, till his |= 
Ring again that Golden _ 2 
Of Peace and Reſt to every „ TO 
May his Care of you — $ SS ps al 
That in after Time may rig, in. M Rom 607 H 
Either in your Flocks or you; iy lot : 
Give ye all Affections new, | 
New Deſires, and Tempers new, 
That ye may be ever true. 
Now riſe and go, and as y ye a amy, . 
ding to the Gd of Sheep, happy T4 Lay, 
* . honeſt Dorus taught ye, Dorus 8. 
was the Soul and God of Melody. 


LS 1 * 
Fo 


The 
The Meaning „I believe, is, You that loitring let y our Herds run wild 


mg the Broom which grows on the worſt Soil, and don't drive them 
into the beſt Paſtures, 


(73) That honeft Dorus] This fine Eulogy on ſome Poet beloved 
and almoſt . our = I take to have been meant of Spenſer 


Vor. III. 


ſor theſe Reaſons, He ſeems to PCS * | 
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t inhabit in the Lues, | 
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With his Honour and bis de? 
: That defend our-Flocks from Mane. 


He is great, and he is j, 


He is ever good, and mu im, PEP 
Thus be honour d. PI 


Roſes, Pinks, _ 1 0 Ks 
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Ever bonour*d, ever gung. 
Thus great Pan is ever ſung... > roy * [Brom 


Sat. Thou divineſt, faireſt, brig e, era 
Thou moſt pow rful Maid, and white, . 
Thou moſt virtuous and moſt 8 A OY r 
Eyes of Stars, and Golden treſſed 5 May 


Age, but was dead beſore the "Faithful „ wis publiſhed. 1 


anſwers to none ſo well as rs he N Shakeſpear being hen 


very great Poets that infmediatel) ed dur Author; but 
ter lived ſome Vears after the Pu Een of this Piece. In the nert 
place, as he had juſt before taken an Expreſſion from: Spex/er, ſo be 


greatly imitates his Manner in the following Song, and inſerts one Ex- 
WE of his in it liter _— * * 


 Daffadillies "I 
Fett 7 Pini, and Bet Tie, i 5 
Let us fling, &c. 9 


__ Bai, had thus expreſſed. Shepberd's Calindar, April. | 


Strom me the Ground with Daffddowndillies 
* | | —_ Cowſlips, 0 and lowed Lilies. | Like 


I-_d AMD Wl ky IH head 
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Like Apollo, tell me E 68 3 


What new Service now is meeteſt 

For the Satyre ? (74) ſhall I fray 

In the middle Air, and 

The failing Rack, or rin take 

Hold by the Moon, and gently make 

Suit to the pale Queen of Night 

pf hen ot ora ng Xo} tl 
| a S 


00 = ball Lines 
In the middle Air, bc. 5 The Character of the Attendant Spirit 
in Comus is this Satyr under another Shape and Name. The Satyr in 
the third Act is ſent by Par to guide aright the nd Shepherds, | 
and to protect Virtue in Diſtreſs, - | 
But to my Charge: here muſt I ay 
To ſee what Mortals loſe their way, 
And by a falſe Fire feeming bright, 
Train em in and leave em right. 
Then muſt I watch, if any be 
_ Forcing of @ Chaſtity; 
25 ir 2 it, then in haſle 
Give my wreathed Horn a Blaſt, 
And the Fairies all will run, 
Willly dancing by the Moon, 
And will pinch him to the Bone, 
Till bis luſiſul Thoughts be gone. 


The attendant Spirit has much the ſame Office He is bentby T apiter 
to protect the Virtuous againſt the Enchantments of Comus, 


Ther ore auben a fu A of high Jove © 
: . 70 pa 222 this &. a ? 
Swift as the Sparkle of a glancing Star, | 

 T foot from Heav'n to give him ſafe Convoy. 
When they have finiſhed their Office, they both the ſame Ac- 
count 44 Power and Velocity. In inn e dhe Lines now 
referr'd to, and to the two laſt of the Satyr's > dar 


T- 0, and mul, 
12 * the RR dun. 
The Attendant Spirit thus takes leave of the Audience. 
But non my Tal is ſmoothly done, 
Icas iy, or I cas run, LAS 
Duickly to the green Earth'; End, 
' Where the bod Welkin flow doth bend; 


| _ > IT r  9 . 
Corner: of the Mon. 
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196 The Faithful Shepherdeſs: 


Shall I dive into the Sea,, 
And bring thee Coral, 1 vt 02000722 34 Law 
Through the riſing Waves that fall!! 
In ſnowy Fleeces ? deareſt, ſhall 


The two firſt and the two laſt of Milion's Lines are directly taken 
from Fletcher : The Sky lowly bending to the Horizon, in the middle 
Couplet, is a noble Image; but I can ſcarce think that it can alone 
vie with the Variety of Beauties in 'Fletcher ; ſuch as, making ſuit 
to the pale Queen of Night for a Moon-beamz darting through the 
Wawves that fall on each Side in ſnowy Fleeces ; and catching the wan: 
ton Fawns, and Flies whoſe woven Wings are dyed by the Summer of 
many Colours. But it may perhaps be thought that Milton has im- 
proved the Meaſure, and made his Sound more an Echo to his Senſe; 
if he has, he only imitates in this the following Lines, which are a 
fine Inſtance of this Species of Beauty. | = 


1 "s 
2 
- 


mm——c yy; jc 76 
Round about theſe Woods, as quick | 
As the breaking Light, and prick © 9,45 7 | 
Down the Lawns, and down the Vales, 

Fafter than the Wind-mill ſails. | 


T have now finiſhed my Notes on this Play, and the Reader who | 
is inſenſible of its Beauties, muſt be content to be engrafted on that | 
many-headed Monſſer whom Ben Tohnſon ſo ſeverely laſhes for con- 
demning the Faithful Shepherdeſs at its firſt Appearance; and rank, 
as Beaumont lays, „ n 


— 


—— with thoſe i Lake wh 
_— Whoſe very Reading makes Verle ſenſeleſs Proſe. 


See the two Prefatory Poems to Fletcher, by Fobnſon and Beaumont.) 
f ſuch I ask no pardon for the Length of my Notes, but beg it of 
_ thoſe who want no Lamp to diſcover Excellencies beſides that which 
ſhines in their own Boſoms.. _ Theſe, I believe, will wonder that the 
Aminta and Paſtor fide ſhould be ſo well known to, and ſo much talked 
of by their Countrymen, whilſt very few have ever heard, that we 
have a Dramatick Paſtoral of our own that yields to neither of the 
former in Prettineſs and Delicacy, and in Energy and Sublimity vaſtly 
excels them; I would not inſinuate that Fletcher was capable of more 
Sublimity than the two alians, particularly than. Tao: But the 
Paſſion of Lowe being the ſole Aim of the Aminta and Paftor Fido, and 
the Virtue of Chaſtity being the chief End of the Faithful Shepberdiſi, 
Fletcher's Subject naturally led him into a greater Sublimity of Stil. 
and Sentiments. Not that this has ever made him tranſgreſs the Bounds 
of Paſtoral Simplicity, which Virgil in his Georgicks and Milton in 
his Masi have frequently done. e — there the Honour of 


being the Introducers of the Dramatick Paſtoral, but I cannot upon 
Examination find that Fletcher has borrowed: a _ Sentiment or 


Faithful Shey- 
I catch 


Expreſſion from any of them, except the Name of 
| harde/s from the Paſtor Fi. 


Dr 


317 8 


The Faithful Shepherdeſs. 


1 catch the wanton Fawns, or Flyes, 


Whoſe woven Wings the Summer dyes 
Of many Colours ? get thee Fruit? 
Or ſteal from Heav'n old Orpheus? Lute ? 
All theſe I'll venture for, and more, 

To do her ſervice all theſe Woods adore. 

Cor. No other Service, Satyre, but thy Watch 
About theſe Thickets, leſt harmleſs People catch 
Miſchief or ſad Miſchance. | 

Sat. Holy Virgin, I will dance 
Round about theſe Woods as quick 
As the breaking Light, and prick 
Down the Lawns, and down the Vales 
Faſter than the Wind-mill fails, 

So I take my leave, and pray 

All the Comforts of the Day, 

Such as Phæbus Heat doth ſend 
On the Earth, may ſtill befriend 
Thee and this Arbour. 

Clor. And to thee, 

All thy Maſter's Love be free. 2 
= [ Exeunt omnes. 
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PROLOGUT 


4 0 pleaſe all is impoſſible," and to' dh 


Ruins our ſelves, and damps the: Writers Carte 
Would we knew what to do, or ſay, er when 


ſo find the Minds here equal with the Men: | 7 

But we muſt venture; now to Sea we go, - 925520] 
Fair Fortune with us, give us Room, — "ly e 
Remember you're all Vent rers; and in this Play 
How many Twelve-pences ye have ſto d this Day: 

Remember for return of your Delight, 

We launch, and plough through forms of Fear, and Spight, 
Give us your Fore-winds fairly, fill our Wings, 

Had. fleer us right ; and as the Saylor fings, 

Laden with Wealth, on wanton Seas, ſo ur 
Ball make our Home-bound-voyage cheerfully 3 
td you our noble Merchants, for your Treafurg 
ſhare equally the Fraught, wwe Tun for _— 5 


THE 


DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


M EN. 


Pp T7 CY 
Memnon, 22 7 9 


Polydor, Brother to Memnon, beloved of Calis. 
Eumenes, | 


Polybius, | $00 CMLNent abi * . 490 
Chilax, an old morry Solis. a! F 


Storax, King 


- 
—_ 
»»# 

* 


Siphax, a Soldiahirr Long roith, the fru. 1 e 
Stremon, 4 Soldier that can ing. TEETER 
Demagoras, vn i9/hs General, 0 bona wy ta 
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Chirurgeon, M78. | 
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Calis, Siſter tothe . oo Miftreſs to Mena. 
Cleanthe, Siſter to Siphax, _ PIE 
Lucippe, one of the Princeſs*s Women, 
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Prieſteſs of Venus, an old N,, TRE” 
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Cloe, A Camp Baggage. 
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5 8 Fluriſh. | Enter Aſtorax King of Paphos, his 9115 0 
N Train, and Cleanthe, Lucippe, 8 4 e 
an Dor; at the eee 2.24 1 HAT 


1 


F 


=> EALTH to my Soveraign. 

| King, Eumenes, welcome: 

Welcome to Paphos, Soldier, to our Lowe 
And that fair Health = wiſh ny 2 che 


May it diſperſe it el and make all happy ; 
How does the General, the valiant Aen. 
And how his Wars, Eumenes ? | 
Eum. The Gods have giv'n you (Royal Sir) a Soldier, 
Better ne'er ſought a Danger; more approv'd - 
In way of War, (1) more Maſter of his Fortunes: 


Expert 
(1) — ore Mafter of his Fortunes, | | 5 
Expert in leading em; in doing valiant, | 44 | 
In following all 555 Deeds to Victories, ' | 
And holding Fortune certain there.) I ſhall now return to meer 


verbal Criticiſms, By the Reading and Pointing above, the firſt Step 


pert 1 RY $a on; in 2 1 di 00” 
In following all his Deeds to — \ + ws 
Aut Log, 0. Forrune'certain ths.” KS 8 
Yo a us 5 Ps ( 

A Soul conceiv d a Soldier. 
Again Eko | Dal 

or 
(Whom long Experience had begot a Leader, 
Ambition Tais*d too mighty) hath your Memnon 
Won, and won gloriouſiy, diſtreſt and ſhook him 
Even from the head of all his Hopes to nothing : 
In three, he beat the Thunder-bolt his Brother, __ __ 
Forc'd him to wall himſelf up: There not ſafe, 
Shook him with warlike Engines like an Earthquake, 
Till like a Snail he left his Shell, and craw1'd 
By Night and hideous Darkneſs to Deſtruction: 
Diſarm'd for ever riſing more: Twelve Caſtles,  _ 
Some thought impregnable ; Towns twice as muy Þ 
Countries that like the Wind knew no command 
But Savage wildneſs, hath this General I 
With loſs of Blood and Youth, A e Storms and Tem- 
Call'd to your fair Obedience. 

King. O my Soldier, | | 
That thou wert now: within my Arms! what Ds! 
Hye: thoſe that beat, "Zumenes ? Drum with 

Eum. His, my Soveraign z _ 
Himſelf i th* Head of Conqueſt drawing home, 

An old Man now to offer up his Gs ö 1 
And endleſs Conqueſt, at Jour Shrine. 1 
King. Go all, | 

.And entertain him with all Ceremony * 


of a moſt beautifal Chenz is token; _ 2nd —.— to a ſormer ger 

tence, where it is quite unneceſſary. The four Qualifications of a great 
General are ſtrongly marked out: Expert in leading on; waliant it 
' the Combat; Prudent in guiding bis Valour to Victory, and in making 

his Viftories deciſive... I make the Pauſe fuller.at the End of the fit 

Line, and put in the ſecond-what to me bids faireſt for having been 
"the as though it might have been 


E xpert in leading, and in dving valiant 3 


We'll 


en- 
eat 

in 
ing 
irſt 
cen 


el 


The Mad. Lover” 


We'll keep him now a Courtier. 

Eum. 5 a ſtrange one, 
Pray God his Language bear it; by my Life, Sir, 
He knows no Compliment, nor Curious 
Of Words into fit Places e' er he * em: 
He can ſay Fight well Fellow, and PII thank thee : 


He that muſt eat, muſt fight; bring up the lere there, \ 


Or charge that Wing of Horſe Pg 
King. Go too, 8⁰ too: 


Enter Memnon, with a train if Ces, and 


Soldiers, two Captains, Chilax, (9c, 


Valiant and Wiſe are twins, Sir : Welcome, welcome, 


Welcome my fortunate and famous General, 

High in thy Prince's Favour, as in Fame, 

Welcome to Peace, and Papbos. 
Mem. Thank your Grace, 


11d wou'd-to G84 un dull E snanes | 


To thank you as I ſhow'd'; but pardon me, 
My Sword and I ff roughly, Sir: Your e 
[ dare well ſay, I have fought well; for I bring ye | 
That lazy end you wiſh for, Peace, ſo fully, 


That no more name of War is: Whonow thinks | 15 


Sooner or ſafer theſe might have been ended, 
Begin 'em if he dare again; I'll thank him. 
Soldier and Soldier's Mate theſe twenty five years, 
At length your General, (as one whoſe Merit 
Durſt look upon no leſs,) I have waded thr 


Dangers wou'd damp theſe ſoft Souls, but to hear * 
The Maiden-heads of thouſand Lives hang here, Sir, 
Since which time, Prince, I know no Court but Marſhal, 


No oylie Language, but the ſhock of Arms, 


No dalliance but with Death; No lofty Meaſures by 


But weary and ſad Marches, Cold and Hunger, 
Larums at midnight Valours ſelf would ſhake at, 
Yet I ne*er ſhrunk : Balls of conſuming Wildfire, 


That lickt Men up like Lightning, have I laught at, 


And toſt em back. again like Childrens trifles. 
Upon the edges of my Enemies Swords 


205 
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206 The: Mad. Lover. 
Ter macht Ike Mbit aun Fury at this Hand 


waiting, 
Death at my right; Fortune my forlorn Hope, . 
When I —— grapled with Deſtruction, 


And tug' d with pale- fac d Ruin, Night and Miſchiel, | 


Frighted to ſee a new Day break in Blood, 
(2) And ev'ry where I conquer'd, and for you, Sir; 
Mothers have wanted Wombs to make me Famous, 
And blown Ambition, th Each: Thoſe that griey'd ye, 
I have taken order for th? Thoſe Fools 
That ſhall hereafter 
ug. No more Wars, my Soldier: 
We muſt how treat of Peace, S 16 
[ King takes —— ſu on tal with bin 
Cle. How he talks, 
How gloriouſly. 
Cal. A goodly timber'd F dlow, | 
Valiant no doubt. 
Cle. If Valour dwell in vaunting z. J 
In what a Phraſe he ſpeaks; as if his Actions 
Cou'd be ſet off in nothing ae ws 
Sure h'as a Drum in's Mouth. 
Cal. I wonder, Wenches, 
How he wou' d ſpeak to us. 
Cle. Nothing but Larum, 
Tell us whoſe Throat he cut, ſnew us his is Sword, 


And bleſs it for ſure biting. 


Lucip. And 't like your Grace, 
I do not think he knows us what we are, 
Or to what end; for I have heard his Followen 
Affirm he never ſaw a Woman that exceeded 
A Sutler's Wife yet, (3) or in Execution 
Old bed- rid Beldames — Teeth or Tongues, 
That wou'd not fly his Fury? How: he looks, 


Cle. This vuy devoutly. 
(2) And ev 279 rubere, 1 corgut'd ; ant for you, Sir, 


Mothers hawe wanted Wombs to: make me Famous, ] This was the 


Pointing of all the former Editions, the Correction is by Mr. $ymp/#- 
(3) or in Execution | This ſigniſies the Sack of a Town, nl 


is uſed by Fohnſon | in that Senſe as well as our Author. * 


Ke 


„„ 


5 


=>. 


Thi" Mad Lobes, Ty 
Cal, e Try l * 


— —— 


Lip. If he mount at me. * 3 wort — 1 

— Still his Eye Go 1 nf, 9100 1 Ni = 
mere Way + _— eur 

a , Tauer e 2. Sh 


To bid ye render; we to Perduꝰs pay for't elſe. \ 
King. I'll leave ye to my Siſter, an d theſe 2 wil 

To make you welcome fuller.” My good Soldier 

We muſt now turn your Sternneſs into Courtſhip ; 

When ye have done there, to your fair Repoſe Bo 


[Fourifh, 


I know you need it, Menon, welcome, Gentlemen. 

Qa King. 

Lucip. Now he begins to march Mahn the Van 
yours, 


Keep your Ground ſure; (4) *tis for your Spurs, © 


| e kneels amaz” ori ets to] 

Cal. How he ſtares jon mn ia * 

Cle, Knight him Madam, oe th" N OB 
He will wor to. Grab TIRES Rs 

13 ay na 75 Prince, 

e ſharne your ſelf, f to her. 

04. Riſe and ſpeak, we 9 
Ye are welcome to the Court, to me, to his Sr 

Lucip. Is he not Deaf? | Kc | 

Cal. The Gentleman's not well. eh: 

Eun, Fie, noble General. 

Lucip. Give him freſh Air, his Colout wo how one 
The Princeſs will be , Sir, 1 

Mem. Peace, and Hear mne. 


Cle. Command a Silence there,” ” Si tag Tag d 52 


40 % for Jour Hur 1 10 e 
: The Meaning I take to be, N a#s: bur. Kay eo and fur >} 
Hen 7 your Spurs muſt heep your Grams fore, | 


— 


208 The Mad: Lover. 


Men. 1 love thee, Lady. 
Cal, I thank your Lordſhip 1 HEE g. 
Lacip. Lend how it ſtuck in's Stoinack Ike a Surfet 
Cle. It breaks apace now from him, God be thanked, 
What a fine ; roy Man _ is. | 
Lucip, A choice one, o e valiees in Cre 
Cle. Yes, and I warrant you he — his * 
Mem. With all my Heart I love thee. | 
Cal. A hearty Gentleman, 
And I were een an arrant Beaſt, my Lord, 
But I lov'd you again. 
Mem. Good Lady kiſs me. 
Cle. Ay marry, As there thou cam'ſt ole u 3 Uh 
Cal. Kiſs you at firſt, my Lord? Tis no fair 
Our Lips are like Roſe buds, blown with Mens Breaths, 
* loſe both Sap and Savour; there's my Hand, Sir; 
um. Fie, fie, my Lord, this is too mo 
Mem. Unhand me, 
| Conſume me if I hurt her; good ſect Lady 
Let me but look upon thee, 
Cual. Do. 


Cal. Well Sir, 
Take your full view... 
Lucip. Bleſs your Eyes, Sir. 
Cal. Mercy, 
Is this the Man they tallet of for a Soldier | 
So abſolute and excellent? O the Gods, 
If I were given to that Vanity 
Of making ſport with Men for Ignorance, * 
What a moſt precious Subject had I purchas'd ? 
_ for him, Gerten Some one that knows . 
hat the Man ails ; and can peak Senſe, FS 
Cle. Sure, Madam, 
This Fellow has been a rare ' Hare-finder, 
See how his Eyes are ſet, 12 
ms "yn ns go wie . 
ll ſen omething for his Head bauen 
eee with the Staggers, wo mY 
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he Mad Lover, _ 209 


Lucip. Keep him dark, 
He will run March mad elſe, the fumes of Battels 
Aſcend into his Brains. | 
Cle. Clap to his Feet 
An old Drum- head, to draw the Thunder downward. - 
Cal. 2 to him, Gentlemen : Farewel, Lord, I am 
orry 
We cannot. kiſs at this time, Kut believe it 7 
We'll find an hour for all. God keep my Children 


From being ſuch ſweet Soldiers; ſoftly, Wenches, 


Leſt we diſturb his Dream. [Exeunt Calis, and Ladies. 

Eum. Why this js monſtrqus. 10.4 

1 Capt. A ſtrange F orgetfulneſs, yet til he holds it. 

2 Capt. Though he'ne'er ſaw a Woman of great Faſhicn 
Before this Day, yet methinks *tis poſſible 75 
He might imagine what they are, and what | 
Belongs to 'em, by meer Report of others. Eum. Piſh, 
His Head had other Whimſies in't: My Lord, T4 
Death, I think y'are ſtruck dumb; my 0 Lord General. 

t. Sir. G | 

4 That I do love ye, Madam; and ſo love ye, 

An' t like your Grace. * 
2 Capt. He has been ſtudying this _ 

Eum. Who do ye ſpeak to, Sir? 

Mem. Why where's the * 
The Woman, the fair ns” 

2 Who? R M e 901 

Mem. The Princeſs, WD . 8581 

Give me the Princeſs. 7 RY (4 ff un 

Eum. Give ye Counſel üer aw 125 et 
To uſe her like a Princeſs : Fy my Lord, 4 - 
How have you borne your ſelf, how — 11 1 
Laid your Soul open, and your Ignorance 08 21 
To be a ſport to all. Report and Honour TREES 
Drew her to do you Favours, and you bluntly, 

Without conſid'ring what, or who ſhe was, 
Neither collecting Reaſon, nor Diſtinftion,  . . 
Mem. Why, what did I, my Maſters? 
Eum. All that ſhews 


A Man unhandſom, undi ed Dough... 328 
Vor. III. gen Men. 


210 The. Mad. Kover. 
Mem. Did not I kneel unto her.?; _ 

Zum. Dumb and ſenſeleſs, ak de Wa 
As though ye had been cut out for your e Tomb, 
Or ſtuck a Land-mark ; when ſhe por Fab vou, 
Being the Excellence of all our Iſland, | 77 5 
Je ftar'd upon her, as ye had ſeen; a Monſter. 

Mem. Was J 5 fooliſh ? I confeſs, ENWRes, 

I never ſaw before ſo brave an rk | 
But did I kneel fo long? * 101 1 

Eum. Till they laught at y 
And when you tpoke, Lam athanid to.el Wt nr fs 
What 'twas, my Lord; how far from Order; dieß me. 
Is: poſſible that the wild noiſe of of War, ety 
And what ſhe only teaches ſhou'd. poſlefs. ye? hah 
Knowledge to treat with her, and fall Diſcretion 
Being at flood ſtill in ye: And in Peace. 
And manly Converſation, ſmooth and civil, 

Where Gracefulneſs and e n geen, 
Thruſt your ſelf, out an Exile? 
Do you know, Sir, 


What State ſhe carries? and what, _ « Obedience 


Waits at her Beck continuall 3 
Mem. She ne'er eee fk Lad 


An hundred thouſand Men, as I. 1 _ey . 
Nor ne' er won Battel ; ſay I wou'd have kiſt her. oh 
Eum. There was a dainty, offer too, a rare one. 
Mem. Why, ſhe's a Woman, is ſhe not ? an? 
Eum. She is ſo. 
Mem. Why, 1 70 well; what was ſhe. made for Gon? 
Is ſhe not youn , and handſom, bred to breed? 
Do not Men kiſs fair Women? if they do, | 
If Lips be not lenfal ware; why a Princeſs, 
Is got the ſame way that we get a Beggar, 
Or J am cozen'd ; and the ſe] 5 | 
She muſt be handled e' er ſhe err abe 
That's Rudeneſs, is it not?̃ on 
2 Capt. To her tis held ſo,, 
And Rudeneſs in. that high degrees 
Mem. Tis Reaſon, 


But I will be more punctual; Pray. what thought he? 


„ 000 


. 1. 
um. 


The Mad Lover. 21 
Eun. Her Thoughts were merciful, but: he langht 


at ye, 
Pitying the poorneſs of your Compliment, i. ; 


And fo ſhe left ye. Good Sir, ' ſhape your ſelf. 


To underſtand the Place and noble Feiſans 
You ve wich now. 
1 Capt. Let not thoſe: great Dem 


The King hath laid up of ye, and the People, | 


Be blaſted with ill bearing. 
Eum. The whole Name 


Of Soldier then will ſuffer. 


Mem. She's a ſweet ene, | 
And good Sirs leave your Exhortations, - 
They come untimely to me; I have Brains 
That beat above your reaches: She's a Princeſs, 
That's all; I've kilfd'a'King, and that is greater. 


Come let's to Dinner, if the Wine be 
Tou ſhall perceive ſtrange Wisdom! in my Blood. 


[Exeunt all but Chilax. 

Chi; Well, wou'd' thou wert F the Wars again old 
There thou wou'dft talk to thi purpoſe, ed the proudeſt 
Of all theſe Court Camelions wou'd be glad 
To find'it Senſe too: Plague of this dead Peace, 
This Baſtard-breeding, lowzy, lazy Idleneſs, 
Now we muſt learn to pipe, and pick our Tavings 
Out of old rotten Ends: Theſe twenty five Years 
I've ſery*d my Country, loſt my Youth-and Blood, 
Expos d my Life to ers more than Days; 
Yet let me tell my Wants, I know their Anſwers, / 
The King is bound to right me, they good People 
Have but from Hand to Mouth. Look to your Wives 


Your young trim Wives, your hight _> Wives, your 


M 
For if the Soldiers find not Reconnpltes, 0 
As yet there's none a hatching ; I bellows, © . 
You Men of Wares, the Men of Wars will nick. ye, 
For ſtarve nor beg they muſt not; my ſmall Means 
Are gone in fumo : Here to raiſe a better, 
(Unleſs it be with lying, or Dog flattering * 

O0 2 t 
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At which our Nation's excellent; obſerving die WE 
When this good Lady broils and wou'd be baſted 

By that good Lord, or ſuch like Moral Temme 

Is impoſſible: Well; IU rub among em 

If any thing for Honeſty be gotten, n, 
Though't be but Bread and Cheeſe, I can be fatified : 

FW otherwiſe the Wind blow, ſtiff as n 

Yet I ſhall learn to Shuffle: There's an old 1 

That ſhall be nameleſs yet alive, my laſt hope, 

Has often got my Pocket full of Crowns. © © 
If all fail Jack-Daws, are you alive ſtill ? any 

I ſee the Coaſt ger, when Fools and Boys « can- 


Enter Fool, and 4 75 


Page. Brave Lieutenant. 

Fool. Hail to the Man of wenig 

G. ü d,, e l ne 
Moſt paſſing fine at all Points. | nent! 512 lad) wo Tt 
- "Fool. As ye lee, Sir, | 
1 Momehind and handſome, we cut not out our Clothes, Sir, 
At half ſword as your Taylors do, and pink em 
With Pikes and Partizans, we live retir' d, Sir, 
Gentleman like, and jealous of our Honours. 

Chi. Very fine Fool, and fine Boy, Peace plays with you, 
As the Wind plays with Feathers, dances n J bitt! 
You grind with all Guſts, GallanWn. Ke 


S aL. It i + 


Page. (5) We can bound, Sir., ; 
(When you Soldados bend rth' Hams) and bike e 600. 
Fool. When twenty of your Trip; coats turn their Tippen, 
And your cold Sallets without Salt or Vinegar 
(6) Lye wamblingin your Stomachs; Hemp and Hobnails | 
Will bear no price now, Hangings and old Harneſs 

Are like to over-run us. Page. Whores and hot Houſes. 

Fool. Surgeons and Syringes ring out Rob Ante 

Page. Your Jubile, your MO? 5115 li 1 

Fool. Prob Beum. YA | nm f 490 2h 5 


(5 We can 1 A The c is from Mr. maul: Mar- 
gin, and it is, I believe, the true Word. | 
(6) Be wambling 1 The old Edition reads By ele. 
I have probably therefore reſtored. the true Word. Mr. lon 
ow 


The Mad Loos. 


How our St. Georges will beſtride the Dragons, 
ons, 


The red and ramping 
(7 7) Page. Well advanc'd, R l 
v. But then the Sting e l, n 1 
Page. Tanto Melia. NN 
For ſo much the more — the more land 1 
Chi. e re very am with pts 'Gen- 
tlemen, i 
Which very like ame gſt theſe fiery Serpents. 
May light upon a Blin -worm of your ogd;: 
A Mother or a Siſter. 
Fool. Mine's | ſaddle, my ve. 5 
You ſhould be ture of her elle; |; But [208 Sir Ham, | 
(8) 1 the Drum dumb is, and the Se mund. Bed- 
| ves, 1 . | 
All the old Foxes hunted to their Hale, 
The Iron Age return'd to Erebus, 
And Honorificabilitudinitatibus |; 
Thruſt out o'th* Kingdom by the Head a and Shoulders 
What Trade do you mean to follow ?-- 
Chi. That's a er 
Fool. Yes, tis a learned Queſtion 57 ye N 155 
Conſider and ſay on. 
Chi. Fooling as thou doſt, that'sthe beſt Trade, I take it. 
Fool, Take it ſtraight then, F 28 
For fear your Fellows be before ye; hark ye, Lieu tenant; 
Fooling's the thing, the thing worth all your fightings, ” 
When Al's done ye mult Fool, Sir, * 
Chi. Well, I muſt then. | | 


(7) Page. on V RI The Senſe ; is — obſcure, and the 
Verſe — a Syllable, both, I believe, ariſing from the Loſs of a 
Monoſyllable, which I hope I have reſtored. © 

(8) Now the Drums dubbs,——) Beſides the falſe Concord, the 
Meaning is directly the Reverſe of the true one, which is, Naw the 
Drum 65 no more, the War being over. The Verſe wants a Syl- 

lable; which, with the true Reading, 1 hope I have der ; p 
it might have been, - | 

Now the Drums Dubb's der 
or perhaps Dubb's done, to make it ſound more oddly. After I had 


wrote this I receiv'd Mr. Sympſon's Conjettare, which is N near 
the ſame is what J had put in the Text, 
- ; Eu 


* ** 
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Fool. But do you know what Fooling is? true Pooling, £2 
The Circumſtances that belong unto it ? 8 | 


For every idle Knave that ſhows his Teeth, - 
Wants and would live, can juggle, tumble, fiddle, 
Make a Dog-Face, or can abuſe his Fell o, + 
Is not a Fool at firſt Daſh you ſhall find, Sir, 
Strange turnings in this Trade; to Fool is nothing: 
As fooling has been, but to fool the fair way, 
The new way, as the beſt Men fool their word 
For all Men-get by fooling; meerly e 
Deſert does nothing; valiant, wiſe, and virtuous, ö 
All things that w by without MAE: or 2 N 7 
Chi. . partly — that. 
Fool. Fine Wits, fine Wits, Sir. A: ; 
There's the young Boy, he does well ! in 5 yr too, 
He cou'd not live elſe in his pe — z 3 0% 
He tyes a Lady's Garters ſo, rad , 
I his Hand flip, but fay fo, N 
Chi. Why let it flip then. 11 
Fool. Tis ten to one the Body ſhall come aſter, 
And he that works deſerves his yas, gui 
Fool He riddles finely to a Wa Gama. 
Expounds Dreams like a Prophet, dreams himſelf too, 
And wiſhes all Dreams true; they cry Amen, 
And there's a Memorandum: He can ſing too 
Bawdy enough to pleaſe old Ladies : He lies rarely, 
Pawns ye a ſute of Clothes at all points, fully, 
Can pick a Pocket if ye pleaſe, or Casket; 
Liſps when he liſt to catch a Chamber-maid, 
And calls his Hoſteſs Mother, theſe are things now, 
©) If a Man mean to live; not feht and ſwagger, 


* 


(9) tame Sur: To fight, and fwagger,] The Oppo- 


ſition between the Page's Life, and the fine Raillery on the Soldier, 


br Og Ce out by any former Edition. The fuſt Folio 
r 


If a Man mean to liue, to fight and fewagger, 


The Addition of a fuller Stop by the two latter Editors, ſhows that 
they ſaw the Drift of the We but I believe the Corruption was the 
N of the Negative into an Affirmative. | 


Beaten 


: Soft, and of ſaber Natures: 
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Beaten about the Ears with bawli Sheepskins, ph 
(io) Cut to the Soul for — Here an Aria loft 


And there a Leg; his honourable Head 
Sead up in Salves and Cereclothes, ke Lo Takes 
And ſo ſent over to an won: wen Wh? 
ae charge there, there, whore there, aca 
And all this poet ſor Cheeſs and Chines of Dog. le ik, A) 
And Mony when two Medugſdays meet eee Je OM ” 
Where to be touzy is a Gentlemm, Lale 
And he that wears a clean Shirt has his Skirowd a0. 
Chi. I'll be your Scholar, come, if I like 2 - 
Fool. You — chuſe but ke it, fight you one Day 
I'll Fool another; when your Surgeon's/paid, © 
And all your Leaks ſtopt, ſee whoſe Slops are heavieſt, © 
I'll have a Shilling for a Can'sf Wine, 
When you ſhall have two Sergeants for a Combters" 
Bey. Come learn of us Lieutenant, 222 Your Iron aug, 
Weil find you cooler Wars. 


Chi, Come let's t 
Ill ſee your Tricks, and as I like REM benen, 


Enter Memnon, Eumenes, and. Captains. 
| Mem. 3 Why was de por fach Women in the - Cain 
Prpar'd 10 mak me know em? | | 


Twas no place, Sir. E 
1 Capt. Why ſhou'd they live in „ Twimules? they a are 
Creatures 


ws 


Mem, Cou'd not your Wives, - 
Your Mothers, or your Siſters, have been fent hes 
To exerciſe upon ? 

Eum. We thank your Lordſhip. 

2 Capt. But do you mean? : 


lie) Cut to the Soul for Salient ] The Summer 28 5 f Seaſon 
of War, I don't diſcard this, tho” it is a little obſcure, 9 
bald conjectures that it might be Husbur, which would certainly ack : 
improve it. 


4 In. 


— 
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Mem. I do mean. . ar APA eie S104 tt 


. Aa * me {T7 
« Saf I44 4 
F. W fa C4 r 41775 1 4 
2 Cap hat, Sir? 333 f & . „ — - 7 A 


Mem. To ſee her _ > Whats ; 
And ſee thee han eee au bes 
And thouſands of your Throats cut; get ye from me, 
Le keep a prating of your points of Manners, |. 
And fill my Head with lowzy Circumſtances, 
Better have Ballads in't) (11) your courtly Worſhip, 
' How to put off my Hat; you, how to turn me; 
And you, forſooth, to blow my Noſe diſcreetly; 
Let me alone, for I will love her, ſee. _ #69 
Talk to her, and mine own way. 
Eum. She's the Princeſs, _ | 
' Mem. Why let her be the Devil, I have ſpoke 
When Thunder durſt not check me, I muſt Low, tad 
1 know ſhe was a thing kept for me. k 
Eum. And I know, Sirz 
Though ſhe were born yours, ot your x rang Behaviour 
And want ! 
_ Mem. Thou lieſt. 
um. I do not. 
Mem. Ha! 
Zum. 1 do not lie, Sir, | £ 
I fay you want fair Language, aan tis certain 
Lou cannot ſay Good-morrow. 
Mem. Ye Dog-whelps, ß, 
The mn. neg of "nj OG Tongues — 
Kill us for Ss Trath : For my part, General, 
I would not live to ſee Men make a May- game 
Of him I have made a chore kin us quickly, | 
Then ye may 
Mem. What? 


Eum. Do what you liſt, cn your Sword chit | 


(1 F eur courtly Worſhip 


How to put off 1 Hat ; Mr. Theobald in his 1 ſup- 


poſes a whole Line loſt here; but as the Change of the plural Number 


to the ſingular in Morſbipi reftores good Senſe, I cannot doubt but that 
the f tion lay there, 122 


me in the nendation. 


y as Mr. $jmp/on concurred with 
Upon 


£4 
4. FX 
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* ee oe 
I'm weary of my Life. rt vt 


2 Capt. And all, 1 
5 Eur, Go to the Princeſs, make her yr, cry to her 
[ am the glorious Man of War. WS. 
Mem. Pray ye leave me, „0 f ATRP 


Pm ſorry I was angry, I'Il ink beer, 
Pray no more Words, | 

Zum. Good Sir. 

Mem. Na then. 4 934 


2 Capt. We're gone, Sir. b 1 Eum. and Cape. 
Enter Calis, Lucippe, and Cleanthe. 250 . 


Cal, How came he hither ?. ſee for Heaven's fake, | 
Wenches, 
What Faces, and what Poſtures he puts on, 
Ido not think he's perfect. 
[Memnon walks 1 full of frang ou 
Cle. If your Love 
Have not — his little Wits, þ he s well enough, 3 
As well as he will be. een 1 
Cal. Mark how he pauſes,” N 
Lucip. H' as a Battalia now in 8. s Brains, he drawn an. non 
Have at ye Harpers, 
Cle. See, ſee, there the (12) Fire falls. 
Lucip. Lock what an Alphabet of F aces he nnethrough, 
Cle. O Love, O Love, how amprouſly thou EW 
In an old ruſty Armour, 
Cal. I'll away, 
For by my Troth I fear him. 
Lucip. Fear the Gods, Madam, 
And never care what Man can do; this Fellow, 
With all his Frights about him, and his Furies, 
His Larums, and his Launces, Swords, and Targets, 
Nay caſe him up in Armour Cap-a-pee, { 


(12) — Fire fails. ] The Word I have ſubſtituted is, I believe, 
true one, for it carries on the Metaphor, which the other dow 
not. Mr. Sympſen and I concurred 1 in this ConjeQure, ef 
| Tee 
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Yet durſt I undertake within two Hburfs 4 no 
If he durſt Charge, to give him ſudi« SHH 
Should ſhake his Valour off, and make his Shanks e 
— For ſhame no more. UG eb Dit 4 

Lal. He muſes'ftall, 2d G3. 462 a 

e e edge wk Thin 
Why ſhou' 0 . Timber vim h 

"Cal Old Wood burns quickeft.. 

Lucip. Out, you wou'd ſay, Madam, Men ut oh 
Give me a green Stick that may hold me lest e 
2 ſmoke Oy too; He turns, and fees ye.” 

Memnon comes 10 ber. 

Ct. There's no avoiding now, have at We 

Mem. Lady, | | 
The more Tlook upon ye ͤ— LStqs ber. 

Cie. The more you may, S. e 

Cal. Let him alone. 

Mem. I wou'd deſire your Patience. 

The more I fay I look, ———— 2 55 beet ber 

Lucip. My ne, 970i 1 
*Tis very apt, Sir. i b 464755 een e 
eee — leer * ths way, - l. 

me alone 1 wiſh ye, |= Bangs 5 

Cal. Leave the Words, Sr, ci 2 
And leap into the 4s 734 T1303 4991 930. 
1 tell yoolb-dotaye ye; - WO FAN S943 3% 

(13) Ce. Why? t 
Mem. No Queſtions : 

Pray no more 1 I do love jou, infinitely: 
Why do you ſmile ? Am I ridiculous?: | 
Cal. Pra monſtrous fearfal ; no, 1. Joy you-love me. 
Mem. Joy on then, and be proud ont, I do love you; 
Stand ſtill, and do not trouble me you Women; 

He loves you Lady, a whoſe Feet have kneel' d 


(13) Cal. hy 7] 1 have changed the Speaker, as thinking the 


Nofcher Hirefted to dne ef the Mai s, and not to the Princeſs, Beſides 


which, it renders the Dialogue much more comick, 


Princes 


— — 


5 — 


- 
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} Princes to beg their Freedoms, ih 

| Has over-run whole 8. ” 
Cal. That makes me doubt, Sir, N om * 

'Twill over- run me too. Fa Sno Sc 287 

Mem. He whoſe Sword. | 

Cle. Talk not fo big, Sir, you will Gigh the Pg 

. Mem. Ha. Lucip. No forſooth. | 

Cal. 1 know'ye have dode Wandlern I 

Mem. I have and will do more and greater, braver; 


And for your Beauty Miracles, naine _ war. are 
And take your Choice. 


* 


. Cal. Sir. I am not Atttirious. | 
Mem, Ye tall be, tis the Child of Glory: the chat 
v 
. Whom my | Deſires ſhall magnifie, ine: dei, 


And all the Empires of the Earth — _ -. 
(Cle. I wou'd fain ask him —— 
Lucip. Prithee be quiet, he will beat us both elſe. 
Cle. What will ye make me then, Sar 
Mem. I will make thee p 
Stand ſtill and hold thy peace; I have 4 Heart, Lady. 
Cal. Ye were a Monſter elſe 
Mem. . 
gms wm omg 141 
how came ir? 
— pi you had it in your Hand, ſweet Lady, 


To ſee the truth it bears you. 

Cal. Do you give it. 

Lucip. That was well thought upan, 

Ce. *T will put him to't, Wenc 

Cal. And you ſhall fee I dare accept it, Sir, 

Tak't in my Hand and view it: If I find it 
A loving and a ſweet Heart, as you call it, 
I am bound, I am. 

Mem, No more, I'll ſend it to ye, 

As I have Honour in me, you ſhall have it: 

Cle, Handſomely done, Sir, and baun byall means, 
the The Weather's warm, Sir. 
Mem, With all Circumſtance, _ 
Lucip. A Napkin wrought moſt curiouſly, 4 
Ces Mem, 
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Mem; Divinely. my 210 2 2012 5 29 02 pn; 
Cle. Put in a Goblet of pure Gold. 11-2970 ee 
Mem. Yes, in Facinth,-- + act I hat 
That ſhe may ſee the Spirit chrough, IVE 
> Lucip. Ye have greas'd him I at 
* —_ Love again in haſte. 
K be thould ee e 07 inns 61 J 
Go. If 3 n ſhould "on we ſhould have Lunsy 
o it 
Cle. See how he thinks | 
Cal. He will think theſe three Years 


ww» 4 wy 


There was no other way to put him off alle. k 
; Mem. I will do ityę õ 4 
Lady, expect my Heart. en ee 
Cal. I do, Sir. ve | | | 
Mem. Love it, for tis a Hear ahat—and fo 1 
leave ye. An 1 9 
Cle. Either he is ſtark dy: 1 
Or elſe I think he means it. 
Cal. He muſt be ſtark mad 
Or elſe he*ll never do it, tis Wan 1 
And want of Judgment that provokes this in bid, 
Sleep and Society cures all: His Heart??? 
No, no, good Gentleman, there's more Wan oi, 
Hearts are at higher prices; let's go in 
And there examine him a little better. 
Shut all the Doors behind for fear he follow; 
I hope I've loſt a Lover, and am glad on't. [ Extin. 
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ACT: n. SCENE 4. 


wt Wt 


Enter Memnon W 1 OI b 


Mem Is but to die. Dogs doit; Ducks with 2abling 
Birds ſing away their Souls,and Babies ſleep em. u 
Why do I talk of that is treble Vantage? 1 


For in the other World 8 bound to have me; . 
er 


. 
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Her Princely Word i is paſt: My great Deſert too N 
Will draw her to come after preſentij; IF 
'Tis Juſtice, and the Gods mult fee it done too. 
Beſides, no Brother, Father, Kindred there 8 
Can hinder us, all Languages are alike too. ede wi 
There Love is ever laſting, ever young, \ matt 
Free from (14) Diſeaſes, Ages, J 2735 
(15) Bawds, Beldames, Pandars, 1 Die? is 
nothing, 
Men drown themſelves for Joy to draw in hace. f 
When they are hot with Wine: In Dreams we do it. 
And many a handſome Wench that loves the well, 
Gives up her Soul ſo in her Lover's Boſom; 
But I muſt be incis'd firſt, cut and openꝰd, N T 
My Heart, and handſomely, ta'en from me; ſtay there, 
Dead once, ſtay, let me think again, who do l know there? 2 
For elſe to wander up and down unwaited on 
And unregarded in my Place and Project, 58 
Is for a Sowter's Soul, not an old Soldiers. 15 7 10 bit 


— 


My brave old Regiments Ay there it n 


That have been kill'd | f me; 4-2 
Enter Chilax. 910i 


Chi, He's here, and J muſt trouble Him. W 

. Mem. Then thoſe: TEE: 50 
70 make my Train full. 0 ATi | 
Chi, Sir, _ a: 2910 e 019 | F 
_ Men, My prains ien e eb iyod0 
Chi. Sir, Ibeteechiye. 51 107 ud ntrt codon 21 
Mem. n ig ok f. 
Being à Princeſs, and a King's ſole Siſter, 15 ntd 
With great Accommodation, mult be car for, h bu 
| Chi. Weigh but the Soldiers Povefty:; o gl 


4 
9 


ors Diſeaſes, A X * „] Mr. Theobald' 24 Mr. Safe 
both read Aches ; — 7 no fer) M Reaſon for any Change, 2 | 
in the Plural may properly fignify oli Age. 
(15) Bawds, Beldames, Painters, Purgers.—] I have ventur d 
upon a Change here, tho' I allow, the former Reading is 'Senſe ;* but 
that Pandars are more proper Companions to Bawds and Beldames 

than Painters, I believe all will allow. 
Mem, 
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- Mem Mine own Froop N 5 + af 715 
For they ſhall die. 36 238-58 ww 
Chi. How; what's this? -- 4 ein ne 
Mem, Next 101 n N 
Chi. Shall I ſpealæ louder, oY | 
Mem, A ſquare Battalia-—— | | 
Chi. You do not think of us. X 
Mem, Their Armours gilded 0 
Chi. wo __ Sir. * 

Mem round about Engines | 
Shall make Hell: ſhake; : 
Chi. Ve do not mock me. 50 + nen 

Mem. For, Sir, ff £15. 1: 10 

I will be ſtrong, 8 

= Ye may conſider, 

— ſerv d enough. | 
Mem. No Soldier you long 

That ever landed on the bleſt Elyzium 

Did or ſhall march, as I will. 

Chi. Wou'd:you wou'd:march, Sir, > 80 

Up to the King, and get us 
Mem. (16) King nor Ceſar 

Shall equal me in that World. 

Chi, What a:Devil: ails he? 

Mem. Next, the rare Peace of hal Towns Li. 
Chi. I ſpeak of Mony, Sir. 7 

Mem. Ten thouſand Coaches 

Chi. O Pounds, Sir, Pounds, /Ldobelech go, Lade 

Let Coaches run out of your Remembranc!!! 
Mem. In which the wanton Cupids, — 

Drawn with the Weſtern Winds, ee n 

And then our Poets . 

Chi. Then our Pay. 15 | 
Mem. For Chilax when che Trixzaph comes z the ePrice 

Then, for Il have a Heav'n made e 


* 


(16) Ng nor Keiſer]. Though this poſſeſſes all the former El. 
_ I can A ara ann, nor e We Spelling 


| 


P- 


De Maa: Lover. _ 


17) Chi. Bleſs your —— 1 .c477 40 
Bi. 80 1 do. Jun 5. 7308 — * 
Mem. And in it 5755 1 lu fut J. cue cc! 
Chi. Death, Sir, »11} 4 4 2 * * * 

You talk you know not what. — „ L 1113 HL 321 
Mem. Such rare Devices: 0 9 

Make me, I fay, a Heavus. * e 
i. I ſay fo too, Sir. n B 5 
Mem. For here ſhall run « Conſtellation; 
Chi. e 5 Ten 
Mem. Ha! þ 9 e 
Chi. With Wine, Sr. | 10:1: 
Mem. A Sun there in his heats hes fach a Plates. 

_ Chi, But:where?s our _y where runs that? =O 
Mem. Ha? ; 39426 JUDI 
Chi. Mony, > AS id th i 

Mony, anꝰt like ur Lordſhip.” aſe 
Mem, Why al . bil; 

The Stuff, rich 5 Treaſure; ; or ſay we've none. 
Chi. I may fa ſo-truly, i 20 

For hang me if I have a Grone Toe vd well rh ed 

1 E ſes no realen | Lak 

Mem. Thou muſt needs die, "good: Chile. Os 
Chi. Very wen, Sri: (4, 
Mem, I will have honeſt, van Soub about me, _— 

Ecarinot miſa ther. 

Chi. Die? | ni 8 
Mem. Yes, die, and Peliu, e h ITBE 

Eumenes and Polybius : — — pn iT" ce 

Of more within.theſe:two hours. * $9 
Chi. Die, Sir? „ +2262 381 bt 
Mem, I, Sir, i e — e 

And ye ſhall die. ai h 5 


. 


© 
* 
bo 


(17) Chi. Bleſs your Lordi? ifs 3 i 3 
Stand flill, Sir. 

Mem; $a. de, and in it] The Abſurdity 'of Chiles bjd- 

ding Memnen, land flill, and his antwering, 88 4do; is a. 

eee ident. „eie 
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Troth, Sir, I'm ill üer — n 


When I was drunk o'er Night; ae Wench, 


224 The: Mad Lover. 
Chi. When, L beſeork pave Llondihig #5 0 (21 
Mem. hor ming, | 
Chi. A ſhort warning, ob LQ 5 


Mem. I die my 
Beſide there's — 11 

Chi. Oh! un chu 

Mem. I pray thee tell m 
For thou art a great Dreamer. 1 

Chi. I can dream, Sir, N 244-6 145 Et 
(18) If I cat well and ſleep ill. 

Mem. Was it never, AHA 
By Dream or Apparition oper'd to _— N 

Chi. He's Mad. 

Mem. What the other World was, or Then, 
Did'ſt never travel in thy Sleep? 

Chi. To Taverns, 


> > 


2 an Elyzium for ye, a young Lad 
round about ye ke a Snake : Is Gee it! > 
if that ſtrange Zhziun that you talk of 
— ⏑1—— TA | 
And that I have had him by the Horns, and nd him mp 
He trots the Dagger out o'th* ſheath. 
Mem. Elyzium, , 
The bleſſed Fields, Man. 
Chi. I know no Fields bleſſed, bur thole I have ; 
gain'd by ; 


I have dreamt I have been in Heav'n too; .-- 


Mem. There, handle that Place; that's Ehzium, | 

Chi, Brave ſinging, and brave dentin None ; 
And rare things. "fl +0 

Mem. All fall of Flow'rs. Be. 

Chi. And Pot-herbs. 


Mem. Bow'rs for Lovers, Bis x 
And everlaſting Ages of delight. 7. d Ty 

(18) "If 7 rae well and fleep well.] Luxurious eating makes unquiet | 

Slumbers, and unquiet Slumbers create frequent Dreams, but they { 


who ſleep well dream little: I think therefore I have reſtored the | 
ras Reading, which gives new Humour as well as a new Senſe. 


. 


The Mad Lov. 
Chi. I ſlept not ſo far. van 1.4 
Mem. Meet men doe Banks iwad e afl 

Some two days hence. ol in 
Chi. In Dream, Sir? - 46 of & 
Mem, No, in Death, Sir. 1 

And there I muſter all, and pay ant Soldier oY * 

Away, no more, no more. „ . 
Chi. God keep your Lordſhip : 

This 1 18 fine er for us. 


Enter Siphax. 


Sip. Where's the General? 

Chi. There's the old fi _ Memnon, wherethe Soul is 
You may go look, as I | 

Sip, What's the — 

Chi. Why queſtion him and ſee; he talks of Devils, 
Hells, Heav'ns, Princes, Pow! rs, and e ö 
You muſt to th* Pot too. f 

Sip. How? -- 

Chi. Do you know Tis ? ATile he talk the Wild- 

Gooſe chaſe of. 

Sip. Ehyzium? I have read of fuch a Place 

Chi, Then get ye to him, 6 qd! of 
Ye are as fine Company as can be S ot 0! 


Your Worſhip's fairly met. [Exit Chilax, 

Sip. Mercy upon us, K 6 th 7 
e What ails this Gentleman? 2 a 
(19) Mem. Inciſion — | Sc 


Sip. How his Head works? 

Mem. Between two Ribs, | 
If he cut ſhort or mangle me; I I take him 
And twirl his Neck about. E 2 £19 n 

Sip. Now Gods defend us. 1 

Mem, In a pure Cup nen wich a writing 


To ſignifie 


(19) Mem. 8 As I can * no Reaſon a a Word 
ſhould ſtand here without any Idea connecling with the following Sen- 
tence, I have ſubſtituted the natural Word, which I'm confirm'd in 
by Mr. Sympſon's Concurrence in the ſame ConjeRure, - | 


Vor. III. 3 8 


1 


84 


226 The Mad Lover. 


Sip. I never knew him thus : 1956 f 
Sure he's bewitch'd, or — | | 
Mem. Who's there cool 2 
Sip. I, Sir. 4] 
r 
Sip. Yes, how your | | 
Mem. Well, God a mercy Soldier, very well 
But prithee tell m. 
Sip. Any thing I can, Sir. | 
Mem. What duſt thou do to gain the rareſt Bear 
The World has ? 
Sip. That the World has? tis worth doing. 
Mem, 1s it fo ; but what doing bears it ? 
Sip. Why, any thing ; all danger it 
Mem. Name ome of thoſe things; 
Sip. I would undertake, Sir, 
A Voyage round about the World. 
Mem. Short, Siphax. + 
A Merchant does it to ſpice Pots of Ale. 
$7p. I wou'd ſwim in Armour. 
Mem. Short ſtill ; a poor Jade ered 
Lock Sia « Snow,” and ftem it ſtrongly 
To lap a Mare. phe: WE 
Sip. The I durſt. 
Mem. Still ſhorter, 
PI cure it with an Onion. 
Sip. Surfeits. 
Mem. Short ſtill: 
They are often Phyſicks for our - Healths, and help us, 
Sid. I wou'd ſtand a Breach. | 
Mem. Thine Honour bids thee, Soldier : 
 +Tis ſhame to find a ſecond Caule. 
$7p. I durſt, Sir, 
Fight with the felleſt Monſter. | 
Mem. That's the pooreſt ; 
Man was ordain'd their Maſter ; durſt ye die, Sir? 
Sip. How? die, my Lord! 
Mem. Die, Siphax take thy Sword, 
And come by that Door to her; ST 
To buy a Julty Love at. 


to. 


*h | | 97 


The Mad Leue. 227 
85. Jam content, Sir, | ep 
To prove no Purchaſer. 
Mem. Away thou World-worm, 
Thou win a matchleſs Beauty? 
Sip. Tis to loſe't, Sir; 
For being dead, where's the Renard I reach at 
The Loved — rt 
Mem. There it begins, Fool, - j 
Thou tit monks coom's fi eh Linker eos Bits 
Are but the heats of half an hour; (20) and heated | 
Deſires ſtir'd up by Nature to encreaſe her; . of 
of one another to a Luſt z | | 
Courſe and baſe A Rocker lnkeritcas: 
And Heirs of Idleneſs and Blood; pure Love, 
That that the Soul affects, and cannot „ 
Love, Sir, 


While ſhe is loaden with our Fleſh; 
Which is the Price of Honour, dwells not here, 
Your Ladies Eyes are to that Virtue, 
That Beauty ſmiles not on a Cheek waſht over, 
Nor ſcents the ſweet of Ambers; below, Spar, 5 
Below us, in the other World Zlyzium, 
Where's no more dying, no deſpairing, mourning, 
Where all deſires are Fo deſerts down loaden, 
There Siphax, there, where Loves are ever living. 
6ip. (21) Why do we love in this World then? 
Mem. To preſerve it, 
The Maker loſt his work elſe; but mark, Siphax, 5 
What Iſſues that Love bears. 
Sip. Why Children, Sir. 
] never heard him talk thus; thus aa 
And ſenſible before. 712 : 
Mem, It does ſo, Siphax, 1 
Things like ourſelves, as ſenſual, vain, unvented 
Bubbles, and breaths of Air, got _ CT. 


(20) —— , 
D x Sympſon and I in believing bated 

to be a Corruption, though we allow it to make. good Senſe ; bea ted 
ſeems much the moſt natural Word. 


(21) Why do awe live in this — 1 * my ne 76 
here confirmed by the two old Folios: _ 


P 2 | a as 


ECG ED 


As Bliſters are, and bred, as much Corruption 
Flows from their Lives, Sorrow conceives and ſhapes em 
(22) And oftentimes the Death of thoſe we love moſt, 
The breeders bring them to the World to curſe em, 
Crying they creep amongſt us like young Cats, | 
Cares and continual Croſſes keeping with em, 4 
They make Time old to tend them, and Experience 

An Afs, they alter ſo ; they grow and goodly, 


. x end Hd Yom. 


E*er we can turn our Thoughts, like drops of Water | 
They fall into the Main, are known no more; b 
This is the love of this World; I muſt tell thee, - | 
For thou art underſtanding. Sip. What you' pleaſe, Sir, 
Mem.” And as a faithful Man, nay I dare truſt thee, ; 
I love the Princes. - Sip. There *tis, that has fir d him, 
I knew he had ſome Inſpiration, _ | [ 


But does ſne know it, Sir. | 
Mem.” Yes marry does'ſhe, 7 477 
I've given my Heart unto her. 1 wwT 
_ 6p. If ye love her. ow edict e 1667 
Mem. Nay, underſtand me, my Heart taken from me, 
Out of my Body, Man, and fo brought to her. 
How lik*ft thou that brave Offer? There's the Love f 
I told thee of; (23) and after Death the living; 
She muſt in Juſtice come Boy, ha? 
Sip. Your Heart, Sir? wi. 
Mem. Ay, by all means, Siphax. i f 
Sip. He loves Roaſt well 
That eats the Spit. 1 1 284% 
Mem, And ſince thou'rt come thus fitly, ] 
I'll do it preſently and thou ſhalt carry it, 5 
For thou canſt tell a Story, and deſcribe it. = 


(22) And oftentimes the Death of thoſe Te love. moſt. As we want 
a Verb here, I would divide the of7entimes, and read, And often times 
the Death. i. e. cauſes. ps IP Mr. Symp/on. 
I do not agree with Mr. Symp/on here, I don't know that the Verb 
to time ever lignifies to cauſe ; Beſides, I dont find the want of a 
Verb in the Sentence the Death of the Mother oftentimes conceive! 
end ſhapes the Child; or, the Child in its Birth often kills the Mother. 
(23) ——and after Death, the living ;) 1 doubt whether 4. 
in be not the true Word here, ut as both are nearly equal, as to 
Senſe, I ſhall not change the Text, +. | 
bs . £ 9 And 
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And I conjure thee, Sipbax, by thy Gentr /,, 1 
Next by the glorious Battels we have fought in, 

By all the Dangers, Wounds, Heats, Colds, Viſtreſſes, 
Thy Love next, and Obedienoe, nay th Life. 


Sip. But one thing, firſt, Sir, Fry ſhe pleas'd to grant it, 


Cou'd rm not love her here, and hve? Fonſider, 
Mem. Ha? Tes, I think I cou'd. 
Sip. Twou'd be far nearer, © 1 005 
Beſides the Sweets here wou'd: ni the laſt lose. 
And link it in. | | 
Mem. Thau ſay ſt right, but our Ranks ne » 
And Bloods are bars between us ; _ Bard t hand. too, 
As I perceive ſne does. 
Sip. Deſert and Duty 
Makes even all, Sir. 
Mem. Then the King, though 1 
Have merited as much as Man can, * not let her, 
So many Princes covetous of her Beauty; i 
I wou'd with all my Heart, but tis impoſſible. 
Sip. Why, ſay the marry after. | 
Mem. No, ſhe:dares not; 
The Gods dare not do ill; come. 
Sip. Do you mean it? FT 7 
Mem. Lend me thy Knife, Cie help n me a 
Sip. For Heav'n fake, | + | 
Be not ſo ſtupid mad, — 
Mem. Diſpatch, I ſay. wr OS 
Sip. As ye love that ye look for, dap: e's 10982. Y 
Heav'n and the bleſſed Life. ür 
Mem. Hell take thee, Coxcomb, 
Why doſt thou keep me from it? Thy Knife, I fag... 
Sp. Do but this one thing, on my Knees I beg it, 
Stay but two hours till I return again. 
For I will to her, tell her all your Merits,” 
Your moſt unvalu'd Love, and laſt your aeg; N 
If ſhe relent, then live ſtill, and live lovm ggg. 
Happy, and high in favour : if ſhe Nm eee 140 
Mem, Shall I be ſure to know it? 2 | 
Sip. As I hve, Sir, 1 0 
My quick return ſhall —_ bring ys Forrune” | 
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Or leave you to your own Fate. 


£ 230 De Mad Lover. 


Mem. Two hours? | 

FSi. Yes, Sir. | 

Aeon. „Lek be kept.—Aay, I will era it 
| [ Exeunt Mem. and Sip, 


| Bre Chilax, Fool and Bey. 


Chi. You dainty Wits 7, nnen 
To cheat him of a Dinner? 


Boy. Ten at Court, Sir, | 
Are few enough, they are as wiſe as we are. 
Chi. Hang ye, I'll eat at-any time, and any where, 
I never make that part of want, preach to me 
What ye can do, and when ye liſt  :: 
Fool. Your Patience, | 
*Tis a hard Day at Court, erat Gl 
_ Chi. So it ſeems, Sir, 
'The Fins grow out of thy Face. 
Fool. And to purc 
This day the company of one dear Cuſtard, 
' Or a Meſs of Rice ap Thomas, needs a main Wit? 
Beef we can bear be ore us lined with Brewes 
And tubs of Pork ; vociferating Veals, | 
And Tongues that ne'er told Lie yet.” 
Chi. Line thy Mouth with em. [days, 
Fool. Thou'ſt need, and great need, for theſe fumy Fi- 
The Officers Underſtandings are ſo 8 
They cannot apprehend us. 
Chi. That's great pity, 
For you deſerve it, and being apprehended | 
The whip to boot; Boy, what do you ſo near me? 
] dare not truſt your touch, Boy. 


"Enter Stremon, and his Boy. 


Bey. As I am virtuous, , 


What, Thieves amongft our ſelves ? 
Chi. Stremon. 


Stre. Lieutenant. 
Cbi, Welcome aſhore, aſhore. 


Fool, What, Monficur Mfick ? 


Sirt, 


1 3 1— — 


The ſtrangeſt General that e er 


The Mad Ta., 232 
Sire. My fine Foo. E ald A 
Bey. Fellow Crack, why what a Conſort 2530 

Are we now bleſt withal? ? n i 
Fool Fooling and fidling, , 


N and we live nge now, Boys; what new Songs, : , 
3 thouſand 


Stre. A thouſand, e 
Fool. Itching Airs n 
Alluding to the old port. :; 
Stre. Of all ſizes. lomt? 
Fool. And how does ſmall Tam Tb here 3 the Heart 

2 Bey. To do you ſervice. . 
Fool. O Tim, the Times, the Times, Tim. 
Stre. How does the General, 


And nen- um Many s Ni | 


Chi. For the General n, 
He's here, but ſuch a General | the Time eng d. Sore 
He was te dern General, and th loving, | 


The Feeder of a Soldier, and the Father, 
But now become the ſtupid'ſt. 
Sire. Why, what als he? 
Chi. Nay, if a Horſe knew, adti Hea'etig enough, 


I'll hang for't ; didſt thou &er ſee a Dog 


Run mad o ch Tooth - ach, ſuch another toy 
Is he now, ſo he glotes, and and bites. 
ao — e ul , and then he canfe hurt 


I tell _= Stremon, has a ſtirring _ 
Whatever it attempts or labours at 
Wou'd wear out twenty Bodies in another. 
Fool. Pl keep it —— Sl 
He wou'd bounce that out in TWO: 


Or any thing ye offer; ſtand thou there, ot 
Pl! how thee how he is, for I'll play Memnon 
» heardſt of, Stremon. 


Stre, My Lord. 
Chi, Go preſently and find me 
4 


232 The Mad Lover. | 
A black Horſe with a blue Tail; bid the blank Corhet 


Charge through the Sea, and ſink the Navy; 3 1 1 
Our Souls are things not to be waken'd in us I 
With larums, and loud bawlings, for in Eꝶyzium, | 

Stilneſs and Quietneſs, and Sweetnels, Sirra n,, 1 


I will have, for it much concerns mine Honour, 

(24) Such a ſtrong Preparation for my welcome 
As all the World ſhall ſay: For in the Forefront 
So many on white Unicorns, next them 


My Gentlemen, my Cavaliers and Captains, 5 | 
Ten deep and trapt with Tenter-hooks to waar eld ] 
Of all occaſions: For Friday cannot fiſhout' 


The end I aim at; tell me of Diocles, 
And what he dares do? Dare he meet me — 
Thunder in this Hand ? In his e F pe 
Fool. Yes, Sir. 2 
Chi. Fool, I would have thee fly i "hi Air; iy Fwifely 
To that place where the Sun ſets, there apo 494 BL) 
Fool. Deliver? What, Sir? | 
Chi. This Sir, this ye Slave, Sir, ba t 
Death ye rude Rogues, ye Scarabe s. 
Fool. Hold for Heav'n's ſake, Þ 
Lieutenant, ſweet Lieutenant, Chi. 1 have ins, Sir) 7 
_ by. You've wrung his Neck off, Chi. No, 7 tis 
the nature 
Of this ſtrange Paſſion when it hits, to hale People | 
Along by th' Hair, to kick em, break their Heads. 
Fool. Do ye call this Acting, was your Part to dae : 
Chi. Yes, I muſt act all that he _ Woe 
Fool. Plague act ye, Ns 11 
Pl act no more. 4 | HG 165% 
Stre. Tis but to bey Man. | 
Fool. Then Man | 
He ſhould have ſhew'd i it only, po" not x done: ir, 
I am ſure he beat me . . 
Gouts o' your 1 Fi 


. 


1 8 99 
, 7 


(24) Such 4 ftrong Repittation———] I have 71 = inſert in on 


Text a Conjecture of Mr. wg 5, As 3 * _ hit upon | the 
true Reading. | 


1 1 + % 
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Chi. I'll have thee to him, © | 1 
Thou haſt a fine Wit, fine Fool, and caſt ply d. 
_ Hell hug thee, Boy, and ſtroke thee, | 
Fool. I'll to the Stocks firſt, wi 
Eer I be ſtrok*d thus. p var 73%. 0 


Stre. But how came he, Chiles! m 360 h 


Cbi. I know not that. ; n d 1 ; 


g 1 3 * 
e * 
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Chi. He loves thee well, 


And much delights to hear thee fig 7 much taken 9 * 
He has been with thy battel Songs. n 206% 


Stre. If Muſick of} el en. 
Can find his Madneſs; Ito Fiddle him, m A 4G 
That out it ſhall by th Shoulders. * al i | 1647 

Chi. My fine Fidler, ' © 977 - ; 


He'll firk you and ye take not ieed 169: vil be rare 
ſ 


To be hie own Trade triumph over . 3 Dana 

His Lute lac'd to his Head, for creeping Lied ach 2 

For Mony there's none ſtirring. ——Try, good Stremon, 8 

Now what your Silver found can wy our ee, AL L336 

Are but vain Echoes. Dr N 
Stre. Something ſhall be done 5 35.712 


Shall make him underſtand all; let's to th' Tn * 


J have ſome few Crowns left yet: my whiſtle wet once 
I'll pipe him ſuch a (25) Paven — 
Chi. Hold thy Head u up, — W 
I'll cure it with a quart of Wine; come : Concomb, 
Come Boy take heed of Napkins. 
Fool. You'll no more acting? 
_ Chi. No more, Chicken, BRO 11/2 2000 
Fool. Go then, 1 PE l Ereuv. 


Enter Siphax at ane Door, and a Geatlomas at the otber. 


Sip, God fave you, rank P — might 1 ſee the 


Princeſs? 
Gent. Why very fly, Sir, ſhe's even now ready ö 
To walk out this way into th Park ; ſtand d N 


(25) Paven Paven i the Nane of a $paniþ Dance, | X 
| Ee 
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Ye cannot mils her ſight, Sir. ormis ovad it's 0 
Sip. I much thank ye. - [Exit Geatlemas, 
Euter Calis, Lucippe, and Cleanthe. 1 

Cal. Let's have a care, for I'll aſſure „ Wendhes, 
I wou'd not meet him willingly again z, 2 


For though 1 do not fear him, his faſhion 


I wou'd not be acquainted much with. 
Cie. Gentle Lady, 


Ye need not fear, the Walks ie | 
Bur methinks, Madam, — wy pw 14 


pov 5 c 

Cal. Wü, doſt thou look for * 

Doſt think he ſpoke in earneſt? 
Lucip. Methinks, Madam, 


Send me his Heart? What ſhould we do with'e? Dance i? | 
Lucip. Dry it and drink it for the ae. 10 

Cal. Who's that? 
What Man * Pp. 

Cle. Where ? — 

Cal. There. | | | 

Cle. A Gentleman, 

Which | beſeech your Grace to * 80 ſo re 
As know him nin your Servant's Brother; + 

Cal. Siphax ? 

Cle. The ſame an pl caſe your Grace 3 | what does he here? 
Upon what buſineſs? And I ignorant? 

Cal. He's grown a „b Gentleman: Good Sipbar 
You're welcome from the Wars, wou' d ye with us, Sir ? 
Pray ſpeak your Will : He bluſhes ; be not fearful, 
I can jog ye for your Siſter's ſake, Sir, 

There's my Hand on it. 

Cie. Do you hear, Sir? | 

Cal. Sure theſe Soldiers are all grown ſenſeleſs, 
. Do you know e Sir d 


Cal, 


= hk 


26) 
(5) Are al ul Wenches, come, his Palat's down. | 


Saints : : Confider and take time, Sir? 


a be of, Five) ant 
And hang their Heads down at a handfome Woman? 7 


Good Maſter mad that's a foul fault. 


Exeunt A 
Cle. Fie Beaſt, | 1 Gu, 
1 Brother. 


Sitter honour'd Siſter, os 3 22 
. Diſhonour'd Fool. a 4rD 
Sip. I do confeſs. 
Cle. Fie on thee. ich | 
- Sip. But ſtay till I deliver. gt 
Cle. OD [ am aſham'd to. own thee. 


Cle. Out with it, Man. EG: —_ 
Sip. O I have drunk my Miſchief, 
2 Ha? What? 8 
Sip. My Deſtruction. 
(27) In at mine Eyes I have drank it; O the nen 
The rare ſweet Priticeſs ! 
Cle. How Fool? The rare Princeſs ? | 
Was it the Princeſs'that thou ſaidſt? = 
Sip. The Princeſs. * 
Ce. Thou doſt not love her ſure, thou dar ſt not. 


(26) Are all dull Saints : —] Mr. Sympſes doubts —_— — 
ſhould not read dull Sots: But I think he has miſſed a fine 
Theſe Soldiers are like the dull Statues of Saints, they only fland 10 
in ſpeechleſs Adoration, 


(27) In all E | and I concurred ia this 
ait Seder Fogg ws 1222 po 
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Sip. Yes, KJ 
By Heav'n. b Yes, by Heav'n? Findet dn Re 
The Princeſs? *Tis thy Life the Knowledge of it, 
Preſumption that will draw into it all thy Kindred,” 
And leave em Slaves and Succourleſs. The Princef? 
Why ſhe's a ſacred thing to ſee and-worſhip, | © 
Fixt from us as the Sun is, high, and glorious 
To be ador d, not doted on; deſire things 3 4 
Thou fooliſh young Man, roman? not a 7 
Will hale thy Heart out. | 
1 Na ee _ "—” 
And w e and vil t 
If it be known. g 3—8 9) 
Cle. Purſue it not then, Siphax, © 67 
Get thee good wholſom Thoughts =_—_ nouriſh the, 
Go home and Pray, 
Sip. I cannot. 
Cle. Sleep _ Srpbay. =» 
And dream away thy Doting. 
Sip. Taba Eve her! e 181K 1 ed een: 
Or you no more your Brother; work Cleantbe, 
Work, and work f ſpeedily, or I ſhall die; Wench. 3) 
Cle. Die then, I dare forget ; 
Sip. Farewel, Siſter. 
Farewel for ever, ſee me buried. 
Cle. Stay. 
Pray ſtay: He's all my Brothers, No way, ente, | 
No other Woman? 
Sip. None, none, ſhe or nige 
Ce. Go and hope well, my Life Pl vinture * thee b 
And all my Art, a Woman may work Miracles ; 
No more, pray heartily againſt my- F ortunes, 
For much I fear a main one. 


$jp. I ſhall do it. l E 


r 


8 


* — 
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68 . Ul. SCENE Fo 


Enter a Prieſteſs of Venus, and a B. 


Pri. FE Ind him by any means; and good Child tell him 
He has forgot his old F riend, give him this, 


And ſay this Night without excuſe or buſineſs, 


As ever he may find a Friend, come to me, 
He knows the way, and how; be gone. | 


Boy. 1 Gallop. 1 [Exit By. 
Enter Cleanthe. - 2834 | 


cn. 1 have been looking you, 
Prieſt. The fair Cleanthe, | 

What may your buſineſs be? 3 
Cle. O holy Mother | 


| Such buſineſs, of ſuch ſtrange weight, now or never. 


As ye have low d me, as ye do or may do. 
When I ſhall find a fit time. | 
Prieſt. If by my means 0 * 

Your buſineſs may be fitted; ye know me, =T 
And how I am tied unto you ; be bold, Dough, , 
To build your beſt Hopes. | 
Cle. O but *tis a ſtrange one, 
Stuck with as many Dangers— _ 


Prieft. There's the working, 


Small things perform themſelves and give no Pleaſures; ; 


Be confident, through Death I'll ſerve you. 


Cle, Here. ER 
Prieft. Fie, no Corruption. Cle. Take it; (28) it is 
yours, „ e act 


And G 


Be not al *tis good Gold, Pm ſure, 


— 


ſtored the 


eſs is no Cal to th Conſcience ; 461 
(29) | 


tis yours, 

And Goodnef is no gall to th) Conſcience ;] The two Jaſt Edi- 

tions had 1055 il'd this by dropping an intermediate Line. I have re- 
ginn from the ſt Folio, only I've added two. Syllables 


. — 3 1 a COS 5. en Bs as ARES. OST _— —  —— — — 2 — —ů —— —— PC — -- — _ * AT of 
a $245. 
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Ch. Tig a man Work, and full of Fear. [Exit Cle 


the Text. 


I know ye have ways to vent it: Ye may hold it. 

Prieſt. I'll keep it for ye; when? 
Cle, To Morrow Morning 

PI viſit ye again; and when Occaſion 

Offers it ſelf — PT 
Prieſt.” Inſtru& me, and have at ye. 

Cle. Farewel till then; be ſure. 

Prieft. As your own Thoughts, 


4 


Prieſt. Fools — 
(29) Make their e ſeem fearful; farewel, Daughter, 
This Gold was well got for my old tuff Soldier, 


Now I ſhall be his ſweet again; what buſineſs 


Is this ſhe has a-foot ? Some luſty Lover 

Beyond her Line, the young Wench wou'd fain piddle, 
A little to revive her muſt be thought of, | 

*Tis e' en fo, ſhe muſt have it; but how by my means, 
A Devil, can ſhe drive it? I that wait till : 
Before the Goddeſs, giving Oracle, 

How can I profit her? *Tis her own Project, 
And if ſhe caſt it falſe, her own fault beit. [Ext 


Enter Polydore, Eumenes, Captains, and Stremon, 


Pol. Why, this is utter Madneſs. 
Zum. Thus it is, Sir. 

Pol. Only the Princeſs fight ? 

1 Capt. All we can judge at. 

Pol. This muſt be lookt to timely. 

Kum, Yes, and wilely. 

Pol. He does not offer at his Life? 
Eum. Not yet, Sir, 


That we can hear of. 1 
at the End, which were probably in the Original, to make it a com- 


pleat Verſe. Mr. Symp/or thinks that 3 ſhould be vice, but that 
2 ſpoil the Mealure entirely, and 1 underitand iced in the ſame 
Senſe. | 73 
(29) Fools only | | 
Make their effects ſeem fearful; — ] I a little doubt whether 
this ſhould not be 4fes, i. e. Deſires or Deſigns; but effets may fig- 
nify, the thing which they deſire to cd. I have not therefore diſturb'd 


Pol. 


1 


Was never Slave ſo 6 


The Mad Lover. 2439 
Pol. Noble Gentlemen, 1 | 
Let me entreat your Watches ovine" 
Ye cannot do a worthier Work. 
2 Capt. We came, Sir, (4 
Provided for that Service. 
Pol. Where is Chilax ? 
Stre. A little buſie, Sir. | 
Pol. Is the Fool and Boy here? 
Stre. They are, Sir. 


Enter Memnon. 


Pol. Let 'em be ſtill ſo; and 5 thy find his humour — 
Eum. Now ye may behold' him. 
Pol. Stand cloſe, and make no Noiſe ; 

By his Eyes now, Gentlemen, 

I gueſs him full of Anger. 
Eum. Be not ſeen there. | 
Mem. The hour's paſt long ago, he's _ and fearful; 


Cr with thy Caitive Soul, thou Cur Dog, 


Thou cold Clod, Wild-fire warm thee, monſtrous fearful, 


I know the Slave ſhakes but to think ont. 


Pol. Who's that ? 
Eum. I know not, Sir. 
Mem. But I ſhall catch ye, Raſcal, 


3 ma Soul is not immortal here, Sir, 


and we muſt meet; we mult, Magpor, . 
age for not a Nook of Hell, © 
Not the moſt horrid Pit ſhall harbour thee ; | 
The Devil's Tail ſban't hide thee, but PII have thas.' 
And how Pl uſe thee? (30) Whi and Firebrands: 
Toſting thy Tail againſt a flame of Wild-fire, 
And baſting it with Brimſtone, ſhall be nothing, 
Nothing at all; I'll teach ye to be treacherous : 


wing'd ſince Hell was Hell 

As I will ſwinge thy Slave's Soul; and be ſure on't. 
Pol. Is this Imagination, or ſome Circumſtance ? 
For tis extream ſtrange. 


(30) way kal of Firebrand: : ] The fight Emendation here 
is — by Folios, 


” 


Zum. So is all he Fan Sir... 8 
Mem. Till then ]'ll leave yes. who's there 2 Where 


the Surgeon ? 


Demagoras ? Dem. My Lord, Mem. ng weer. 
And wait you too. 


Enter Surgeon. 


Pal. What wou'd he with a Surgeon 1 
Eum. The thing is muſtring in his Head: Pray mark. 
Mem. Come hither, ha' you brought your Inſtruments ? 
Sur. They are within, Sir. 
__ . Mem. Put to the Doors a while there ; 3 ye can 1 
To a Hair's breadth Tout Defacing ? 
Sur. Yes, Sir. 


Mem. And take out fairly from the Fleſh ? 
Sur. The leaſt thing. 
Mem. Well, come hither; and take off my Double, 
For look ye, Surgeon, I muſt have ye cut | 
My Heart out here, and handſomly : Nay, ſtare not, 
Nor do not ſtart; I'll cut your Throat elſe, PIO 
Come ſwear to do it. | 
Sur. Good Sir 
Mem. Sirrah, hold him 
I'll have but one blow at his Head. 
(31) Sur. I'll do it. 2 
Dem. Why what ſhould we do living after you, Sir? 
Well die before you; if ye Plate. 
Mem. No, no. 
Sur. Living? Han bring. 
Is there neꝰ er a Cat- hole where I may creep through . 
ou'd I were in the Indie U 4 
em. Swear then, and after my Death preſently. - 
To kill yourſelves and follow, as ye are honeſt, 
| rt hos e Faiths, and IVES to me. 


| (31) Sur. Dll ghee. 
| Why what 2% ave do living at you, Sir 721 The hes 
| part of this Sentence ſeems proper to one of the Officers of Memon, 
not to the Surgeon, and accordingly we find Memnon ap lies to — 
| to ſwear that they'd immediately kill themſelves and follow him, I 

| | hare therefore reſtored it to Demagoras. 


Den. 


I 


The. Mad Tete . 
Dem. We'll do it. 8 | 
Eum. Pray do oe frye, we ar near exgugh 


| To run between all 


Men. Here I am, 1 


Come, look upon me, view the beſt » way 


Fear nothing, but cut home; if your Hs ſhake, Sirah, 


Or any way deface my Heart ith? cu 


Make the leaſt ſcratch upon it; but draw. it ao 
Excellent fair, ſhewing at all Points, Surgeon, / 
The Honour and the Valour of the Owner, 

Mixt with. the moſt immaculate Love I ſend i 17 
Look to't, I'll ſlice thee to the Soul, 

Sur. Nel er fear, Sir, he. 
I do it daintily. Wou'd I were out once. 

Mem, I will not have ye ſmile, Sirrah, _ ye doi it, 
As though ye cut a Lady's Corn; tis ſcurvy: 
Do me it as thou doſt thy Pray' rs, e 

Sur. I'll do it in a dump, Sir. 

Mem. In a Dog, Sir. 
I'll have no Dumps, nor Dumplins; fetch your Tools, 
And then I'II tell ye more. | 

Sur, If I return 


To hear more, I'll be hang'd for't . 


Mem. Quick, quick. 


Dem. Yes, Sir. 
With all the Heels we have. 
[Exeunt owe an Demagoras, 
Eum, Yet ſtand. 


Pol. He'll do it. 

Eum. He cannot, and we here, 
2 Why * ye 2 7 | 8 

e dull Slaves: Will ye come, Sir? Surgeon, Syringe, 
Dog-leach, ſhall I come fetch ye? 

Pol. Now Ill to him. 


| God fave ye, honour'd Brother. 


Mem. My dear Polydore, 
Welcome from Travel, welcome; and how do ye? 


Pol. Well, Sir; wou'd you were ſo. 
Mem. I am, I thank ye. 


You are a better d Man much, I the ſame ſtil, © 
V ol. III. . An 


An old rude Soldier, Sr. 93 
Pol. Fray be plain, Brothel, YET 
And tell me but the meaning of his Viſion,” 
For to me it appears no more: So far 1 
From common Courſe and Reaſon; © . 
"Mem; Phatik thee, Fortune, 
At length I've found the Man, the Man my 0 ir 
The Man in Honour bound. Pol. To do what? Mem. Hark, 


For I will bleſs ye with the Circumſtance 


Of that weak Shadow that appear d. 9 
Pol. Speak on, Sir. COL ADELE IE 
Mem. It is no Story, for all Ears. [Walks with hin. 
Pol. The Princeſs? „ 
Mem. Peace, and hear all. 3 1 biſpers, 
in | 
Eum, Sure *tis dungeons, he ſtarts ſo at it. 
Pol. Your Heart? Do you know, Sir? 
Mem. Yes, pray thee be ſofter. 
Pol. Me to do it? 
Mmm. Only reſerv'd, and dedicated. 
Pol. For ſhame, Brother, 
Know what ye are, a Man. | 
Mem. None of your Athens, a 
Good ſweet Sir, no Philoſophy, thou feebit not 
The honourable end, Fool. "IF 
Pol. I'm ſure I feel | long? 
The ſhame and ſcorn that follows: (32) have ye ſerv d thus 


The glory of your Country, in your Conqueſts? 


The envy of your Neighbours, in your Virtues ? 
RuPd Armies of your own, giv'n Laws to Nations, 
Belov'd and fear'd as far as Fame has travelPa, 
CalPd the moſt fortunate and happy Memnon, 


To loſe all here at home, poorly to loſe it? 
Poorly, and pettiſhly, ridiculouſly 


To fling away your Fortune? Where's your Widom! 


6 2) N ye ſerv 'd thus lon | 
ory of your Country 3 Conqueſt ? ] The Omiſſion 


of a Note 3 5 interrogation at the End of the firſt Line had greatly 


flattened the Poetry of this Paſſage 3 inſtead of calling Memnon, ” 
Glory of his Country, it had baſp made him, ' /erwe ! 6 Glory of his 


Count TY. | 
| „ Where $ 


wh 


| Where's that ee others mY —— | 
| 
| 


243 


Do's your Rule laſtly nene err 22181 HT 

Fie Brother, A find! 2 7 

How are ye faln? Get up into your Hionotr,) . 

The top branch of your Bravery, and from TRY 1 

L_ and behold how little Mæmnom ſeems now. 

em. Hum ! ' Tis well {pokth 3. due ee chouthinl 

1 Scholar, U 

The Tongues of Angels from my babies UA 


Ih end I aim at, could turn me? No, they cannot, 


This is no Book-caſe, Brother; will ye * * 5 


Uſe no more Art, I am reſoly'd. r Firs nA 
Paal. Ye may, Sir, OO 
Command me to do any-thing that's honeſt, 1 3uT - 


And for your noble end: But this, it carries * 
Mem. Ye ſhall not be ſo honour'd; live an — 

And learn to ſpell for Profit: Go, go ſtudy. 
Eum. Ye. muſt not hold him up ſo, he is deen. 


Mem. Get thee to School again, (34) and lk of 
Turnips, - | 


And find the! Du _ 7 a Bog 


Turns thrice about e'er he lies down: There's tradi 


Pol. Come, I will doit now; tis brave, 1 bid it, 
And now allow the Reaſon.” .. 


Mem. O do you ſo, Sir? _ (22 igt 763 : 
Do you find t currant?!:t: EY 
Pol. Yes, yes, excellent. 
Mem. L rg 3 | Wk 
(33) * 5 ink; young - And | A I 


The Tongues of Angels from my Happineſs + | 
Cou'd — the end I aim at? ] Mr. Symp/on rn this an 


indiſſoluble Difficulty. I think the Meaning intended is eaſy to be 


ſeen, and by a ſmall tranſpoſition (which does indeed a little roughen 
the Metre) it will be quite clear. 


(34) ——end talk of Turnips, ] Why 'Turnips ſhould be a Subject 
for Scholars to talk of, more than any one thing in the World beſide, 
I can't ſee. I believe it a Corruption, but cannot eafily gueſs what 
could have been the Original. The only Conjecture I have is Turn- 
14 which is as low a Subject in the Science of Mechaniſm, as the 
eaſon of a Dog's os om thrice i is in n Part of natural | 


Philoſophy. . 


— a oe Nr ir « 


| 1 eee b 
The rareſt way to find the Truth out; hack yo 
Ye ſhall be rul'd by m 
Mem. It will be : 1 2 / | 
Pol. I reach it, 140 0 75 
If the worſt fall, have a th worſt we well both go. W 
But two Days, and *tis-thus. 
Mem. Ha? *Twill do well 6. . 
Pol. Then is't not excellent, do ye conceive it? 
Mem. T will work for certain. 
Pol. O *twill tickle her, . 
And you ſhall know then by a Line. 
Mem. I like it, 
But let me not be fool'd again. 
Pol. Doubt nothing, 


Lou do me wrong then, get ye in there private 
(35) As I have taught ye. 


Mem. Baſta, work. wo Exit Memnon. 


Pol. J will do. 


Eum. Have ye find the Cauſe? 
Pol. Yes, and the ſtrangeſt, Gentlemen, 
-That-c'er I heard of, anon Ill tell ye: — 

Be you ſtill near him to affect his Fancy, 

And keep his Thoughts off: Let the Fool and Boy 
Stay him, they may do ſome pleaſure too. Eumenes, 
What if he had a Wench, a handſome Whore brought, 


Rarely dreſt up, and taught to ſtate it ? 
3 Well Sir. 


Pal. His Cauſe is meerly Heat: And made believe 
It were the Princeſs mad for him: 
Eun, I think 
T were not amiſs. 
I Capt. And let him kiſs her. | | 
Pol. What elſe? 
2 Capt. I'll be his Bawd an't 1 you, Young and 
: Wholelome 


(35) 4: J hood taught ye. Paſta. 


Mem. Work. J. Bafa, in Italian cit, or it's 7 N 
ſrom whence our Sailors Term Avaſt. But 12 given the Word 


o Memngy, and not to — — 


vm 


| God-a-mercy want, ye never care for me 5 75g 


OO A — — 


. vren t 


The Mad. Cover. . i 
I can aſſure ye he ſhall have. Tk. | 
Eum. Tn If him. cy 
Pol. He ſhall, I hope LENS nia 
II tell you how his 4 ſtands, and my Project, 
In which you may be · Mourners; but oy all Een 
Stir not you from him, Stremon. A 
Stre. On our Lives, Sir. "i 


Enter Prieſteſs, and Chilax, ert VE 
Prieſt. Oyou're a precious Man? Two 115 in Town , 


And never ſee your old Friend? 


Chi. Prithee pardon me. OS: 

Prieft. And in my Conſcience, if T had not PE 1 

Chi. No more, I wou'd ha come z I muſt, - . 

Prieſt. I find ye, . 

But when your Slops are emf ter. 
Cbi. Ne er fear that, Wen en; . 

Shall find good current Coin ſtill; Is this the old Houſe? | 
Prieſt, Have ye forgot it?? | 
_ Chi. And the Door N „ J 

That goes into the Temple? 2 t p 503 n 81 
Prieſt. Still. ae is Dx vie att 
Chi. The Robes too, 

That I was whne to Hit ha here'P'® 3 
Prieſt. All here ſtill. , 
Chi, O ye tuff Rogue, what Troubles have 1 wrd 

through ? 

W hat fears and frights ? Every ic Mouſe a Monſter 

That I heard ſtir, and every Stic trod on 

A ſharp Sting to my Conſcience. 5 
Prieſt. Las poor Conſcience. 4 ANY 
Chi. And all to liquor thy old Boots, Wenoh, - | 
Prieſt. Out Beaſt ; dog, talk? 1 Rt l 
Chi. I am old, Wench, ef iK 

And talking to an old Man is ikea Stomacher, 

It keeps his Blood warm. | 
* But pray tell me? n 


thing. 3 1 ? 
* * did the Boy an ye ? At a Wench 


Qz 


ThsMad" Pio" 


At one 9 of a ae a dee, fire? FLEE) | 
Chi, Thou know'ſt I am too honeſt. l n 
Fre That's your Fault, 
And that the Surgeon knows. 
Chi. Fhen farewel, a & wird 
I will not fail ye ſoon. Magn K NN 
Piet. Ve ſhall ſtay Supper; 0 £1". 
L have ſworn ye ſhall, by this ye ſhall. - 
Chi. I will, Wench ;. | 
But after Supper for an Hour, my buſineſs — 
Prieſt. And but an Hour ? : 
Chi, No. by this Kiſs, that ended 
I will return, and all Night in thine Arms, 5 
Prieſt. No more, I take your meaning; come, *tis Sup- 
per time. [ Exennt. 
Enter Calis, 'Chanthe, and Lucippe. 
Cal. Thou art not well. 
Cle. Your Grace ſees more a gent deal 
Than I feel. (Yet I lie) O Norbegtel 
Cal. Mark her,, | 
Is not the quickneſs of her Eye conduc Wench 35 
The lively red and white ? 
Lucip. Nay, 8 ee alter d. 
That on my unde ing, all her Sleeps, 
Which — as ſound and Heer. : = 
Cie. Pray do. not force me, „ i | 
Good Madam, where I am not, to be ill; | 
Conceit's a double Sickneſs 5 on my. Eaith your Highneſs 
Is meer miſtaken in me. 


[4 Dead Mengk Akin of Drum and lat. 
Cal. I am glad on' t. 


Fet this I've ever noted, when thoy waſt Grad 

It ſtill forerun ſome ſtrange Event: My Siſter | \ 
Died when thou waſt thus laſt : Hark, hark, ho, 
What mournful Noiſe is this comes cteeping forward? ot 
Still it grows nearer, nearer, do ye hear it? 


Enter Polydor, and Captains, Eumenes Mourning. 


Tucip. It ſeems ſome Soldier's une e, it enters, 
Cu — by cl . . : 


Pol. 


De Mad Tover. 1 247 
Pol. The Gods keep ye, fair Calis. 
Cal. This Man can fpeak, and, wel; be ande and 


views us; 
Wou'd J were ne' er worſe locked upon: How humbly 
His Eyes are caſt now to the Earth]! Pray mark him, 
And mark how rarely he has rankt his Troubles 
| See now he weeps; they all weep z a ſweeter Sorrow - + | 
I never look' d u N nor one that braver * | | 
Became his Grief, Your Will wich n 
Pol. Great Lady, —— . 8 cul the 07. 
Excellent Beauty. N 
Cal. He ſpeaks ade > eee 
What a rare Rhetorician his Grief plays! 
That Stop was admirable. 


Pol. See, ſce thou Princeſs, * 
Thou great Commander of all Hearts. 

Cal. 1 have found it, oh how my Soul ſhakes? 

Pol. See, ſee che noble Heart x 


Of him that wis the nobleſt : See, and glory. 
(Like the proud God himſelf) in what thouꝰſt barbere. - 
Behold the Heart of Memon : Does it ſtart ye? 
Cal. Good Gods, what has his wildnch Hoh? 2. 
Pol. Look boldly, 
You boldly-faid you durſt; dell, chretchec For 
Nay fly not back, fair Folly, tis too late now, 
Virtue and blooming Honout bleed to Death here, PEE 
Take it, the Legacy of Love bequearh'd yo. Sac 4 
Of cruel Love, a cruel Legae; i TR 
What was the will that wrought it then? Can ye N 
Imbalm it in your trueſt Tears, (if Women 
Can weep Truth, or ever Sorrow ſunk yet hs I 8 
Into the Soul of your Sex;) *tis a Jewel > l | 
The World's worth cannot weigh down, take it, Lady; 5 
And with it all (I dare notcurſe) my Sano y3s.. Try | 
And may they turn to Serpents, - ES SS | 
Eum. How ſhe looks” *- © HAS £7 186+ Ag | 
Still upon him ! See, now a Tear ſteals from "i; a 
2 Capt, But ſtill ſhe Key 5 her” Eye DA Rn 
' Pol. Next read this: 5 1 Ja ng” 1 
But ſince I ſee your Spirit ſomewhat Hoodie” =. _—_— 
GIS 11 | 


— —CO 


— — wp carne ens 


The Mad Lover. 


1'll do it for ve. | 
. 12 Sal the eyes him mainly,” 


Pol. Go, happy Heart, for thou Gall lie 
"IU Bomb d in ber for whom TG 5 5 
Example of her Cruelty. 


Tell her, if ſhe chance to chide 
Me for ſlowneſs, in her Pride, 
That it was for her I ch d. | 


Fa Tear eſcape ber Eye, 
"Tis not for my Memory, 
But thy Rites of Obſequy. 


| The Altar was my loving Breaſt, 
My Heart the Rertfces Beaſt, 
And I was my ſelf the Prieſt. 


Your Body was the ſacred Shrine, 
Tour cruel Mind the Power Divine, 
 Phas'd with Hearts of Men, not K. ine. 


Eum. Now it pours down. | 
Pol. J like it rarely: Lady. 


Eum. How greedily ſhe ſwallows up his LG: 


2 Capt. Her Eye inhabits on him, 
Pol. Cruel Lady, . 
Great as your Beauty ſcornful ; had your Pow! 1 
But equal poiſe on all Hearts, all Hearts periſh'd ; 
But Cupid Yo more Shafts than one, more Flames too, 
And now he muſt be open-ey*d, tis Juſtice : | 
Live to enjoy your longing ; live and laugh at 
The Loſſes and the Miſeries we ſuffer ; 
Live to be ſpoken when your Cruelty R 
Has cut off all the Virtue from this Kingdom, | 
(36) Tum'd Honour into Earth, and faithful Service 
Cal. I ſwear his Anger's excellent, 


(26) Turn'd Honour into Earth, and faithful Service.] Every 


Reader nad ſee the e e of — the Period end here. 


Pol. 


wI A C EN dad dd 


— 
VI 


pA — 


70 and 1 therefore probably have been the true one. 


— 
De Mad Lover 


Pal Truth, and moſt try*d N 5 192 
(37) Into Diſdain and Downfall. 4 zen 
Cal. Still more pleaſing. 

Pal. Live then, I fay, famous for vil N | 
Live and lay out your Triumphs, gild your Clones, f 
Live and be ſpoꝶ en — this is s the, this ng 57 3 
This goodly Lady, yet moſt killing Beauty, 

This with the two-edg'd Eyes, the Heart 25 4 hardnef 
Outdoing Rocks and Coldneſs, Rocks of Cryſtal.. 

This with the ſwelling Soul, more coy of Courtſhip 

Than the proud Sea is when the Shores embrace him 3 
Live till the Mothers find ye, read your Story, 

And ſow their barren Curſes on your Beau 

Till thoſe that have enjoy*d their Loves de piſe ye, 8 
Till Virgins pray againſt ye: (38) Old Age * * 8 
And ev'n as waſted Coals glow in their dy 1 
80 may the Gods reward ye in your Aſhes. 


3 892 - 
af . 
. 


But yare the Siſter of my King; more Prophecies 


Elſe I ſhould utter of ye, true Loves and Loyal 
Bleſs themſelves ever from ye. So ] leave e. 
Cal. Prithee be angry ſtill, young Man: Good fair Sir, 
Chide me again. What wou. d this Man do pleas' d, i 
That in his Paſſion can bewitch Souls? 3 68 
Eum. Upon my Life ſhe loves him. 
Cal. Pray ſtay. Pol. No. n it 
Cal. I do command ye. N 
Pol. No, ye cannot, Lady, 
[ bee. a ſpell 15 ainſt ye, Faith and 8 e 
Ye are too weak to reach me: I have a Heart too. 
But not for Hawks Meat, Lady. 


67 Into Diſdain and Downfall. JH Mr. Sympſen wobld. — 
Into Deſpair, but I ſee no Reaſon for a Change, 


(33) — 074 Age find ye,] He had a little before. ſaid, Live: T7 "Rs 
the Mothers find ye, i. e. know and are acquainted i h your Cha- 
rattzr, But here, Old Age find ye, if it be genuine, muſt ſignify, May 
old Age overtake you, and then may your Abe be kindled into un- " 
availing Flames of Love. It is very unuſual in one Sentence to uſe 
the lame Expreſſion in two ſuch very different Senſes, although ic will 


bear bath, I think it therefore corrupt, and have ventured to change 


it for a Word that adds, I think, much Spirit and Strength to . 


C *. 


f 
250 The Mad. Lour: 

Cal. Even for Charity: | | 5 
Leave me not thus afflicted: 0 can e ig 
Pol. How can you preach that Charity to other: 
That in your on Soul are an Atheiſt, FAT 
Believing neither Pow'r nor Fear? 1 crouble ye, . 
The Gods be good unto ve. 


Cal. Amen, 5. fog: N [Se Soom, 

| Lucid, Lady. 

Cle. OS Madam! Gendemen, for 12 n ale! 

| come bat 

Pol. IVE her freſh Air, ſhe, comes again: a ak 

And here ſtand eloſe till we perceive the. working. 
Eum. Ye have gngone al. = fs et 
Pol. $01 fear. F aan 


2 Capt. She loves ye. 
Eum. And then all Hope's loſt this way. 
Pol. Peace, ſhe riſes. 8 vat 
Cle. Now for my purpoſe, Fortune. ys 
Cal. Where's the Gentleman? . ns 
Lucip. Gone, Madawm. 
Cual. Why gone? „ 
Lucip. H' as diſpatch'd his 31 
(39) * He — to ſpeak with: me, | 
| Lucip. He did. IF an 
Cal. He did not. | 7 N 4 * 
For I had many Queſtions. ++ | +; = 
Lucip. On my Faith, Madam, "5 
He talk'd a great while to JE! 51 
Cal, Thou conceiv'ſt not, + 
He talk*d not as he ſhou'd do; O my Heart. on 256 
Away with that ſad Sight; Didit thou &er r love n me E 


. (39) Cal. . came to 5 ee with me, 


He di 
| Cle. He did ner. | 
Cal. For I had many 2ueftions.] pon * that the 
Princef contradicts both herſelt as well 2 as her Mr. Sh ſo ridiculouſly, 


that ſhe is grown Childiſh of a ſudden; but he happened not — = 


ſerve that this Abſurdity is entirely owing to the Miſtakes, of 
"Preſs, Where the Ban is very ſhort, nothing is ſo common w 
10 miſplace the Speakers: This is I believe the fifth time it has al- 


rey — in this Play only, and which I hope | have Ta 
i ici 


Cal. "if thou did 


The Mad Lover. 
2 1 RR e chat Queſtion? - 


* 


Run, run Wench, run; Nay ſee how thou fert. - 
Lucip. Whither ? bi e 2 
Cal. If twere for any thing to pleaſe thy ell | 1 

Thou wouꝰ dſt run to th” Devil: But 1 am grown == 
Oe. Fie, Lady. ES; 
Cal. 1 ask none of your Fortunes nor your Loves, 

None of your bent Defires I ſlack, ye are not 

In love with all Men, are ye? one for ame 

You'll leave your honour'd Miſtreſs? why do ye flare TH 

What is it that ye ſee about me, tell me? 


Lord what am I become? I am not wild, fure, n fl 
Heav'n keep that from me: O Cleanthe help ime, WAY. 
Or I am ſunk to Death. | 


Cle. Ye have offended, | a 
And mightily ; Love is incenſt „% IT 2 
And therefore take my Counſel; to the Temple, VEE 1 
For that's the ſpeedieſt Phyſick :. Before the Goddels 
Give your repentant Prayers: Ask her Will, © 
And from the Oracle attend your Sentence, l 8 


She's mild and merciful. 1 e ö 
Cal. 1 will: O Venus 5 n 5 5 
Even as thou lov'ſt thy felf ! ; 


Cle. Now for my Fortune, ¶ Exeumt Calis and Wii, _ 
Pol. What ſhall J do? FFF 1 
1 Capt. Why make your ſelf. ear bs cat” 
Pol. I dare not, my 
No, Gentlemen, I dare not be a Villain, 
Though her bright Beauty wou'd entice an Angel. | 
[ will to th? King, my laſt hope. Get him a, Woman, I; 
As we before concluded ; 42 as ye pals. 195 A 
Give out the Spartans are in Arms; and terrible; 1 ; 
And let ſome Letters to that end be feign'd too 


And ſent to you, ſome Poſts too to the U | .* 
And let me work : Be near him ſtill. SED 


14 1 5913. 1 | | 
Eum, We will, Sir. 8 bi 


Pol. Farewel : And pra for all. Wh e 5 er 15illy 
Do it, and hope a fair we 


ot 2 


Cum The Gods ſpeed ye. Eten. 
3 


Enter 3 Fool, Bay, and Servants. 


Serv. He lies quiet. | 
Strem. Let him lie, and as I cold ye 7 
Make ready for this Shew : H'as divers times 
Been calling upon Orpheus to appear 
And ſhew the 30 Now I will be chat Orpheus, 
And as I play and ſing, like Beaſts and Trees 
I'd have you hap'd 9 and enter: Thou a Dog, Fool, 
I have ſent about your Sutes : The Boy a * 
An Aſs you, you a Lion, 
Fool. Ia Dog? | 
I'll fit you for a Dog. Bow wow. 
Strem. Tis excellent, 
Steal in and make no noiſe. 
Fool. Bow wow. 
Strem. Away Rogue. [Exeus. 


Enter Priefieſs, and Chilax. 


Prieſt, Good ſweet Friend be not long. 
Chi, Thou think'ſt each Hour ten 
Till I be ferreting. 
Prieft. You know I love ye. 
Chi. will not be above an Hour; let thy Robe be ready 


And the Door be kept. 
[Cleanthe knocks within 


Prieſt. Who knocks there? 
Yet more buſineſs ? 


Enter Cleanthe. 


Chi. Have ye more Penſioners? the Princeſs Woman 
Nay then I'll ſta a little ; what Game's a-foot now ? 
255 Now 1s the time. 
Chi. A rank Bawd by this Hand too, 
She grinds o both ſides: Hey Boys. 
Prieft. How, Foun Brother Stphax T5 
Loves he the Princeſs ? - 
Cl. Deadly, and you know 
He is a Gentleman deſcended nobly. 
(a But * Knave as ever pilt, 
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Here's more Gold, and ſome Jewels: 


The Mad- 
Cl. Hold Mother, . © 81 0 = 


(40) Chi. Here's more wren 
I'm 7 I came to th' hearing. 7 

Prieft. Alas, Daughter _ 

What would ye have me'do? 

| Chi. Hold off, ye old Whore 
There's: more Gold coming ; all's mine, all. 

Cle. Do ye ſhrink now? © © 
Did ye not promiſe faithfully, _ rold me A 
Through any Danger?! 2 2 

' Prieſt. Any I can wade through. * 

Cle. Ve ſhall and eaſily, the Sin not ſeen ander 
Here's for a better Stole, and a new Vail, Mother: 25 
(41) Come, ye ſnall be my Friend; if all hit, 5 K 

Chi. Hang me. 7 2! 

Cle. PII make ye richer than the Goddeſs. 

Prięſt. Say then, 

I'm yours, wha muſt I do ? 
Cle. Pth* Morning, 
But very early, will the Princeſs viſit | 
The Temple of the Goddeſs, being troubled 
With ſtrange things that diſtract her: From the Oracle 
(Being ſtrongly too in love) ſhe will demand 
The Goddeſs Pleaſure, and a Man to cure her. 
That Oracle you give : Deſcribe my Brother, 
You . him e 


(40) Chi. Here's villas J The old Folio reads, Here's no Villany, 
but that is falſe in fact. My Reading both compleats the Senſe and 
tae Antitheſis to the foregoing Sentence. = Mr. Symp/ſon. 


(41) Go ye Hall be my Friend: 
If all hit, hang me, 


I t . ye richer than the Goddeſs. 3 Here again the 


Speakers are ſtrangely jumbled, and it is the only Place in the Play 


where all the Editions don t blindly follow one another in the ſame- 


ſilſe Track. In this the firſt Folio reads, 


Come, ye ſhall be my Friend; if all hit, 
Chi. Hang me, | 
7 1] make you richer than the Goddeſs. 
The two following Editions endeavouring to correct the Miſtake only 
made it greater, Mr, Symp/on too ſaw the Miſtake in the laſt E 77 
| Niet. 


-2 54 The, Mad Louer. 
Prieſt. 1 have ſeen him ofte. beit 
Cle. And charge her take the next Man the dad 

When ſhe comes out: Lou n me. AT 05 
P reeft. Well. Fertile” | 
Cle.” Which ſhall be he attending z kli il, 

And eaſily without ſuſpicion ended, | 

(42) Nor none dare diſobey, tis Hevn that does it, 

And who dares croſs it then, or once beer ey it? 

The Venture is moſt eaſie. | 
Prieſt. I will do it. 

Cle. As ye ſhall proſper ?- 
Prieſt. As I ſhall proſper. 
Cle. Take this too, and farewel ; * Grſt hi kither 
Chi. What a young Whore's this to betray her Miſtreſs! 
A thouſand Cuckolds ſhall that Husband be 
That marnes thee, thou art ſo miſchievous. 
I' put a Spoak among your Wheels, 5 
Cle. Be conſtant. | VEC 
Prieſt. *Tis done. 
Chi. VII do no more at RG ſhot then. [Exit Chila. 
17 45 F ne e t e "rag and Cleanthe, 


* r * 4 „— 


1 b. * * , »ü—ĩ— 


Enter a Servant, and Stremon at the Door. 


Serv. TE ſtirs, he ſtirs, 
2 Strem. Let him, I'm ready for him, 
He ſhall not this Day periſh, if his Paſſions | 
"7 be but fed with Muſick ; are they ready : + 


Enter Memnon. 


Serv. All, all : See where he comes. | 
Strem. I'll be ſtraight for him. Exit Stremol. 


(42) Nor none dare d ifobey,——] The Uſe of two Negatives in 
this manner (which we now eſteem very incorrect) is ſo common 1 
Spenſer, Shakeſpear, and our Authors, that it cannot be looked on 
an Error of the Preſs, although Shake/pear n mentions the N Rul 
or two Negatives making an Alrinative, Ev 


UNnM 


mg — — Ao — — th Tt), = — = 4 


with 


ler. 


rels! 


Here-are the Captains : 


The: Mau Lover. 


1 - 5 
Enter Eumenes, and Captains, © CY 
Serv. How fad he looks and ſullen! 


Stand 

My Fear's paſt = 4 = 
Mem. Put caſe Y'th* other World | 

She do not love me neither? Pm old tis certain, | 
Eum. His Spirit is a little quieter, 
Mem. My Blood loſt, and Limbs ſtiff; my Ernbeabh, 

Like the cold ſtubborn Barks wor. and heatleſs, 

My Words worſe: My Fame only and Atchievements, 

Which are my Strength, my Blood, my Youth, Wy | 

" Faſhion, * - 

Muſt woo her, win her, wed her; chat $ but Wind, 

And Women are not brought to Bed with Shadows : ; 1 

do her wrong, much wrong; ſhne's young and bleſſed, 

Sweet as the Spring, and as his Bloſſoms tender, 

And I a nipping'North-wind, my Head hung 

With Hails, and froſty Iſicles: Are the Souls ſo oy 

When they depart hence, lame and old, and loveleſs 

No ſure, tis ever Youth there; Time. and Death _ 

Follow our Fleſh no more : And that forc'd VE 

That Spirits have no Sexes, I believe not. 


Enter Stremon, like Orpheus. : 
There muſt be Love, there is Love: What art thou? ? 


S ON G. 


Strem. Orpheus I am, come from the Deeps below, 
To thee, fond Man,'the Plagues of Love to 8 
To the fair Fields where Loves Eternal dwell | 
There's none that come, but firſt they paſs bag Hell: 
Hark, and beware, unleſs thou haſt lov'd ever | 
Belo d again, thon ſbalt.ſce thoſe Joys never. 


— 


Hark how they groan that dy d deſpairing,. 
O take beed then: 

Hark how they howl'for ve Ane. 
All theſe were Men. 


256 The Mad Lover. 


T hey that be Fools, and dye for Ene, 2 
boſe their Name; * 
And they that bleed _ © = + 
Hark Thou they ſpeed. { e- 


Now in cold Froſts, now N Fires 
They fit, and curſe their loſt Dees es : ; 

Nor Fal theſe Souls be free from Pains and Fears, 
Till Women waft them. over in their Tears. 


Mem. (43) How ſhould he know 7 A is de- 


ny'd me? 

Or which of all the Devils dare? 
Eum. This Song . 
Was rarely form'd to fit him. 


8 ON G. 


Orph. Charon, O Charon, 
Thou Vafter of the Souls to Bliſs or Bane. , 
Cha. ho calls the Ferryman of Hell ? 
. Orph. Come near, 
And ſay who lives in Foy, and who in Fear. © 
Cha. Thoſe that die well, eternal Foy ſhall follow ;; 
Thoſe that die ill, their own foul Fate ſhall ſwallow, 
Orph. Shall thy black Bark thoſe guilty Spirits my 
That kill themſelves for Love ? 
Cha. O no, no, no, 
My Gordage cracks when ſuch great Sins are near, 
No Wind blows fair, nor I my ſelf can ſteer. 
Orph. What Lovers paſs and in Elyzium reign ? 
Cha. Thoſe gentle Loves that are belowd again. 
Orph. This Soldier loves, and fain would die to win; 
Shall he go on? ; 
Cha. No, *tis too foul a Sim. 
He muſt not come aboard; ] dare not row ; 
Storms of Deſpair and guilty Blood will blow. 
Orph. Shall Time releaſe him, ſay ? 
Cha. No, no, no, no. 


(43) How Huld 1 * Corredte! by Mr. i 


Nor 


. 


„ „„ Ss} 


CO OOK>SArprHMHLI LI» JI 


th 


No 


Nor Time nor Death can » alter us, nor Proyr i | 

(44) My Boat is Deſtiny's, and who then dare 

But thoſe appointed come aboard? Live ſtill, 

And Love Fade Mortal, > Will. NG 
Orph. And when thy Miſtreſs ſhall cloſe up thine Eyes, 
Cha. Then come aboard and pass; = 
Orph. Till when be wiſe. 


Cha. Till when be wiſe, 


Eum. How ſtill he fits : I hope this Song has ſettled him, 


1 Capt. He bites his Lip and rowles his fiery Eyes, yet 
I fear for all this : n OAT 


2 Capt. Stremon, ſtill apply to him. 
Strem. Give more room, ſweetly ſtrike, divinely 
Such Strains as old Earth moves at. | 
(45) Orph.O'th* Pow'r I have both over Beaſt and Plant, 
Thou Man alone feel'ſt miſerable want. [ Mufick, 
Strike you rare Spirits that attend my. Will, 
And loſe your ſavage wildneſs by my Skill. 


Enter a Mast of Beaſts. 


This Lion was a Man of War that dy d. 
As thou wou'dſt do, to gild his Lady's Pride: 
This Dog a Fool that hung himſelf for Love: 
This Ape, with daily hugging of a Glove, 
Forgot to eat and died. This goodly Tree, 
An Uſher that ſtill grew before his Lady, 
Wither'd 2 Root. This, Jor he cowl not woo, 
A grumbling Lawyer: T *d Bird a Page, 
Tr r he . Age. oh 
Still theſe lie howling on the Stygian Shore, 
O love no more, O Mortal, love no more. 
| {Exit Memnoti. 
Eum. He ſteals off ſilently, as though he'd ſleep," © 


(44) My Baat is Defim—] Mr. Sympſon has, I believe, reſtored 
the Original here. 
(45) Orph. The Pow'r I have both over 2 and Plant, 
Thou Mas alone feel fl miſerable want. . This appeared quite 
unintelligible to Mr. Sapſen. I think there is nothing but an of 
wanting to make it clear; which I have therefore added. 


Vol. III. R No 


238 The Mad Lover. 


No more, but all be near him, feed his Fancy 


Good Stremon ſtill; this may lock up his Folly. 


Yet Heav'n knows 1 much fear him. Away ſoftly. 
reds Captains, 
Fool. Did I not do moſt doggedly i 4 
Stre. Moſt rarely. 
Fool. He's a brave Man, when ſhall we dog again? 
Boy. Untye me firſt for God's ſake. 
Foal Help the Boy ; 
He's in a Wood poor Child : Good hony Stremon 
Let's have a Bear-baiting ; ye ſhall ſee me play 
The rareſt for a ſingle Dog: At head all; 
And if I do not win immortal Glory, 
Play Dog play Devil. 
Stre, Peace for this time. 
Fool, Prithee 
Let's ſing him a black Santis, then let's all how! 
In our own beaſtly Voices; Tree keep your time, 


 Untye there; bow, wow, wow. 


Sire. Away ye Als, away. 
Fool, Why, let us do ſomething 
To fatisfie the Gentleman, he's mad; 
A Gentleman-like humour, and in faſhion, 
Ard muſt have Men as =o about him. 
Stre. Peace, | 
And come in quickly, *tis ten to one elſe 
Hell find a ſtaff to beat a Dog; no more words, 
JI get ye all employment; ſoft, ſoft, in all. {| Exeunt. 


Enter Chilax and Cloe. 


Chi. When c cam'ſt thou over, Wench? 
Clo. But now this Evening, 


And have been ever ſince looking out Siphax, 


Pth* Wars he would have look'd me: Sure h'as gotten 


Some other Miſtreſs ? 


Chi. A thouſand, Wench, a thouſand, 
They are as common here as Caterpillers 


-Among the Corn, they eat up all the Soldiers, 


as 


Co. Are they fo hungry ? ? Yet by their rnd Philos, 
Pl have a ſnatch too. © yp 


Chi. Doſt thou love him ſtill, Wench? _ 

Co. Why ſhowd I uote, He had my diane 
And all my Vouth. 

Chi. Thou art come che happieſt,” | 
In the moſt bleſſed time, ſweet Wench, the WY | 
If thou dar ſt make thy Fortune: By chis Light, Cle, 
And fo I'll kiſs thee: And if how wit but Ee me, 221 
For 'tis well worth a kindneſs. . | 

Clo. What ſhou'd I let xe? 

Chi. Enjoy thy Miniken. n A | 

Cb. Thou art ftill old Chilayi sx. 

Chi. Still, ſtill, and ever ſhall be: If, TOY 
Thou wo't ſtrike the ſtroke (I cannor do rc kam 

Wench. - | 

Clo. Nor ahh ook ) 

Chi. Siphax ſhall be thy | 2 8] 

Thy very Husband, Woman, = Fool, th Cuckold,/ 
Or 3 thou'lt make him: I am over. joy d, 
Raviſh'd, clean raviſh'd with this Ven; 11 FOR 
Or I ſhall loſe my ſelf. 

Clo. My Husband, faid ye? 

Chi. Said 1? And will ſay, Cloe: "_ and 401 it, 
And do it home too; Peg thee as cloſe to him 
(46) As Boards are with a Pin to one another; ; 

I have it, I can do it: Thou want'ſt Cloaths too, 
And he'll be hang'd unleſs he marry thee 1 
E'er he maintain thee : Now he has Ladies, Courtiers 
More than his back can bend at, multitudes; _ 
We're taken up for Threſhers. Will ye 22 1 

Clo. Ves. 

Chi, And let me 

Clo. Yes, and let ye 

Chi. What! | 

Clo, Why that ye wot of. = 

Chi. I cannot ſtay, take your Inſtruftions | 
And ſomething toward Houſhold, come, whatever 


(46) A. Birds are 2 a PN Mr. Symp/on thinks it ble 
that Boards is the true Word ; and t wo the other is not 


have changed it, as thinking his Conj —— 
Mg | 10 
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3 ye, follow it exactly, et ly Jotl 
And keep our times I point ye ; 1 
A ſtrange way you mul wade ee 
Clo. Fear not me, Sir. 
Chi. Come then, and let's diſpatch Fane ole 


Come, 1 have but an hour to ſtay, a ren \ 
Belles mote Water for another Mull, . 


An old weak over-ſhot I muſt. provide or, 
There's an old Nunnery at hand. 

Clo. What's that? 

Chi. A bawdy Houſe, - 

Clo. A Av rote; vol 

Chi. If e „ fl 
Were but as brittle as the Fleſh lives in it, 


Your Curſe came handſomly : Frar not, 385 Lailes, 
(47) And other good ſad People: Your pinkt Citizens 
Rake ſname to ſhake a Sheet there: * Wench. 


. Ereun. 


| Enjer Cleanthe ani Siphex 


2 A Soldier and ſo fearful? 
ip. Can ye blame me 
When ſuch he lies on me? 
Cle. Fye upon ye, 
I tell ye, ye ſhall have her: Have her ſafely, 
And for your Wife ; with her own Will. 
| Foe Good 8 | 
What a diſtruſtful ere To morron, 
To morrow Morni : 
Sip. Is it poſſible ? 


Can there be ſuch a Happineſs ? 
Cle. Why hang me 


If then ye be not married : If to morrow Night. 
Ye do not 


Sip. O dear Siſter— _ 
Cle. What ye wou'd:do, 


What ye deſire to do; lie with her: Devil, 
What a dull Man are you? 


e. . rags 9 1 Sad les 6gnifies the fave 


c | | Hip. 


The. Mad; 3 


G I believe naowoq , Tr in 

e love me? wr it If won 7 
— ye Lite; STOR H NA 
Sip. O will be her Servant. 22H zi 


Cle.” "Tis your Duty... na 
Sip. And ſhe ſhall have her whale Wil... I 
Cle. Yes *tis reaſon, ww 
She is a Princeſs, and by that pr OY 11 
Sip. What wou'd you be? For I wou'd ere yostliter, 
Chule ſome great Place about. m As her Workan'. .. | 
Is not ſo fit. | G07 
Cle. No, no, 1 ſhall find. Fan ph * | * * 
Sip. And yet to be a Lady of her 5 N 
] hold not ſo fit neither, 1 
Some great Title, believe it, ſhall be look'd our. 547 
Cle. Ye may, a Dutcheſs 
Or ſuch a Toy, a ſmall thing pleaſes me, Sir. TED 
Sip. What you will, Siſter: If a . Prinoe, 
When we ſhall come to reign 
Cle. We ſhall think on't, _ 6 Wo 
Be ready at the time, and in that place too 
A ne nb S 
e Princeſs will ing, tis alm N 
Away and mind —— buſineſs. N 
ip. Fortune bleſs us. 29%) lin, 


Enter Ning, Polydor and Lordi. 


Pol. I do beſeech your Grace'to baniſh me I 
King, Why, ere eg. is ſhe not worthy r. 
Pol. er worthy, Sir, where Worth again 
| meet 

But I like thick Clouds (48) failing flow and heavy, 
Although by her drawn higher, yet ſhall hide her. 
I dare not be a Traitor; and tis Treaſon, - 
But to imagine. As you love your Honour 4 


3) — ſat dow and beavy,] Mir. Symp/es would read l+rv, to 
8 3 to the next Line. But I rather prefer the 
old Text, or at leaſt think it too good to need any Change, 


R 3 29005 © "a. 
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King. Tis her firſt Maiden doting, and if croſt, 
1 know it kills her. 
1 Lord. How knows your Gre ſhe FIG vows: 
King. Her ooo told me all (beſide his ſtory) | 
Her Maid Luc e, on what reaſon too, * 
And *tis beyo 4 al but enjoying. 5 
Pol. Sir, ad _ 25h 
Ev'n by your Wiſdom; by that great bier 
Te rack _ Rule and Order : | ton. 
2 Lord. This Man's Mad ſure, 


To plead againſt his Fortune. 
1 Lord. And the —_— too, e Ion 99 : 
Willing to have it ſo? . $257 Dar 4 


Pol. By thoſe dead Princes 


From whoſe Deſcents ye ſtand a Star ac mird Ie; | 


Lay not ſo baſe allay upon your Virtues ; 
Take heed, for Honour's ſake take heed : The Bramble 
No wiſe Man ever planted: by the-Roſe, 
It cankers all her Beauty; nor the Vine, 
When her full Bluſhes court the Sun, dares any 
Choke up with wanton Ivy. Good my Lords, 
Who builds a Monument, the Baſis 1 2 
And the main Body Brick? ?? 

2 Lord. Ye wrong your Worth, 


Le are a Gentleman deſcended nobly. 


1 Lord. In both Bloods truly 1 noble, 
King. Say ye were not, 


My Will can make ye ſo. 


Pol. No, never, never; 


Tiis not Deſcent, nor Will of Princes — it, 


*Tis Virtue which I want, *tis Temperance, 

Man, honeſt Man: Is't fit your Majeſty 

Should call my Drunkenneſs, my Raſhneſs, Brother? 
Or ſuch a bleſſed Maid my breach of F aith, 
(For I am moſt laſcivious) and fell Angers 

(In which I am alſo miſchievous) her Husband ? 


O Gods preſerve her! I am wild as Winter, 


Ambitious as the Devil; out upon me, 

I hate my felf, Sir; if ye dare beſtow her 

* a Subject, ye 15 ane fleſerves ng TE 
ing. 
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King. But him ſhe does not love: Ik now your meaning. 2 
This young Man's Love unto his noble Brother 
Appears a Mirrour; what muſt now be done, Lords? 
For I am gravel'd ; if ſhe have not him | | 
She dies for certain, if his Brother miſs her, 
Farewel to him, and all our Honours. 
1 Lord. He is dead, Sir, 
Your Grace has heard of that, and ſtrangely, 
King. No, | 
can aſſure you no, PLE. was a 1 in't, 
Read that, and then know all; what ails the Gentleman? 
Hold him; how do ye, Sir? J Polydor is ic o ſudden. 
Pol. Sick on the ſudden, 
Extremely, wondrous ill. | 
King. Where did it take ye? [ſake. 
Pol. Here in my Head, Sir, and my Heart; for Heav'n 
King. Conduct him to his Chamber preſently, on 
And bid my Doctors 8 
Pol. No, I ſhall be well, Sir, 
do beſeech your Grace, even for the Gods ſake, 
Remember my poor Brother, I ſhall pray then 
King. Away, he grows more weak ſtill: I will do it, 
Or Heav'n forget me ever. Now your Counſels, 
[Exit Pol. 
For I am at my wits end; what with you, Sir? 


Enter Meſſenger with a Letter. 


Meſſ. Letters from warlike Pelius. 

King. Yet more Troubles? 
(49) The Spartans are in Arms, and like to win all: 
Supplies are ſent for, and the General; 
This is more croſs than t' other; come let 8 to him, 
For he muſt have her, tis neceſſity, 


(49) The Spartans are in Arms, —] Mr. mp ſen would have theſe 
two Lines ſpoke by the Meſſenger, as thinking that the King had 
not time to inſpect his Letters: But as a ſmall Pauſe was ſufficient to 
ſee the general Purport of them, and as Meſſengers who bring Letters 
ſeldom are to deliver the full Contents of them before-hand, I make no 
Change here. The two Lines may be even — to be che Begin- 
ning of the _ : 

R4 Or 


| 
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Or we mult loſe our Honours ; let's plead all, 

For more than all is needful, ſhew alt reafon 

If love can hear o' that ſide, if ſhe yield 

We have fought beſt, and won the nobleſt Field. [Exeint, 


Enter Eumenes, C aptains and Stremon. 


1 Capt. I have brought the Wench, a luſty Wench, 
And ſomewhat like the Princeſs. 

Eum. Tis the better, let's ſee her, 
And go you in and tell him, that her Grace 
Is come to viſit him: How ſleeps he, Sremon? 

Sire. He cannot, only thinks, and calls on Pohdor, 
Swears he will not be fool d; ſometimes he rages, 
And ſometimes ſits and muſes. Exit Stremon. 


* 50) Tet: Cloe and en 


2 > Ol of Wind and Limb, I warrant her, 

Zum. You are inſtructed, Lady ? 

Cloe. Yes, and know, Sir, 
How to behave my ſelf, nc'er fear. 

Eum. Polybins, 
Where did * get this Vermin ? 5 

1 Capt. Hang him Badger, Mates 
There's not a hole Fee from him, Whores and Whores 
Do all pay him Obedience, _ | 
Eum. Indeed th? War 

His quarter was all Whore, Whore upon Whore, | 

And lir'd with Whore ; beſhrew me *tis a fair Whore. 

1 Capi. I has ſmockt away her Blood ; but fair or 

fou 

Or blind or lame, that can n but lift her Leg up, 


(50) Enter Whore and Captain.] When the Whore goes out it is 
| faid, Euit Cloe, and Cloe was certainly deſigned by the Author, as the 
2 Deſcription of her in this Scene makes the Fate of Siphax, in 


crying her inſtead of the Princeſs, much more comick. 
Comes 


Eum. Go forward now, bravely, ſtand! 
Mem, Great Lady, | 
How humbly I am bound 


All ſpoil'd by Heav'n. 


me conſult the old Folio, from which I have reſtored the Original. 
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comes not amiſs to him, he tides like a hight yrs 

All Ages, all Religions. 

Eum. Can ye ſtate it? 4415 1 04 E 
Cloe. Il make a ſhift, agen s D 2 2 U7771 
Eum. He muſt lie with ye, i 
Cloe. Let him, he's not the firſt an T have in with, | 

Nor ſhall not be tlie laſt, | 


Enter Memnuoeon. 1 


2 Capt. He comes, no more words; 
She has her Leſſon throughl — how he views her? 


Cloe. You ſhall not kneel, Sir, 
Come, I have done you wrong; ſtand up my Soldier, 
And thus I make amends—— __ [Kiſſes him. 
Eum. A Plague confound ye, % 
Is this your State? | 
2 Capt. Iis well enough. 
Mem. O Lady, 
Your Royal Hand; your Hand, my deareſt Beauty, 
Is more than I muſt purchaſe : Here divine one, 
dare revenge my wrongs. Ha | 
1 Capt. A damn'd foul one. 
Eum. The Lees of Bande brewis, mouming Gloves! 


Mem, Ha? who art thou? 
2 Capt. A ſhame on ye, 
Ye clawing ſcabby Whore. 
Mem. 1 lay, who art thou ? 
. Eum, Why tis the Princeſs, Sir. 
* 2 Devil, Sir, 
(51) Tis ſome r 
Coe. If this ug thing. Sir, 
Or I that laid aſide my Modeſty=— 


(51) *Tis fome roguy thing.] The badneſs of the Verſe here made 


The Uſe of a Subſtantive agjectively is very common with the beſt old 
Poets: but the two laſt Editors do not ſeem to have known on 
uM. 
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Zum. So far thou' It never find it. 
Mem. Do not weep, 
For if n | 5 
Indeed I will, and honour ye, fight for ye, [ chou? 
Come, wipe your Eyes; by Heav'n ſhe ſtinks, 13 Who art 
Stinks like a 4 Rat behind a Hangings 
Woman, 8 art thou? A eh a rotten; Cab 
2 Capt. You're much to blame, Sir, tis 
— © Prick 
She the Princeſs ?- = Un ic z 
Eum. And the Wein Princeſs 
1 Capt. Indeed the doating Princeſs 
Mem. Come hither once more, 
The Princeſs ſmells like Morning's breath, pure Amber, 
Beyond the courted India in her Spices. a 
Still a dead Rat by Heaven; thou a Princeſs ? 
Eum. What a dull Whore i is this? 
Mem. T'll tell ye preſently, 
For if ſhe be a Princeſs, as ſhe may be / 
And yet ſtink too, and ſtrongly, I ſhall find her. 
Fetch the Numidian Lyon I brought over, 
If ſhe be ſprung from Royal Blood, the Lyon 
Will do you Reverence, elle—— - 
Cloe. 1 beſeech your Lordſhip 
(52) Mem. He'll tear her all to Pieces. 
Cloe. I am no Princeſs, Sir. 
| Mem. Who W thee hither ? 
2 Capt. If ye confeſs, well e. 
Coe. Good my Lord — NG g 
Mem. Who art thou then? 
Cloe. A poor retaining W hore, Sir, 
To one of your Lordſhip's Captains. 
Mem. Alas poor Whore, 
Go, be a Whore ſtill, and ſtink worſe: Ha, ha, ha. 
- [Exit Cloe. 
What Fools are theſe, nl Coxcombs ? [ Exit Memnon. 


(52) Eum. Hell tear hey all to pieces.) This is given to Eumenes 
in all the Editions, when it is evidently the Concluſion of Memnor's 


Speech. 


, OR. TILE ol 


2 
's 
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Eum. I am right glad yet. 
He takes it with ſuch lightneſs, oo . 
1 Capt. Methinks his Face too 


Is 2 ſo clouded as it was; ho- ke looks? | 


Eum. Where's your dead Rat? 
2 Capt. (53) The Devil dine upon her. : 
Lyons? Why what a Medicine had he gotten , 
To try a Whore * ? 


Tus: Ste 


ou Here's one from Polydor ſtays to ſpeak vid) ye. 
Eum. With whom? 
Stre. With all; where has the General been? 
He's laughing to himſelf extremely, 
Eum. Come, 


PII tell thee how; I'm glad 15 he's ſo merry. [ Excunt. 


— 


Enter Chilax and PrieÞefs Calis, Lal and Nun. 
Chi, 8 Lights are thoſe that enter there, ſtill 
Plague o' your rotten lich, do you draw me hither 


Into the Temple to betray me? Was there no place- 
To ſatisfie your Sin in Gods forgive me, 


Still they come forward. 


Prieft. Peace ye Fool, I have found it, 
Tis the young Princeſs Calis. 

Chi, *Tis the Devil, 
To claw us for our catterwauling. 


(53) _ Devil dine u upon her 
Loins ; <vhy what a Medicine had he gotten] As the firſt 
Sentence is quite compleat without the Addition 'of Loins, and the 
ſecond will be much improv'd by the Word Lyons introducing. it, it 
immediately occurred — me that that was the true Word, upon 
conſulting the firſt Folio I found it ſo. The ſecond Folio was the 
Introducer of the corrupt Word, and the Octavo generally follows that 


1 in all its Errors, 1 found this eee Theobald's Margin. 


Prieft, 
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zee 


Prieft. Retire ſoftly. q 7 ml 
T did not look for you theſe Ay Hoon, Lady, We 
Beſhrew your haſte : That way. - "[FoChil, | 
Chi. That goes to the Ae 
Ye old blind Beaſt. a 
Prieſt. I know not, rd ways 4 
Still they come nearer. 
Pl in to th' Oracle. N | 
Chi. That's well a. ror in with ye. 
Prieft. Do. oY [Exeunt Prieſteſs and Chilax, 
ue, Cali and ber Train with Lights, a, : 
Lucippe and GEE | 
a 
O fair ſweet Goddeſs Queen of ne 


; Soft and gentle as thy Doves, 
umble ey d, and ever ruing e 
Tpoſe poor Hearts, their Loves purſuing : | 
O thou Mother of Delights, A 
Crowner of all happy Nights, 
Star of dear Content, nt Pleaſare, 
Of mutual Loves the endleſs 7. reafure, he 
Accept this Sacrifice we bring,” 
Thou continual Youth and Spring, | 
Grant ibis Lady her Defires, £ 
And every hour we'll crown thy Fires, 
Enter a Nun. 
Nun, You-about ber all retire, | 
Whilſt the Princeſs feeds the Fire, 
When your Devotions ended be 
7 o 4% Oracle I will attend ye 
[Exit Nun, and draws the Curtain cloſe to Cats, 


Enter Stremon and Eumenes. 


Fire. He will abroad. 

Zum. How does his humour hold num! ? 

Stre. He's now grown wondrous ſad, weeps often too, 
Talks of his Brother to himſelf, — * 


15 


00, 


S tre. Neither; to th' Te 


Concerns him mainly; E Heav'n cure his Madneſs 


They” re here; here now preparing. 


The- * Lover. 
" Jon Nec bees dan ren, & A 3; s world 
Offering ſome new Attempft? 9 


1s all we hear of now: "ket hag aa. 8 


1 repent his F Ts cans Sons: 
he = — 5 


Zum. About a buſineſs 


He's made for ever, $tremon, _ | 
Stre. Does the King know it ? 1 


Eum. Yes, and much troubled with it, he's now gone 
To ſeek his Siſter out, 


Sure. Come, let's away then. [Exeunt Eum. and Stre. — | 


Enter Nun, fhe opens the Curtain to Calis. 
Calis at he Oracle. 


Nun. Peale to your Prayers, Lady, will it pleaſe ye 
To paſs on to the Oracle? 


Cal. Moſt humble. T[Chilax and Pri eReſs in the Oracle. 
Chi, Do ye hear that?; 
Prieſt. Yes, he cloſe, 
Chi, A Wildfire take ye : 
What ſhall become of me 4 I ſhall be hang d now: 
Is this a time to ſhake? a Halter ſhake We, 
Come up and juggle, come. 
Prieſt. I'm monſtrous fearful. _ 
Chi. IP ye old gaping Oyſter, up and anſwer ; 


A mouldy Mange upon your 9 e _ me 
I was ſafe gs till ang ws 24 


Prieſt. 


And bs £ 10 nt ches dre three hours for the Prineeks 
Chi. Shall we be.taken? _ 
Prieft. Speak for loves ſake, (hilar; 


I cannot, norT dare not, © ſthat. 


Chi. il ſpeak Treaſon, for L had as lier be hang'd for 
Prieſt. Good 'Chilax 


Chi. Muſt it be ſung or ſaid ? What ſhall tell 'am ? 


_ Prieff, 
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| Prieft. O my Conſcience! now? 
| Chi. Plague o your ſpurgall'd 88 dow it tire 
1 Now when it ſhould be tuffeſt ? I cou'd make nne 
ij Prieſt. Save us, we're both undone elſe, Rel gern 
= Chi. Down ye Dog then, 1 vt AW 
in Be quiet, and be ſtanch, no Inundations. 
= Nun. Here kneel again, and Venus grant your wine. 


Calis. (54) O divineſ Star of Heaven, 

T hou in Pow'r above the ſeven: 
Thou fweet Kindler of Defires, 

Till _ grow to mutual Fires : 
Thou, O gentle Queen, that art 
Curer of $i wounded Heart : 

Thou the Fuel, and the Flame; 

Thou in Heav'n, and here the ſame : 

Thou the Wooer, and the Wood + 

Thou the Hunger, and the Food: 

Thou the Pray'r, and the Pray d; 

Thou what is, or ſhall be ſaid : 

' Thou ſtill young, and golden treſſed, 


Make me by thy Anſwer Hiejed. 
Pri a Gakk he ſol and f all by al 
Prieſt. Now ſpeak handſomly m means, 
I have told ye what. | 7 bunder. 


Chi. But I'll tell you a new T ale; | 
Now for my Neck. verſe; I have heard thy Pray rs, 
And mark me well. 


Mufick. Venus deſcends. 


Nun. The Goddeſs is ; diſpleaſed much, | 
The Temple ſhakes and totters ; Mio appears, IT? 
Bow, Lady, bop. 


Venus. Purge me the 7. 5 Fund. | 
And live by this example henceforth found, 
Virgin, I have. ſeen thy Tears, 
Heard thy Wiſhes, and thy Fears ; 


(54) 0 divine Star of Heaw #, ] Former Editions. 


Gu kLKkEE ft kk tos od e n fo Ho fo fs 28  Howd 
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Thy holy Incenſe flew above, 1 6 
Hark therefore to thy doom i in e ; 
Had thy Heart been ſoft at firſt, 
Now thou had'ſt allay'd thy Thirſt , 
Had thy ſtubborn Will but bended, | 8 | 
All thy Sorrows here had ended, gy > | 
Therefore to be juſt in Love, © ' 
A ſtrange 0 thou muſt prove, © 118 
And, for thowſt been ſtern and coy, 5 
A dead Love thou ſhalt enjoy. 


Cal. O gentle Goddeſs! : | 
Jen. Riſe, thy Doom is aid, 
And fear not, I will pleaſe thee with the dead. 22 
Nun. Go up into the Temple, and there end 
Your holy Oy the Goddeſs ſmiles upon ye. 
[ Exeunt Cal. and Nun: 


Enter Chilax in his Robe. 


Chi, T'll no more Oracles, nor Miracles, 
Nor no more Church Work, I'll be drawn and hang'd firſt, 
Am not I torn a pieces with the Thunder? 
Death, I can ſcarce believe I live yet, it gave 
Me on the Buttocks, a cruel, a huge bang, | 
I had as lieve ha had 'em ſcratcht with Dog-whips: 
Be quiet henceforth, now ye feel the end on't, 
I wou'd adviſe ye my old Friends, the good Gentle woman 
Is ſtrucken dumb, and there her Grace ſits mumpi 
Like an old Ape eating Brawn; ſure the good Goddeſs 
Knew my intent was honeſt, to fave the Princeſs, + 
And how we young Men are entic'd to Wickedneſs 
By theſe lewd Women, I had paid for't elſe too. 
Pm monſtrous holy now, and cruel fearful, 


O 'twas a plaguy thump, charg'd with a vengeance. 
Enter Siphax, walls ſoftly over the Stage, and goes in. 
Wou'd I were well at home: the beſt is, tis not Day: 


Who's that? ha? Siphax! I'll be with you anon, Sir; 
Ye ſhall be Oracled I warrant ye, 


And thunder'd _ as well as I; oy Lordſhip 
ö "In Hur 


272 The Mad Lever. 


Enter Memnon, Eumenes, Stremon, and two 
carrying Torches, + 


Muſt needs enjoy the Princes, yes: ha! 2 ? 
And Memnon coming this way! He' 8 Dog mad, 
And ten to one Wale thus unto him, 
He worries me. uſt go by him. 3 
Eum. Sir? e 
1 _ 3 Wet no > Stand . What art thou? 
a ow do ou ſtare t 0 me 
I do not ſhake, I * b 
Chi. He will kill me: | 
h This is for Church Work. - 
. Mem. Why doſt thou . 
Thou wert fairly ſlain: I know thee, Diaclis, 
And know thine Envy to mine Honour : But — 
(bi. Stay, Memon, 
I am a Spirit, and thou canſt not hurt me. 
Eum. This is the Voice of Chilax. © 


Stre. What makes him thus? 
Chi. Tis true, that 1 was ſlain in Field, but foully, 
By Multitudes, not Manhood: Therefore mark me, 
I do appear again to quit mine Honour, 
And on thee ſingle. 
Mem, I accept the Challenge. 
Where? -- ˖ 
Cbi. On the Stygian Banks. 
Mem. When ? 
Chi. Four Days hence. 
Mem. Go, noble Ghoſt, I will attend. 


Chi. I thank ye. 
Stre. Ye'veſav'd your Throat, and handſomely : 
Farewel, Sir; - [Exit Chil, 


Mem. Sing me the Battels of Peluſum, 
In. vhich this | Worthy died. 
Eunm. This will ſpoil all, and make him worſe 
Than-e'er he was: Sit down, Sir, - 
And 3 to reſt. 


e 


SONG 
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Arm, arm, arm, arm, the Scouts are all come in, 
Keep your Ranks cloſe,” and now your Honours Win, 
Behold from yonder Hill the Foe appears, 

Bous, Bills, Glaves, Arrows, Shields, and Spears, 
(55) Like a dark Mood he comes, or Tempeſt pouring, 
G view the Wings of Horſe the Meadows ſcotvring, 
The Van-guard marches bravely, hark, the Drum. dub, 


They meet, they meet, and now the Bartel comes: dub, 
| See how the Arrows fly, © 


That darken all the Sky ; 
Hark how the Trumpets gd, 
Hart how the fal rebound — . 
Tara, tara, tara, tara, tara. 
Hark bow the Horſes Mes In Boys, Boys iIn———_ 
2 he Battel totters; now the . ounds * 8 
O how they Be 28 8 
Room for the Valiant Memnon 123 With Thunder,” 
' See how he breaks the Ranks aſunder: © 
They Fly, they Fly, Eumenes has the Chaſe, 
And brave Polybius makes good bis Place. 
To the Plains, to the Woods, 
To the Rocks; to the Floods, " 
' They fly for Succour : follow, falliew, follow; ; 
Hark how the Soldiers . Hey, hey. 
Brave Diocles is Dead, e 
And all his Soldiers led, 
The BatteP's won, and loſt, 
That mam a Life bath coft. 


0 Mem. Now forward to the Temple. E 2281 [Exeunt. 


(55) Like a dark Wood he comes, or Tempeſt 1 Mr. 4 
would read Cloud for Nood; but I much preſer the 


cloſeneſs and firmneſs of an Army, the Groves of Spears, and thedark 

Horror of the Soldiers Looks, are all _—_— maged in this Simile of 

a dark Wood moving, One might i uote ſeveral Authors, Greek, 
4; both Readings, 


Roman and Engli in re g but that is not at | 
preſent my Province, ; 
s EP 


Vo L. II. | 


G. 


| Enter Chilax,. | 


Chi. Are ye gone? | 
How have I *ſcap'd this Morning By What Miracle 
Sure I am ordain'd for ſome brave end. i 


Enter Cloe. 


. — — EE ˖——— 
— — 


G. "How is it? | 
Chi. Come, 'tis as well as can ba” 
Clo. But is it poſſible | 
This ſhou'd be true you tell me? = 
Chi. Tis moſt certain. : 
Clo. Such a groſs Aſs to love the Princeſs ? | 
Chi. Peace, . 
Pull your Robe cloſe about ye: | You are eee 
In all I taught ye? | 4 | 
PE, ©. PE" oh 
Chi. Gods give thee good * 1 
»Tis ſtrange my Brains ſhould ſtill be Knavery ; 
For all theſe Dangers, but they're needful iche l 
And ſuch are Nuts to me; and I mut ag em. „ 
You will remembet me . 
Clo. By this Kiſs, Ghilax, -. 
Chi. No more of that, I fear another 8 \ 
Clo. We are not th" Temple, Man. 


uur h. . 
f 
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Ci. Bones, here he comes, anf 
No to our buſineſs handſornly ; ; away now. 
[Exeunt hilar and Cloe 
Sip. *Twas ſure the Princeſs, for he kneel'd unto her, 
And ſhe lookt every way: I hope the Oracle 
Has made me happy 3 me J hope ſhe lookt for. 


Enter Chilax and Cloe at the other Door: 


F eee Love, ſo adore thee, | 
e's here again, s round about her, again too, 
*Tis done, I know tis done, 'is Chiles wich her, 
aa of m Mos that ? | * 
— Gi ; 


as 


Where have vou left 3 Lord? 


De Mad Loa, 


Chi. Speak ſoftly, | 
The Princeſs from the Ora: 
Sip. She views me, | | 
By Heav'n ſhe beckons me. 
Chi. Come near, ſhe 200•0 eee 
Si. O Royal Lady. [ Kiſſes ber 7 
Chi. —_ ye read that, for belike ſhe's bound to - 
ZSllence 


For ſuch a time: She's wondrous gracious to ye. 
Sip. Heav'n make me thankful. 
Chi.. She wou'd have ye read it. [He reads. 
Sip. Siphax, the Will of Heav'n hath caſt me on thee 
To be thy Wife, whoſe Will muſt be obey d: 
Uſe me with Honour, I ſhall love thee dearly, - 
And make thee underſtand try Worths hereafter; 
Convey me to a ſectet Ceremony, 
That both our Hearts and Loves may be united, 
And uſe no Language, lf before my Brother 
We both appear, where I will ſhew the Oracle, 
For till that time I'm bound, I muſt not anſwer. 
Sip. O happy I? | 
Chi. Ye are a made Man. 
Sip. But Chilax; | 
Where are her Women! | „ 
Chi. None but your Grace's Siſter, : 


Becauſe ſhe wou d have it private to the World ho, 
Knows of this Buſineſs. 


Sip. 1 ſhall thank thee, Chilax; 

Thou art a'careful Man. | | 
Chi. Your Graces Servant. Jr 
Sip. I'll find a fit place for thee. | 928 5 
Chi. If you will not, 

There's a good Lady will; ſhe points ye forward, 

Away and take your Fortune; not 0 word Sir. 

So, you are greas'd, I hope. 

[ Exeunt Siphax and Cloe, manet Chilax, 


Enter Stremon, Fool, and Boy. 
Chi. Stremon; Fool, Picus, | 


256 The Mad Lover. 
Stre. l'th' Temple, Chilax. 


Chi. Why are ye from him? 
Stre. Why, the King! is with him, 


And all the Lords. 1 | 
Chi, Is not the Princeſs there too ? 1 1 6 
Stre.. Les. 


And the ſtrangeſt Coil amongſt em; She weeps bitterly: 
The King entreats, and frowns, my Lord like Autumn 
Drops off his hopes by handfuls, all the Temple 
Sweats with this Agony. | 

Chi. Where's young Polydor ? . 

Stre; Dead, as they Ng o'th ſudden. 

Chi. Dead! 9382 

Stre. For certain, i 1 foto 0 
But not yet known abroad. © : ? 

Chi. There's a new trouble, 
A brave young Man he was; but we mult all Die. 

Stre.” Did not the General meet. you this Morning 
Like a tall Stallion Nun ? 

Chi. No more o' that, Boy. 

Stre. You had been Ferreting. 

Chi. That's all one, Fool; 
My Maſter Fool, that taug hr my Wits to Traffick, I 
W hgt has your Wiſdom done ? How have you profited! 
Out with your Audit: Come, you are not empty, 1 
Put out mine Eye with twelve Pence? (36 ) Do you 

* ſhake? Here, 

What think you of this ſhaking ? Here's Wit, Coxcomb, 
Ha Boys ? Ha my fine Raſcals, here's a Ring, 


an out Pure 
Hr right they 


Fool. O * =by * W fore Bell. 


Chi. (57) And chere are Thumpers, Chequins gol 
Ogües, 


Wit, Wit, ye Raſcals. 


| ( 56) - Do you nals ? 7 1 I know no ſuch Word as this, 

believe it an accidental Corruption. from a Junction of two Wordi 

which ſhould have been ſeparate. 

57) And here are Thumpers, Ghequins, golden Rogues, This wa 

given to the Fool, which | longs to Cbilax. Fan. 
: 00 


[> — 


MIA 28 — 58 
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Fool. J have a Sty here, Chilar. * <A 
Chi. 1 have no Gold to cure it, not a Penny, 
Not one croſs, Cavalier; we are dull Soldiers, 
Groſs heavy -headed Fellows ; fight for Victuals? 
Fool. Why, ye are the Spirits of E Time. | 
y: Chi. By no means. ; 
1 .Fool. (58) The valiant Frie. 
Chi. Fie, fie, no. 
Fool. Be-lee me, Sir. 
Chi. I wou'd I cou'd, Sir. 
Fool, T will fatisfie ye. 
Chi, But I will not content you ; alas poor Boy, 
Thou ſhew'ſt an honeſt Nature, weep'ſt for thy Maſter, 
There's a'red Rogue to buy thee Hindkerchiefs. 
Fool. He was an hqneſt Gentleman, T have loſt too. 
Chi. You have indeed your labour, Fool; but Stremon, 
Doſt thou want Mony too? No Virtue wing? 
No firking out at Fingers ends! * 
Stre. It ſeems ſo. 
Chi. Will ye all ſerve me? 
Stre. Yes, when ye are Lord General, 
For leſs I will not go. 
Chi, There's Gold for thee thut 
Thou haſt a Soldier's Mind. Fool. 
Fool. Here, your firſt Man. 
Chi. J will give thee for thy Wit, for *tis a fine Wit, 
A dainty diving Wit, hold up, juſt nothing, 
Go Graze i' th? Commons, yet I am merciful — | 
There's ſix-pence : Buy a Saucer, ſteal an old Gown, - 
And beg i' th' Temple for a Prophet. Come away Boys, 
Let's ſee how things are carried; Fool, up Sirrah, 
You may chance get a Dinner : Boy, your . Preferment 
III undertake, for your brave Maſter's fake, , 
You ſhall not 'periſh. | 
Fool, Chilax.- 
this, | Chi. Pleaſe me well, Fool, 
And you ſhall light my Pipes: Away to the TR”. | 


(58) The 8 file. I have ventured to change thi For: what 
Tod | think the true Word, 7 . | 
YAH 6 8 3 But "= 
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But ſtay, the King? 8 here, ſport upon ſport, Boys. | 
Enter King, Lords, Siphax kneeling, Cloe with a Vail. 


King. What wou'd you have, Captain? 
- Spe ak ſuddenly, for I am wondrous buſie, 


75 A Pardon, Royal Sir. 
| Kg: For what ? | 


For that 
Which was Heav'ns Will, mou'd not be mine alone, dir, 
My marrying with this Lady:. 
King. It needs no Pardon, 
For Marriage is no Sin. 
Sip. Not in it ſelf, Sir; 
But in preſuming too much: Yet Heav'n knows, 
So does the Oracle that caſt it on me, 
And the Princeſs, Royal Sir. 
Hung. What Princeſs ? | 
So. O be not angry, my dread King, your Siſter 
=: My Siſter ; ſhe's th? Temple, Man. | 
Sip. She 1s here, Sir, 
' Lord. The Captain's mad, ſhe's kneeling at the Altar 
King. (know ſhe is;) with all my Heart, good Captain, 
Ido forgive ths 'Be unvail'd, Lady Puts off ber Vail. 
Will ye have more forgiveneſs ? The Mary s frantick, 
Come, let's go bring her out: God give ye joy, Sir. 
Sip. How, Che? My old Cloe? [Exeun King, Lark, 
Clo. Ev'n the ſame, Sir. | 


Chi. Gods give your Manhood much content. 
Stre. The Princess | 
Looks ſomething muſty ſince her coming © over, 
Fool. Twere good you'd bruſh her over. 
Sip, Fools and Fidlers 


Make ſport at my abuſe too? 
Fool. O tis the Nature 


Of us Fools to make bold with one another ; j 
But you are wiſe, brave Sir. 

Chi. Cheer up your Princeſs, | 
Believe ic Sir, the King will not be angry; 
Or ſay he were; hy, twas the Oracle. 

T he ERR, an't like your Grace, the Oracle, 


Hirt, 


ire, 
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Stre. And who, moſt mighty Siphax ? | 
Sip. With mine own Whore. ref 
Clo. With whom elſe ſhou'd.. ye marry, (freak your 
Conſcience, 

Will ye tranſgreſs the Law of Arms, that ever 

Rewards the Soldier with his own Sins! 7 

Sip. Devils | [bes 

Clo. Ve had my Maiden-head, my Youth, my Swect- 


ls it not Juſtice then? — Sip. 1 [ fee it muſt be, 


But by this Hand, PII hang a Lock upon the. 
Clo. You ſhall not need, my Honefty ſhall doit. 
Sip. If there be Wars in all the World —— | 
Clo. I'll with ye, 
For you know I have been a Soldier. Kt? 
Sip. (59) Come, curſe on—— When I need another 
Oracle 8 
Chi. Send for me Sipbar, I'll fit ye with a Princeſs, 


And ſo to both your Honours— Feel. And your Morn | 


Sip. The Devil grace you all. 
Clo, God-a-mercy Chilax. . 
Chi. Shall we laugh half an hour now ? 12's 
Sire, No, the King comes, | 

And all the Tram. | | 
Chi, Away then, our A's ended [ Exeunt. 


Enter King, Calis, Memnon, Cleanthe, and Lords. 


King. You know he does deſerve ye, loves ye dear! y, 
You know what bloody Violence h'ad us'd 


Upon himſelf, but that this Brother croſt i It, 


You know the ſame T houghts ſtill inhabit in him 
And covet to take birth: Look on him, Lady, 
The Wars have not ſo far conſum'd him yet, 


Cold Age diſabled him, or Sickneſs funk him, 


To be abhorr'd: Look on his Honour, Siſter, 
That bears no ſtamp of Time, no Wrinkles on it, 


No ſad Demoliſhment, nor Death can reach it: 


Look with the Eyes of Heav'n that nightly WARD : - 


(59) Come, curſe on: When 1 wed ant Oracle,] This Line 


was miſplaced to Cloe. Mr. Sympſan copcurred with me in eln 
it, and correcting the Pointing. 
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| (60) To view the Wonders of the Glorious Maker, 


And not the Weakneſs : Look with your virtuous Eyes, 


And then clad Royalty in all his Conqueſts, 


His matchleſs Love hung with a thouſand Merits, 

Eternal Youth attending, Fame and Fortune, 

Time and Oblivion vexing at his Virtues, | 

He ſhall appear a Miracle : Look on our Dangers, 

Look on the publick Ruin. Cal. O, dear Brother. 
King. Fie, - us not like proud and greedy Waters, 


+ Gain to give off again: This is our Sea, 


And you his Cynthia, [govern him, take heed, 
(61) His Floods have been as high and full as any, 
And glonouſly he*s now got up to girdle 
The Kingdoms he hath purchas'd ; noble Siſter, 


(60)' To wiew the Wonders of the Glorious Maker, | 
And not the Weakneſs : —) This Paſſage ſeems very abſurd. 
Does it mean, to ſee the Beauties of the Creation, and not the Meal. 
neſs of it, though it daily werges towards its Diſſolution * But ac- 
cording to the cl Conſtruction, the Weakneſs is the Weak- 
eſs of the Glorious Maker, and not of the Creation. The only tole- 
rable Reading which I can ſuggeſt, to avoid this Abſurdity, is, 
Aud fee no Weakneſs. ; 
But I don't like this well enough to admit it into the Text. 


(61) His Flood, have been as high and full as any, 
| And See now is got up to the Girdle, 


if 


The Kingdoms he hath purchasd; ] The Emendation of this 


Paſſage, gave me greater Pleaſure than uſual, as it retrieved a hne Poe- 
tical Image, which by the Corruption of the Preſs appeared utter 
Obſcurity to Mr. Symp/ſon,' and was left untouch'd by Mr. Theobald. 
By obſerving the Tendency of the Metaphor, the two following Paſ- 
tages occurred. Cymbeline, Act III. Scene I. ſpeaking of the Iſland of 
Britain, * 5 3 

— which lands | 

Like Neptune's Park, ribbed and paled in 
Mitb Rocks unshaleable, and roaring Waters. 

I thought therefore that Waters girdling a Kingdom was a ſimilar 
Mocha and then recollected, that in the Two Noble Kin ſmen 
(which was wrote by Shake/pear and Fletcher in Conjunction) Act V. 


ke 
Scene I. Walls are called 2 flony Girths of Cities. I therefore was 


fully ſatisfy d that I had hit upon the true Reading; and long after- 
wards I met in the Captain with the very Expreſſion, Act II. Scene J. 


_ ſpeaking of Soldiers, 


. That whilſt the Wars were, ferv'd like Walls and Ribs 
To girdle in the Kingdom, | 


Take 


The 


The. Mad Lover. 281 

Take not your Virtue from him, O take heed 

We ebb not now to nothing, take heed Calis. | 
Cal. I Will of Heav'n not mine, which muſt not 

ter, Sp | 

And my eternal Doom, for ought I know, 

Is fixt upon me; alas, I muſt love nothing, . 

Nothing that loves again muſt I be bleſt with: 

The gentle Vine chmbs up the Oak and clips him, 

And when the ſtroke comes, yet they fall together. 

Death, Death muſt I enjoy, and live to love him, , 

O noble Sir! Mem. Thoſe Tears are ſome reward yet, 

(62) Pray let me wed your Sorrows. 

Cal. Take em Soldier, Ez 

They're fruitful ones, lay but a ſigh upon *em, 

And ſtraight they will conceive to infinites ; = 

I told ye what ye'd find *em. ES 


Enter a Funeral, Captains following, and Eumenes. 


King. How now, what's this? more drops to th* Ocean? 
Whoſe Body's this? Eum. The noble Potydor, 
This ſpeaks his Death, Mem. My Brother dead ? 
Cal. O Goddeſs! Areas | 
O cruel, cruel Yenus, here's my Fortune. 

King. Read, Captain, : = 
' Mem. Read aloud : Farewel my Follies. 

[Eumenes reads; to the Excellent Princeſs Calis. 

Eum. Be wiſe, as you are Beauteous, love with Judg- 
ment, 1 3 

And look with clear Eyes on my noble Brother, 5 

Value Deſert and Virtue, they are Jewels, > 

Fit for your Worth and Wearing : Take heed, La « 


. 
The Line in Cymbeline, With Rocks unshaleable, in all Editions 
before Sir Thomas Hanmer's ſtood, With Oaks anshaleable. This 
appeared very abſurd, as the Britons were not then famed for large 
Saips; J therefore had the Honour of communicating the Emendation 


to Sir Thomas, and find that the ingenious Mr. Varburton concurred 
with me in it. 


o 


(62) Pray let me wend your Sorrows] Ms. Symp/on and I were 
both forced to have recourſe to the old Folio to regain the true Word 


Tube 


here, | | 
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The Gods reward Ingratitude moſt grievous; 


Remember me no more, or if you muſt, 
Seek me in noble Memmor's Love, I dwell there. 
I durſt not live, becauſe durſt not wrong him, 
I can no more, make me eternal Happy * 
With looking down upon your Loves., Fare wel. 
Mem. And didſt thou die for me? ZN 
King. Excellent Virtue | 
What will ye now do? 
Cal. Dwell for ever here, Sir. _ | 
Mem, For me, dear Polydor ? O worthy young Man! 
O Love, Love, Love, Love above Recompence ! 
Infinite Love, Infinite Honeſty |! 
Good Lady leave, you muſt have no ſhare here, - 
Take home your Sorrows : Here's enough to ſtore me, ' 
Brave glorious Griefs | Was ever ſuch a Brother? 
Turn all the Stories over in the World yet, 
And ſearch through all the Memories of Mankind, 
And find me ſuch a Friend. H'as out-done all, 
Outſtript em ſheerly, all, all, thou haſt Pohdor, 
To die for me; why, as I hope for Happineſs, 
Tas one of the rareſt Thought on Things, the braveſt, 
And carried beyond Compaſs of our Actions. | 
I wonder how he hit it, a young Man too, 
In all the bloſſoms of his Youth and Beauty, 
In all the fulneſs of his Veins and Wiſhes 
Woo'd by that Paradiſe, that wou'd catch Heav'n ; 
(63) It ſtartles me extreamly, thou bleſt Aſhes, _ 
Thou faithful Monument, where Love and Friedſhip 
Shall, while the- World is, work new Miracles, 
Cal. O] let me ſpeak too. 
Mem. No, not yet. Thou Man, 
(For we are but Man's Shadows, ) only Man, 
1 have not Words to utter him; ſpeak Lady, 
I'll think a while, | 22 | 
Cal. The Goddeſs grants me this yet, 
I ſhall enjoy the Dead: No Tomb ſhall hold thee 
But theſe two Arms, no Trickments but my Tears: 
Over thy Hearſe my Sorrows like fad Arme 


(63) I Rarts me extreamly,<—) Former Editions, 


Shall 


* 
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Shall hang for exer: On the tuffeſt Marble er 

Mine Eyes ſhall weep thee out an Epitaph, 

Love at thy Feet ſhall kneel, his ſmart Bow broken ;. 

Faith at thy Head, Youth and or Graces Mourners. 

O ſweet young Man | | 
King. Now I begin to melt too. | 
Mem. Have ye enough yet, Lady? room for aGameſter, : 

To my fond Love, and all thoſe idle Fancies © 

A long Farewel ; thou diedſt for me, dear Pohyaer, 

To give me Peace, thou haſt eternal Glory, 

] ſtay and talk - here; I will kiſs thee firſt, 

and now I'll follow the. [Polydor riſes. . 

Po]. Hold, for Heav*ns ſake! Mem. Ha! 1 

Does he live ? 

Doſt thou decerve me? Pol. Thus far, | 2 : 

Yet for your Good and Honour. 1 
King. Now dear Siſte. | 
Cal. The Oracle is ended, noble Sir, 

Diſpoſe me now as you pleaſe. 

Pol. You are mine then ? | 
Cal. With all the joys that may be. 
Pol. Vour conſent, Sir ? King. Ye have it . 
Pol. Walk along with me then, 
And as you love me, love my will. Cal. 1 will o. 


Pol. Here, worthy Brother, take this virtuous Prin- 
ceſs, 


Ye have deſerv*d her nobly, ſhe will love ye, 
And when my Life ſhall bring ye Peace, as ſhe does, 
Command it ye ſhall have it. Mem. Sir, I thank ye. 
King. I never found ſuch Goodneſs in ſuch Years. © 
Mem. Thou ſhalt not over-do me, though I die Fc 
O how I love thy Goodneſs, my beft Brother, 
You've giv*n me here a Treaſure to enrich me, 
Wou'd make the worthieſt King alve a Beggar, 
What may I give you back again? 
Pol. Your Love, Sir. 
Mem. And you ſhall have it, ev'n my deareſt Love, 
My firſt, my nobleſt Love, take her 3 Sir, 
She's yours, your Far has over - run me, * 
hall | 


* 


| 


2% The Mad Lover: 


(64) She loves ye, lov'ſt her not? Excellent Princeſs, 

Enjoy thy Wiſh, and now get Generals. 
Pol. Asye love Heav n, love him, ſhe's only yours, Str. - , 
Mem. As ye love Heav'n, love him, ſhe' s only yours, Sir; 


My Lord, the King. Pol. He will undo himſelf, Sir, 
And muſt without her periſh ; who ſhall * then? 


Who ſhall protect your Kingdom? 

Mem. Give me Hearing, 
And after that, Belief ; were ſhe my Soul 
(As I do love her equal) all my Victories, 
And all the living Names I've gain'd by War, 
And loving him that good, that virtuous Man, 
That only worthy of the Name of Brother, 
I wou'd reſign all freely, tis all Love 
To me, all Marriage Rites, the joy of Iſſues 


Io know him Fruitful, that has been fo Faithful. 


King. 1 is the nobleſt difference; take your choice, 
iſter 

Cal. I ſee they are ſo brave, and noble both, = 
I know not which to look on. Pol. Chuſe diſcreetly, 
And Virtue guide ye, there all the World, in one Man, 
Stands at the mark. Mem. There all Man's Honeſty, 
The Sweetneſs of all Youth=—— Cal. O Gods 

Mem. My Armour, 


By all the Gods ſhe's yours; my Arms, I fay, 


And ] beſeech your Grace, give me Imployment, 
That ſhall be now my Miſtreſs, there my og ah 
King. Ye ſhall haye any thing. 
Mem. Virtuous Lady, 


Remember me, your Servant now ; Young Man, 


You cannot over- reach me in your Goodneſs 1 
O Love! How ſweet thou look'ſt now? And how gentle? 
I ſhould have ſlubber'd thee, and ſtain d thy Beauty; 


' Your Hand, your Hand, Sir ? 


King. Take her, and Heay' n bleſs her. 
Mem. So. 


, 


(69 She loves ye, loſe her not. 3 So the two laſt Editions, but | 
I have replaced the Reading of the old Folio, as better No and from 
better para! be 


Pol. 


I Dedicate to your bright Honour, Siſter, 


; The happy Crowll of noble F aith and Love. 
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Pol. *Tis your Will, Sir, nothing of my Merit ; ; 

And as your Royal Gift, I take this Bleſſing, deſs. 
Cal. And I from Heav n this Gentleman. Thanks | Ba 
Mem. So ye are — now, Lady? 

Cal. Now or never. 
Mem. My cold ſtiff C wou'd have frozen Ye, 

Wars, Wars.. 

King. Ye ſhall have Wars. 
Mam My next brave Battel 


Give me a Favour, that the World _ know 
I am your Soldier. 


Cal. This, and all fair Fortunes. 
Mem. And he that bears this from me, muſt ſtrike boldly. 


[Cleanthe &kneehng. 
Cal. I do * thee: Be honeſt; no more, Wench. 
King. Come now to Revels; this bleſt Day ſhall prove 


| [ Exeary. 


E PI- 


1 | — — d - 1 \ DP, - * - 4 . — ; 9 
2 - : | 8 42 * 


H Ere hes the Doubt now ; let our Plays be good, 
Our own Care ſailing equal in this Flood, 


Our Preparations new, new our Attire, — 


Zet here we are becalm'd ſtill, fill itb' Mire, 

Here we flick faſt ; Is there ns way to clear 

This Paſſage of your Judgment, and our Fear, 

No mitigation of that Law ? Brave Friends, 

 Confider we are yours, made for your ends, 

And every thing preſerves it ſelf, (65) each Will _ 
"If not perverſe, aud crooked, utters ftill | | | 
The beſt of that it ventures in: Have care 

Ev'n for your Pleaſures ſake, of what we are, 

And do nit ruin all; you may frown ftiil, 

But *tis the nobler way to check the Will, 


each Will | 

If not 77 and crooked, utter fill 2 

The beſt of that it ventures in: — ] This ſeems very obſcure, 
and indeed is Nonſenſe without the Change of utter to another Mood, 
which I found the two laſt Editions only guilty of. The Obſcurity, 
if any now remains, ariſes from the Metaphor of the Ship and the Sea 
being ſo long intermitted and here again reſumed : Each Vill that is 
wot very crooked and perverſe ſpeaks well of the Ship in which he ſends | 
any Venture. The Metaphor is brought ev'n from the Prologue, and 
will be clearer by reading the Epilogue and that together. 


(65) 
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Tragi - Comedy. 
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PROLOGUE. 


E no; not, nb e G entlemen, to invite 
Attention, pre-inſtrutt you Who did write RIS 
This worthy Story, being confident 2 
The Mirth join'd with grave Matter, and Intent 
To yield the Hearers Profit, with Delight, 
Will ſpeak the Maker : And to do him right, 
Wau'd ast a Genius like to his; the Age 
Mourning his Loſs, and our now widowed Stage 
In vain lamenting. T cou'd add, ſo far 
Bebind him the moſt modern Writers are, 
That when they wou'd commend bim, their beſt Praife © 
Ruins the Buildings which they ſtrive to raiſe 
To his beſt Memory, So much a Friend 
Preſumes to worite, ſecure * twill not offend 
The living that are modeſt, with the reſt 
That may repine he cares not to conteſt. 
This Debt to Fletcher paid; it is profeſs'd 
By us the Actors, we will do our beſt 
To ſend ſuch favouring Friends, as bither come 
To grace the Scene, pleas'd, and contented home. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA... 


| M E N. 
Rear Duke of Moſcovia 


vites. 


| Archas, the Loyal Subjef?, General the Moſs. 


Theodore, Son to Archas ; 3 but impatient. 
Putskie, alias Briskie, a Captain, Brother to Archas, 


Alinda, alias Archas, Son 1% Archas. 
Burris, an honeſt Lord, the Duke's Favourite. 


Boroskie, a malicious ſeducing Councellor to the Duke. 


* Enfign to Archas, e merry Soldier. 
Soldiers. | 
Gentlemen. 
Guard. 

Servants. 


WOMEN. 
Olympia, Siſter to the Duke. 4 


Honora, 

Viola, Daughters of Archas. 
Poteſca, UTR 1 
Ladies, 5 * 0 lympia | 


Baud, a Court La. 


SCENE MOS co. 


THE 


8 


/ 


ho Why - th. 


4A Hal 80 E N E i 
Enter Theodore, and Putkie, 


255 2 Who, I affure my ſelf, will uſe her nobhy; 
| — — tis indeed. 


The. It ſeems fo, Captain, 1 ants! cid mol) 9 
And no doubt will do well. 2 ? 113% ar 1} Of F, 


Put. Thanks to your Care, Sr 211 oicla! 


3 But tell me, noble Colonel, why this Habit Eyre ON 
Of diſcontent is put on through the Amy 
And why your valiant Father, our great General, 
The Hand that taught to ſtrike, the Love tae led all, 

: Why he, that was the Father of the Wears: d ben 
1 E He that begot, and bred. the Saldier, joiſts; 
Why he ſits ſhaking of his Arms, like — - : 

His Colours folded, and his Drums cas d WT 


T 2 The 


Tuzovons, 851 5 ; 


MN Aptain, — — Friend's prefer d, the Prins 


— 
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The Tongue of War for ever ty'd within us? Ko 
The. It muſt be ſo: Captain you are a Sage, 4 
But of a ſmall time here a Soldier, 
Yet that time ſhews ye a right good and great one, 
Elſe I cou' d tell ye Hours are ely alter d: 
The young Duke has too many Eyes upon him, 
Too many Fears tis thought too, and to nouriſh thoſe, 
Maintains too many Inſtruments.” 
Put. Turn their Hearts, 
Or turn their Heels up, Heav'n: 'Tis is range i — 
The old Duke lov'd him dearly.  - 
The, He deſerv'd it; 
And were he not my Father, I durſt tell ye 


The memorable Hazards he has run through 


Deſerv'd of this Man too; highly deſerv'd too; 
(1) Had they been leſs, they had been ſafer, Putdkie, 
And ſooner reach'd * | 


Put. There you ftruck ſure, Sir. 
Tue., Did I never tell thee of a Vow he — 
Some Years before the old Duke dy'd? 
Put. I have heard ye 
Speak often of that Vow; but how it was, 
Or to what end, I never underſtood yet. | 
The. Pl tell thee: then: And then thou'le find the 
Reaſon. . © * 

The laſt great Muſter, (revs ebe ye ſerv'd here, 
Before the laſt Duke's death, whoſe honour'd Bones 
Now reſt in Peace) this young Prince had the ordering, 
(To Crown his Father's Hopes) of all the Army: 
W ho, to be ſhort, put all his Pow'r in Practice; 
Faſhion'd, and drew em up: But alas, ſo poorly, 

So raggedly and looſely, fo unſoldier d, 

The good Duke bluſh*d; and calꝰd unto my Father, 
Who then was General: Go, Archas, ſpeedily, 
And chide the Boy, before the Soldiers find him, 
Stand thou between his Ignorance and them, | S 
Faſhion __ 1 1 to _ Direthon 3; 10 


5 


(1) Had 10 biew eh Las! hc bal. Patkie,]\ Former 
Fdnions Ke 


7 


8 4 Then 
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Then draw thou up, and ger the Prince his Errors. 

My Sire obey d, and did 6; = all Duty | 

Inform'd the Prince, and read him all Directions: 

This bred Diſtaſte, -Diftaſte" grew up to Anger, 

And Anger into wild; Words Wala © out thus. =O 

Well, Archas, if I live but to command here, 

To be but Duke once, I ſhall then remember. * 

] ſhall remember truly, truſt me, I fall. 

And by my Father's Hand the reft his Eyes ſpoke; / 

To which my Father anſwer'd ( ſomewhat moy'd 00 

And with a Vow he ſeal'd it: Royal Sir, 

Since for my Faith and Fights, your:Scorn. and d Anger. 

Only purſue me; if I live to that Day, 2 

That Day fo long expected to Reward: me, TY; 7 

By his ſo ever noble Hand you fwore by, - J 

And by the Hand of Tultice, never Arms more £ 

Shall rib this Body in, nor Syord hang here, Sir. 

The Conflicts I will do you ſervice then i;, 

Shall be repentant Prayers. So they parted. 

The time is come; and now yt know the Wonder. 
Put. I find a Fear too, whigh begins to tell me, 

The Duke will have but poor and ſlight Deferces, 

If his hot Humour reign, and not his Hlondaar't 81 


7 


How ſtand you with him, Sir 2; rd A 0d . 
The. A perdue Captain, A * NN 2 
Full of my Father's Danger. : _ 2 8 


Put. He has rais'd a young * 787 7 

They ſay af young Man row him n: not. 

For what Deſert? +» JD oe 
The, Believe it, a brave. Gentleman... 2.450 

(2) Worthy the Duke's Reſpect, a clear ſweet cenie. | 

And of a noble Soul: come let's retire us 

And wait upon my Father, who within thus hour” - HT 

You'll find an alter'd Man. 

Put. 1 am ſorry for't, Sir. 3 L Eren, | 


(2) Worth the Duke's Refpea, —] This 1 the aateer * 
p'ainly hi to. the ** 


17 0 SCENE 
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U Olympia, and t 7200 Coleman. 


Ohm. Ist not a handiome Wench ? 
2 om. She is well enough, Madam: 
(3) I've ſeen a better Fate, — Bagg: 
Ohm. And yet ſhe is a pretty eee | ba 
What thinkeſt thou, ehe e 1 
Pet. Las, Madam, Tt ran 
I have no skill, ſhe has a black Eye, which - 
Is of the leaſt too, and the dulleſt Water 
And when her Mouth was made, for certain, Madam, 
Nature intended her a right good Stomach, - 
Ohm. She has a good Hand. | 
2 Vom. *Tis good enough to hold fat, np 
And ſtrong enough to ſtrangle the Neck bes Lute. 5 
Ohm. What think Jof her Colour? 1 1 
2 Ebi e #1 
Tis good black Blood: Right Waaler Proof B wm 
2 Vom. What a ſtran Pace he's gert | 
_ Ohm. That's but her 
Pet. And what a manly Body ? methinks me looks 
As though ſhe'd pitch the Bar, or go to Buffets. 
2 Vom. Yet — Behaviour's 1 1 it, 
For methinks ſhe*s too "op 
Ohm. 1s that hurtful? + | 
2 Wom. Ev'n equal to too bold: ; Either of em Madai 
May do her Injury when time ſhall ſerve her. 
Ohm. You diſcourſe — call in che Wench. 
{ 207-4 8xit wu 
What envious Fools are you? Is the Rule _ 
That Women can ſpeak handſomly of e 
But thoſe they're bred withal ? - F 


Pet. Scart well of thoſe, Madam, 


(3) Foe Ars 2 better Fate, and 2 fraighnr Both 3 
And yet fhe is a pretty Gentlewoman.] This laſt Line ſeems 
candid, and by no means of a Piece with the reſt of what this ſecond 
Woman utters of Alinda ; I have therefore given it to Olympia, to 
_ whom, believe, it of right belongs. 


It 
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If they believe they may out-ſhine em any way: 
Our Natures are like Oyl, compound us ebene. 
et ſtill we ſtrive to ſwim o th® top: 

Suppoſe there were here now, | 
Now in this Court of Maſco, a r Princeſs | 
Of Blood and Beauty equal to your Excellence, 
As many Eyes and Services ſtuck on her; e 
What wou'd you think ? 
Olym. I'd ſhe might deſerve it. | 
Pet. Your Grace ſhall give me libro nie to believe ye; 


: [ know you are a Woman, and fo humour'd : 


I'll tell ye, Madam, I cou'd then get more Gowns on ye, 
More wary and Feathers, more Scarfs, and more Silk- 


With rocking you afleep with i 

Upon that Woman, than if I ha 75 1 

I cou'd wear out. By this Hand ye would ſcratch. 

Her Eyes out. Ohm. Thou art deceiv'd, Fool; Now T4 
Your own Eye mock ye. | 


Enter Gentlewcman, and Alinds, 


Come ye hither Girl: 
Fang me and lhe be not a kandfom o one. pes I The” 
*Twill prove indeed fo. Ohm. Did you ever ſerve yet 
In any Place of Worth? Alin. No, Royal avg W 
Pet. Hold up your Head; 
Ohm. Let her alone, ſtand from her. 
Ain. It ſhall be now, 
Of all the Bleflings my poor Youth has pad for, 
The greateſt and the happieſt to ſerve you; 
And Td y Promiſe carry but that Credit 
| To be lter d, becauſe I am yet a Stranger, <7 
Excellent Lady, when I fall Nom Duty, 
From all the Service that my (4) Life can lend Je, 
May everlaſting Miſery then find me. 
Ohm. What think ye now ? I do bdlieve, and thank ye; 
And ſure I ſhall not be ſo far forgetful, 


(4) n= Life can lend me.] Former Editions. 
| ol To 
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| To ſee that honeſt Faith die unrewarded: 
What muſt I call your Name? 
Ain. Alinda, Madam. 
Ohm. Can ye ſing ? | 
Alin. A little, when Grief will give me es Lady. 
Ohm. What Grief canſt thou have, EN; ? bone 8 
not in Love? * 
Ain If I be Madam, it is only wa. 
Your Goodneſs ; For as yet I never aw 


That Man I ſighed for. Ohm. Of what, Years are you? | 


Ain. My Mother oft has told me, 

That very Day and Hour this Land was bleſt | 
With your moſt happy Birth, I firſt ſaluted * | 
This World's fair Light. N Fafure was then ſo PM, 2 
And all the Graces to adorn your Goodneſs, W 


I I ſtole into the World poor and neglected. 


Ohm, 3 there was, when I firſt looks upon 

p t ; 
Made me both like and love thee: Ry Tonk, it ; NE 
And you ſhall find that nee ſhall not t hurt you: 
I hope ye area Maid? 

Alin. I hope ſo too, Madam ; 4.275 

I'm ſure for any Man. - And were I otherwiſe, \ 
Of all the Services my Hopes could enn 455 

1 durſt not touch at yours. 


 Flouriſs. Enter Duke, Burris, — Gentlmen, | 


Pet. The great Duke, Madam. 
Dake. Good Morrow, Siſter.” 
Ohm. A good Day to your Highneſs. 


Duke. I'm come to pray you uſe no more Perſuaſion | 


For this old ſtubborn Man: Nay to command ye 
His Sail is ſwell'd too full: He's grown too Inſolen lent, 
Too ſelf- affected, proud: Thoſe poor ſlight Services 
H'as done my Father, and my ſelf, have blown him 
To ſuch a Pitch, he flyes to ſtoop our Favours. 
Ohm. I'm ſorry, Sir: I ever . Services 
Both Great and Noble. 
Bur. However, may it pleaſe ye a 
But to conſider em a true Heart's Servants, a 
one 


Sn _ XS ond fro td 


es 


Done out of Faith to you, and not ſelf-fame, 

Do but conſider, Royal Sir, the Dangers; 

When you have ſlept ſecure, the Mid-night Tempeſt, 
That, as he marcht, ſung through, his _—_ Locks; 
When you have fed at full, the Wants and Famines; A 
The Fires of Heav*n, when you have found allt tem Fes 


Death with his thouſand Doors —. _ 


Duke. I have conſider d; 


No more: And that I will have, hall be. 


Ohm. N 5 
J hope 


Dat "What hain Wench is that there? cs 


Ohm. My Servant, Sir. | 
Date. Prithee obſerve her, Burris, . l 
Is ſhe not wondrous handſom ? fi peak thy F reedom, | 


Bur. Sh' appears no leſs to me, "Sir. 5 
Duke. Of whence is ſne? 


Olm. Her Father Lam told is a good Gentleman, 


But far off dw : Her deſire to ſerve me I. 


Brought her to th” Court, and here her Friends have left 
Duke. She may find better Friends: 


Ye're welcome, fair one, 
I have not ſeen a Sweeter: By) your. 8 : 


* 7 — 


Nay ſtand up, Sweet; well have no Superſtition :; 


You've got a Servant; you may uſe him kindly, 
And he may honour ye : Good Morrow, Siſter. 
IExeun Duke, and Burris. 
Ohm. Good n to your Grace. Ho the Wane 
e blulbes.?. -:; — 
How like an Angel now ſhe looks ? 1 
Vom. At firſt Jump, 


Jump into the Duke's Arms? We muſt look to you, 


Indeed we muſt, the next Jump we are Journeymen. 
Pet. J ſee the Ruin of our Hopes already ; | 
Wou'd ſhe were at home again, milking her Father's 

Cows, 
1 Wom. 1 fear he'll milk all the great Courtiers firſt, 
Ohm. This has not made ye proud? 
Ain. No certain, Madam. | 
Ohm. It was the Duke that kiſt ye, 2 
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Aln. 
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Ain. Tat your Brother,  _ 12 
And therefore nothing can ue meant but Honour, 
Ohm. But ſay he love | 
Ain. That he may "ary + F | 
A Prince's Love extends to all his Sate. 
Oym. But ſay in more particular? 
Ain. Pray fear not: Fug 
For Virtue's fake deliver me from Doubes, L. 4 
'Tis not the name of King, nor all his Promiſes, N 
His Glories, and his Greatneſs, ſtuck about me, 
Can make me prove a Traitor to your Service. 
You are my Miſtreſs, and my 5 Maſter, 
Your Virtues my 8 and your Favour 
The end of all my Love, and all my Fortune: n 
And when I fail in that Path oy 
Ohm, I believe tee EET | 
Come, wipe your Eyes; I do: Take you Enge 
Pet. I wou' d her Eyes were out. 2 
1 Wor. If the Wind ftand in this Door, 
We ſhall have but cold Cuſtom : Some trick or bebe, 
And ſpeedily. 
Pet. Let me alone to think ont. | 
Ohm. Come, LR Eby ge 5 
Ain. batons all my Duty. 8 hl _ [Exeunt 


$ O E N R III. 


Euer Archas, Theodore, Putskie, "Ancient and Solder, 
carrying his Armour piece-meal, his Co ne ca 2 
and bis Drums in Caſes. 


_ The. This is the heavieſt March we &'er trod, Captain 
Put. This was not wont to be: Theſe honour'd Pieces 
The fiery God of War himſelf would ſmile at. 
Buckl'd upon that Body, were not wont thus, 
Like Relicks to be offer'd to long Ruſt, 
And heavy-ey*d Oblivion brood upon 
Arch. There ſet *em down : And 


em. ey 
s War 00 


Thou Child of Honour and ambitious Thoughts, 
5 Begot i in Blood, and nurs'd * Kingdoms Ruins; 
| Thou 
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Thou golden Danger, courted by thy Followers 
T Fires and Famines; for one Title from thee 
Prodigal Mankind ſpending all his Fortune 
A long farewel I — Noble Arms, 
You Ribs for ty Minds, you Iron Houſes, 
Made to defie the Thunder-claps of Fortune, 
Ruſt and conſuming Time muſt now dwell with ye: 
And thou good Sword that knew'ſt the way 8 
Upon whoſe fatal edge Deſpair and Death i dwelt, 
That when I ſhook thee how fore-ſhew'd De 
Sleep now from Blevd, and my Monument. 
Farewel my Eagle; Whith thou flew'ſt; whole Armies 
Have ſtoopt below : At Paſſage I have ſeen thee, 
Ruffle the ars, as they fled thy Fury ; 
And bang em up together, as 4 Tuaſſel, 
Upon the ſtretch, a Flock of featful 
yet remember when the Volga catPd, - 
The aged Volga, when he heav'd his Head vp, 
And rais'd his Waters high, to ſee the Ruins, 
The Rums dur Swords made, the bloody Runs, i 
Then flew this Bit of Honour bravely, Gentlemen. 
But theſe muſt be forgotten: 86 muſt theſe too, 
And all that tend to Arms, by me for ever; © 
Take em you holy Men; my Vow take with em, 
Never to wear em more: Trophies 1 
And ſacred Rites of War t* adom the Temple: 
There let em hang, to tell the World their Maſter 
Is now Devotion's Soldier, fit fer Pray'r. 
Why do ye hang your Heads ? Whylook you ſc, Friends? | 
] am not dying yet. 

The. Ye ate indeed to us, Sir. 

Pat. Dead to our Fortunes, General. 

Arch. You'll find a berter, 
A greater and a ſtronger Man to lead 56. * 
And to a ſtronger Fortune. I am old, Friends, 
Time and the Wars together make meftoop, Gentlemen, 
Stoop to my Grave: My Mind unfurnifh'd too, 
Empty and weak as I am : My poor Body, 
Able for nothing now but Contemplation, 
And that will be a task too to a Soldier: 


em, 


Yet had they but encourag'd me, or . well 
Of what I've done, I think I ſhou'd have ventur d 
For one knock more, I ſhou'd have made a ſhift 
To've broke one ſtaff more handſomly, and 2 
Like a good Fellow, and an honeſt Soldier, 
In ch' head of ye all, with my Sword in my Hand, 
And ſo have made an end of all with Credit. 
The, Well, theity wil, come, erer when al theſe 
Injuries, bas nog. 
Arch. Ha!] No more 8 Sirrab, 
Not one word more of that, I. charge ye. 
_ The, I muſt ſpeak, Sir. 
And may that Tongue forget to found your ur Serve, 
That's dumb to your Abuſes, | 
Arch. Underſtand, Folhl . 
That voluntary I ſit donn. mne . 
The. You are forc'd, ns” p 45 
Forc'd for your Safety: I too yell remember 
The Time and Cauſe, and I may live to curſe em: * 
You made this Vane. and whoſe Wahlen, 
Indeed forgetfulneſs of ee r 
Arch. No more, 
As thou art mine, no more, - tobe a 
The. Whoſe Doubt and Envies— — 
But th* Devil will have his * nts FE 55 
Put. Good gentle Colonel. 
The. And though — and contempt of Honow 
Reign now, the Wheel mult turn again. 
_ Arch. Peace, Sirrah, A 
Your Tongue's too ſaucy : Do you ſtare. upon n me eb 
Down with that Heart, down ſuddenly, down with it, 
Down with that Diſobedience ; tie that Tongue up. 
The, Tongue? 
Arch. Do not provoke m me to o forget my Vow, Surah 
And draw that fatal Sword again in ger. | 
Put. For. Heav'ns ſake, Colonel. 
Arch. Do not let me doubt _ 
Whoſe Son thou art, becauſe thou 1 not t ſuffer : 
Do not play with mine Anger; if thou doſt, 


td bow. m3 mw. 


b 


The. I have 9442 SF, | 
Pray pardon me. 
Agr pray be worthy of ir 
Beſhrew your Heart, you've vext me. 
The. I am ſorry, Sir. 
Arch. Go to, no more of this : Bet true: and honeſt, 
I know yere Man enough, mold it to juſt Ends 
5) And let not my Diſgraces. — Then I'm miſerable, 
When I have nothing lett me bur thy Angers. . "nt 5 


Flouriſh. Enter Duke, Burris, Boroskie, Attend. and Gent. 


Put. And't pleaſe ye, Sir, the Duke. | 
Dake. Now, what's all this ? | 
The meaning of this ceremonious Emblem! 9 
Arch. Your Grace ſhou'd firſt remember 
Bor. There's his Nature. 
Duke. I do, and ſhall remember ſtill that Injury, 
That at the Muſter; where it pleas d your Creatneſs 
To laugh at my Soldierſhip, to ſcorn it 
And more to make me ſeem ridiculous, 
Took from my Hands my Charge. 
Bur. O think not ſo, Sir. 
Duke. And in my Father's ſight. 
Arch. Heav'n be my Witneſs, 
did no more, (and that with Modeſty, 
With Love and Faith to you) than was my Wann | 
And from your Father ald, nor durſt that Rudeneſs, 
And Impudence of ſcorn fall from my 'haviour D col bref 
| ever yet knew Duty 1 
Duke, We ſhall teach ye; In hor 
] well remember too, upon ſome Words 1 told yen iti 


Then at that time, ſome angry Words ye anlwer 'd; 


(5) And let not my Diſgraces, then I an miſerable; | 
When I have nothing left me but thy Angers.) The firſt Part & 
this muſt either be a broken Sentence, as I have made it, or let muſt 
be wrong. The Senſe might be, Do not increaſe my Diſgraces, by 
what will make me moſt miſerable, your lawleſs Angers. The only 
Reading that occurs in this Senſe is, And whet not my er! but 

* t think it a very natutal Word. 
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If ever I were Duke, you were no Soldier, 
You've kept your word, and fo it ſhall he to you, _ 
From henceforth I diſmiſs you; take your eaſe, Sir. 

Arch. I humbly thank your Grace; this waſted Body, 
Beaten and bruis'd with Arms, dry'd up wich troubles, 
Is good for nothing elſe but quiet now, dir, 

And holy Pray'rs z in which, when I forget 3 
My — to Heay'n for all your bounteous Favours, 
May that be Deaf, and my Petitions periſh, 

Bor. What a ſmooth b humble Cloak — 
Pride in? 15 
And how he as pull'd his Claws in ? There's no . 

Bur. Speak for the beſt. 

Bor. Believe I ſhall do ever. * 

Duke. To make ye underſtand, me ſeel not yet 
Such dearth of 2 and Experience, | 
Such a declining Age of doing Spirits, 

That all ſhou'd be confin'd within your Ex 

And you, or none be honour'd : Take, Barostie, 
The place he has commanded, lead the Soldier; 

A little time will bring thee to his Honour. 
Which has been nothing but the World's 

The Soldiers F eue and a little Fortune, 

Which I believe his Sword had the leaſt ſhare in. 

The. O that I durſt but anſwer now. 

Put. Good Colonel. 

The. My Heart will break elſe. Roy al Sir, I know not 
What you eſteem Mens Lives, whoſe — Labours, 
And 108 © of Blood, Conſumptions in your Service, 
Whoſe Bodies are acquainted with more Miſeries, 

And all to keep you ſafe, than glaves or I are. 
His Sword the leaſt ſnare gain d? 

Duke. Lou will not fight with me? 
The. No, Sir, I dare not, | 
Tou are my Prince, but I dare ſpeak to ye, 
And dare ſpeak Truth, which none of their Ambitions 
That be Informers to you, dare once think o; 
Yet Truth will now but anger ye ; Im ſorry fort, 


And ſo I take my leave. En. 
Arch, 


; . Duke. ** n when you pleaſe, Sir. 


„ ww, 07 - te. 
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Arch. Surah, ſee me no more. 

Dube. And ſo may you too: T 
You have a Houſe i' th Country, keep you there, Sir, 
And when you ve ruPd your ſelf, teach your Len Mars, 
For this time I forgive | 

Arch. Heav'n forgive all; 2 | ; 
A Rule here. 
And you, Lord General, may your Fights be proſperous. 
In all your Courſe may Fame and Fortune court you. 
Fight for your Country, and your Prince's Safety; 
Boldly, and bravely face your Enemy, | 
And when you ftrike, ſtrike with that killing Virtue, 
As if a general Plague had ſeiz d before ye; 
Danger, and Doubt, and Labour caſt behind ye; 
And then come home an old and noble Story. 

Bur. A little Comfort, Sir. | 
Duke. As little as may be: | | 
Farewel, you know your Limit. (Exeunt Duke &c. 
Bur. Alas, brave Gentleman. 5 
Arch. 1 do, and will obſerve it ſuddenly, 75 

My Grave; ay, that's my Limit; *tis no 3 thing, 
Nor that can make me ſtart, or tremble at it, 

To buckle with that old grim Soldier now : 

ve ſeen him in; his ſowreſt ſhapes, and dreadfull'ſt; 

Ay, and I thank my „ have ſtood him: 

That Audit's caſt; farewel my honeſt Soldiers, 
Give me your H ands; farewel; farewel good Ancient, 
A ſtout Man, and a true, (6) thou'rt come in Sorrow. 
Bleſſings upon your Swords, may they ne'cr fail ye; 4 
You do but change a Man; your Fortune's conſtant ; 
That by your ancient V alours is ty'd faſt ſtill ; 101 
Be valiant ſtill, and good: And when ye fight next, 
When flame and fury make one Face of Horror, 
When the great Reſt of all your Honour's, up, 


(6) — thou art come in Sorrow.) As this is Senſe, 1 don't 
— cel but, as it appears flat, think it | rer the Vo” __ 


have 


Short drowni'd in Sorrow, | | 
The — Gol afterwards plainly ſhews that he mas the 
c 


n Tears, 


ry no more, 


Re OE m¼¹wwm . Ä 
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When you wou'd think a Spell to ſhake the Enemy, 


Remember me ; my Prayers ſhall be with ve: 
80 once again farewel. 5 
Put. Let's wait upon ye. Wenke 7 


Arch. No, no, it muſt not be; 1 hive now t me |; 


A ſingle Fortune to my ſelf, no more, 


Which needsno Train, nor Compliment good Captain 


You are an honeſt and a ſober Gentleman, 
And one I think has lov'd me, 
Put. I am fure on't. 


Arch. Look to my Boy, he's grown too bead 


ene 

And if they think him fit to carry Arms ſtill, 
His Life is theirs; I have a Houſe th” Country, 
And when your better hours will give you Liberty, 


See me: You ſhall be welcome. Fortune to ye. [ Exit. 


Alnc. I'll cry no more, that will do him no good, 
And *twill but make me dry, and I've no Mony. 

III fight no more, and that will do them harm; 

And if I can do that, I care not for Mony. 


[too 
I cou'd have curſt reaſonable well, and I have had the luck 
To have em ſit ſometimes. Whoſoever thou art, 


That like a Devil didſt poſſeſs the Duke 


With theſe malicious Thoughts; mark what I ſay to the 


A Plague upon thee, that's but the hoy nr; 
Sol. O take the Pox too. 5 
Anc. They'll cure one chere 
J muſt have none but kills, and thoſe kill ſinking. 
Or look ye, let the ingtie Pox Ir mn js 
Or Pox upon Pox. | 
Put. That's but ill INE Arms, Sir. rid 
Anc. Tis worſe i'th' Legs, I wou'd not wiſh; it ae: 
And may thoſe grow to Scabs as big as DOR, © 
And twice a Day, the Devil with a Curry-Comb 


. em, and ſcrub em: I warrant | him he has em. 


Sol. May he be ever Lowzy. 
Anc. That's a pleaſure, 
The Beggar's Lechery.; ſometimes 1 Soldier's: 


| May he be ever lazy, ſtink where he ſtands, tad 5 
2 Sol, 


And Maggots breed in's Brains. 


Th am... 


Sond. Fi — 2 


228 


a 


8 


"OO 


80 


* "- 


— jt Se,” bes 
2 Sol. Ay, marry Sir, C324 43.34 ad 
May he fall mad in Love with his G — on 


And kiſſing her, may her Teeth drop into his ON 
And one fall croſs his Throat, then let * e 


Enter a Pat. 7 % (12 1 


Put. Now, what's the matter? 
Poſt. Where's the Duke, pray Anm „ 
Put. Keep on your way, you cannot miſs. . 
Poſt, I thank ye, L. 
Auc. If he be married, may he dream he's add. 
And 4 he wakes believe, and ſwear he faw 1 LE 


Sue a Divorce, and after find her honeſt: 


Then in a pleaſant Pigſty, with his Own 18 
And a fine running knot, ride to the Devil. 


N 


Put. If theſe wou'd do © e ee ; T > 
Anc. Ill never truſt my Mind more, . ” 2 <P 
If all theſe fail. ad Fn 

1 Sol. What ſhall we do now; Captain 3 as „ Hol 


For by this honeſt Hand III be torn in pieces; ene, 
Unleſs my old General gp, or ſome that love him, © 

And love us equal too, before I fight more. * 2 1 

I can. make a Shoo yet, and 1225 it on boo, 1 


If Hike the Leg well. 


Auc. Fight? Tis likely! 5 8 
No, there will be the ſport 5 alc bes in need ons. 
They think the other Crown will do, will carry us, rv 
And the brave golden Coat of Captain Cantro; To 
Boroskie ! What a noiſe his very Name carries ? 

'Tis Gun enough to 2 Nation, 


fright 
He needs no Soldiers; if he do, for my part leo. 


I promiſe ye he's like to ſeck em; ſo I think "a 

And all the Army; No, honeſt, tv od cha, 2 U 

We cannot ſo ſoon leave thy Memory, 1 

So ſoon forget thy Goodneſs: He that does, "RE 

The ſcand ks Kum of A aka” og 
Put. Lou much rejoice me now you hrs be my, | 


| durſt nr pref ye Gl found your Sits: 10 4 
Continue 2 8 / 1 oy 
Voz. III. | Auc. 
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Aut. de ere gey 
ner ſctund Bj 


u be bei find it bon enough, and Er 12 
When ode 6ceafion comes. Another Packet! 
From whence, Friend, come you? 

2 Peſt. From the Borders, Sir. 

Put. What news, Sit, I beſ eech you ? ; 4 

2 Poſt. Fite. and MY. Gentlemen; 
. s up, and with a mighty ire. 

Jn e x like a Tempeſt; all 2 u. 

Port kith ling. 4 5 
Anc. Brave Boy 'S, "brave. News, Boys. ra: 
2 Poſt. Fp We muſt have n m | 
Anc. Still bra\ Fer. "UN 
2 Poſt. Where lies the Duke? r 
Sol. He's there. n 
2 Poſt, Save ye, — HH tua 
Anc. „ e enough, Taman de. 


— 
\ 7 N 2 1% . 


No the time's come, 


Put. 19 no-] tis come 1 indeed, and now » fa fi, 


And let em burn on memily. 
Anc. This City would Ds a fine maryclous Bonkue: 


Tis old dry Timber, and ſuch Wood has no Fellow 


2 Sol. Here vill be trim pi eee Oh 
Like ſo many. Pigs in a 8 


When they Hear the Hews once. Solo wah 
| Due; Bovoskie, and a Servant. 
Of: Here? the ere has heard 3 it already; Fi 


al. 
m faln e fe os OY 


And an\ not ke to ne 


Put. If 
For pag, 


ſee you 1105 
'Tis I, lber: 1 22 5 i. 
They burn and kill, and't l your Hons 


Kill us with Guns, w 


* 
6 „ * 


% 
1 0 1 2 


. 
Guns Lord, Gi WY 
my Lor 855 Gin, 5 


2 
— _ 


„ 


Na the haſte ye have, wil attend yo) 2% % 


The Thal Fabect. | oh 
What ſays your Lordſhip to a Chick in ſorrel Sops ? 
Put. Go, go thy ways old True penn; 1 
Thou haſt hater fault : Thau art n toe went 
Come, r'th*: Hrwy dane and let 8 ma dbem a- 


quainted. 
Sol. N we are for ye. lunin 


8 


18148 FS 
1: C E N. R _ 9 my B 
ry 


. Alinda, and 199 Gentlowomen,.. 
Ain. Why, whither run ye Fools ; will ye. mT my 
Lady? 
- Pet. The Tartar comes, the 7. artar comes. 
Alin. Why, let him, 


thought 700 had fear d no Men: Upon your "Conſcience 


You have try'd their at finds = 705 for * | 


Pet. Shift for thy ſe 


Ain. Beauty bleſs ye: |; TE 
Into what Groom's Flache bed will $48 creep. oF 


And there miſtake the Enemy; ſweet Youthsye are, © 
And of a conſtant Courage; ate you 2 of mpg 


Enter Olympia. 0 J ent 1b. bal 


Ohm. O my good Wench, what ſhall become of us? 
The Poſts come hourly in, and bring new ENS 


The Enemy is paſt the Valga, and bears hither 


With all the Blood and Cruelty he cares. 2 
My Brother now will find his F Zult⸗ 314 Lady |; 
Ain. I doubt me, | 
Somewhat too late too, Madam. But pray FI? . 
All will be well, J hope. Sweet Madam, ſhake not. | 
Ohm. How cam'ſt thou hy this Spirit :? 8 
Al. I am not ungoquainged wath theſe Dangers'y 1 
> you ſhall know my ny Eg e 27 
undred Swords ſh rough me: — 
And Madam we muſt 7 ak The manner 3 all: 


2 — 


ny 
A 


You have a Princely Birth, cake Princoly Thoughts to 0 you, 


And take my Counſel too; go. preſently, 3} 


* 


2 3 "Wi 


Wirk all che poſſible f ſpeed, to old Lord . | 
He honours ye ; with fal your Art perſuade him, 
(Twill be a diſmal Time elſe) woo him hither, 
But hither Madam, make him ſee the Danger; 
For your new General looks like an Ass; * 
There's nothing in his Face but Loſs. 
Ohm. I'll do it. | 
And thank thee, ſweet Alinda: O my 1 
How much I'm bound to love thee! by this Hand, Wench, 


If thou wert a Man 


Alin. I wou d I were to fight for you. 
But haſte, dear Madam. 
Ohm. I need no Spurs, Alinda. 


„ de 
Euer Duale, 2 Poſts, Attendants, and Gentlemen. 


Due. The Lord General ſick now? is this a time 
For Men to creep into their Beds * ? What's maps iy Poſt, 
Of my Lieutenant? 

+ Poſs. Beaten, and't pleaſe your Gries: 
And al his Forces ſparkled. . | 
Enter a Gentleman, 


"Dal That's but cold News. 0 
How now, what good News? are the Soldiers ready? 


Gen. Les, Sir, 5 feln they will not, nor ſtir from 


that Place 
ſtand in now, unleſs hey 5 Lord ul | 
| em out; they rail upon this General, 
An ſing Songs of him, ſcurvy Songs, to worſe Tunes: 
And much they ſpare not you, Sir: Here they ſwear 
They Il ſtand and ſee the City burnt, and dance about it, 
Unleſs Lord iArchas come, before ey Eee: fort: 
It muſt be ſo, Sir. 
Dake. linu'd-wiſh ir 8 bon nn 
And to that end I have ſent Lord Burris to 7 
But all 1 fear will fail, we mult die, gs mA 
„ eee eee en 
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15 A x of \ 
Euer Burris i n 
, = 
3 . . 


Aut 


What bring*ſt thou, Burris? 0 . 
Bur. That J am loth to tell; be will n not come, Sir 


I found him at his Prayers, chere he tells me, 


The Enemy ſhall take him, fit for Heaven 

I urg'd t him all our Dangers, his own Worths, * 

'he Country's Ruin; nay I kneel'd and pray'd him 

He ſhook his Head, let fall a Tear, and 265 3 

Thus with his Finger to, the Ground ; a Grave © 

I think he meant; and this was all de anſwer' d. 

* Your Grace was much to blame: | 

Where's the new General? Duke. He is lick _ 
Bur. -_ $ wt. a Nan indeed, Sir : Tour race mut 

needs 

Go to the Soldier, Duke: They have Bur me Word 

They will not ſtir, they rail at me, | 

And all the ſpight they 3 within JWhat Shout 

is that there? | 
Is th* Enemy come fo near? LIED + FLUE 


Enter Archas, Olympia, and Ali, 


Ohm. I've brought him, Sir, b 1 
At length I've wood him thus far. a > 
Duke. Happy Siſter, | 
O bleſſed Woman 
Ohm. Uſe him nobly, Woge 1 
You never had more need: And, Gentlemen, | 
All the. beſt Pow 'rs ye have to Tongues turn ekt, 
To winning and perſuading Tongues: All my. Art, 1 
Only to bring him hither, I have utter d; 5 
Let it be yours to Arm him: And, good my Lad , 
Though I exceed the Limit you allow'd me, 
Which was the happineſs to bring ye hither, 
And not to urge ye farther ; yet, ſee your Country, 
Out of your own ſweet Spirit now behold it: 
Turn round, and look upon the Miſeries, 
On every ide the Fears; O ſee the Dangers; 
We find * em ſooneſt, therefore hear me firſt, Sr. wes 
U 3 Duke. 
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| Dale. Next 1 your "Or You've FP you oy d 
f him, Archas, 


And thought your Life too little for his Service 


1 


I not your Vow too great now, now the Time i is, 
nd now you're brought 50 th* Teſt, "None. * neu 


Soldier, 


eee 


Now if thou beeſt that valued Man, that Virtue, 

That great Obedience - teaching all, now -ſtand it. 

7 What L have ſaid forgive, my Youth. was haſty, 

And what you ſaid your ſelf forget, you were angry. 

If _— — live without their Faults, they were Gods, 

5 cha. | 

+Hetveeps, and holds his Hands up: To him, Burris, 
Bur. You've ſhew'd the Prince his Faults 3 . 

And like a good Chirurgeon you have laid 

That to em makes em ſmart; he feels it, 

Let em not feſter now, Sir; your own Honour, 

The Bounty of that Mind, and your Allegiance, 

*Gainſt which, I take it, Heav* n gives no-Command, Sir, 

Nor ſeals no Vow, can better teach ye now _ 

What ye*ve'to do, than I, or agree; Ad | 

Only this little's left; wou'd ye do nobly, 

And in the Eye of Honour truly triumph? 


Conquer that Mind firſt, and then Men are i 


Ain. Laſt, a poor Virgin kneels ; for Love's ſake, 
" General, 
If ever you have lov'd ; for bet fake, Fo 5 5 
For your own Honelty, which is a 5 


ok up, and pity us, be Bold and Fc ortunate, 7 
You are a Knight, a good and noble Soldier, 
And when your Spurs were n ye, your Sword buckbed, 


(7) What 7 have ſaid forget, my 7 auth was hafy 'y, | 

And what you ſaid your /elf forgive, you were angry 1 T hare 
venturtd to tranſpoſe the Words Forget and forgive, and believe I only 
reſtore them to'their true Places, which they had loſt in all the for- 
mer Editions. The Prince, at ſuch a Ti ime, might well ask forgive- 
ol s of a Subje& ; and he deſires Are has not to perſevere in the Vow 
he had made in his Anger 5 EN forget ND much better chan 
* . 9 
Then 


My Horſe, my Sword, (8) 8 s 
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Then were you Fyorn for Virtue's Cauſe, for Beauty 's, 


For Chaſtity! to ſtrike; frike no wz hey Juffer ; 4+ 


Now draw your Sword, or elſe you're eee 


Only a Knight i' th Heels, i th Heart Fa Fong 
Your firſt Vow Honour made, Your kal 
4rch, How like my virgaous Wie e looks, 
ſpeaks too? 
So wou'd ſhe chide my Duloek. - Far one, chankye, 
My gracious, Sir, your Pardon, \next your NIP.” 
Madam, * avour, and your Prayers; Gentlemen, 1 


Your Wiſhes, r ae ves; . , 
A favour for your 2 


101 * Wa Of 
Ohm. Give A W 29 eee beak 
Ain. Thus do 1 wor on Viw.... 4 TT. 
Arch. My Armour, e 
| ; and f * 


Fortune, 


| And Oi n9% 1 come ſhake th y Glory. 
_ Duke. Go, Brave and roſperous, our Loves = "with - 


Ohm. Full of thy Vice: . | tend thee. 
Bur. Sc. Loaden with VMetory, and we; to 


thee. © 19117 0 
Alin. Come home the Son of Honour rm — and mm 
ne I! e % f 0 en, 


0 i cnc Jafr] T 22852 admit it 105 5 and; Lies 


confirmed by the firſt Folio. 2 ate Rea 
ing ſtill appears Senſe. drebay $ Truncheon may os cle the Touche 


Hf of is Glory and Viories * N 
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A-Poſt came in, Letters he brought none with 22 q 


Aer n. SCENES L 


ee Dita, hu, an 600 Sale 


Jo Nes of 4rchas yet 8 
Bur. But now, an't pleaſe ye, 


But this deliver d. He ſaw the Armies join, 
The Game of Blood begun, and by our General, 
Who never was acquainted but with Conqueſt, 
So bravely fought, he ſaw the Tartars, ſhaken, 
And there he ſaid he left em. E 
= ee s Boroskie ? | 
1 Gent, He's up a „an 't phate, e. 
This N Ss mths ae re ye 
ews ſhould make ye lghtſome, bri oy to ye, 
It ſtrikes our Hearts 2 general Com gs Gone ? 
Exit Dute, 
What ſhou'd hs mba, fo fuddenly ? He's well ? 
2 Gent. We ſee no other. 
1 Gent, Wou' d the reſt were well 10, 


That put theſe Starts into him, 


Bur: I'Il go after him. g 
2 Gent. T will not be ft, Sir: : H'as ſi Sin kn 
He would not be diſturb'd in. Know you any thing 
Has croſt him ſince the General went? 8 
Bur. Not any: 
If there had been, I am ſure 1 ſhould have Key it: 
Only I have heard him oft complain for Mony: 
Mony he ſays he wants. 

1 Gent. It may be that then. 

Bur. To him that has ſo many ways to raiſe it, 
And thoſe ſo honeſt, it can't be. 


- _#nme Duke, and Boroskie. 
1 Cent. He comes back, 


And Lord Boroskie with him. 


Bur 


Bur. There hs 3 goes. | 
| fear ſome new thing hatching. 
Duke. Come hither, Burris. n 

Go ſee my Siſter, and commend me to =Y 


And to my little Miſtreſs give this Token; ; 
Tell her I'll ſee her ſhortly, 


Bur, Yea, 1 hall, Gin... . 1... Aflac Darren hee: 


- Duke. Wait you Without. I wou'd yet try him further. 
Bor. Twill not be much amiſs. 


Hen your n 
heard yet 1 
Of what he has done i th Field? 
Duke. A Poſt but now 
Came in, who ſaw em join, and = ea 
The Enemy gave Ground before he parted.. 
Bor. Tis well. 1 (ing, 
Duke. Come, ſpeak thy Mind Man. "Tis not for er 
A Noiſe of War, I | keep thee in my Boſom ; 
Thy Ends are nearer to me; from my Childhood 
Thou'ſt brought me up: And like another Nature, | ; 
Made good all my. Neceſſities. Speak bold. 
Bor. Sir, what I utter, will be thought — Ay 
Though I intend, high Heav'n . but your Honour 


Good Sir, excuſe me. 1 


Duke. Do you fear me for your Enemy? | | 
Speak on your Duty. * 
Bor. Then I muſt, and dare, n "oe 
When he comes home, take heed the Dore. receive him 
Take heed he meet not with their Loves and Praiſes, 
That Glaſs will ſhew him ten times greater, Sir, 
(And make him ſtrive to make good that Proportion): 
Than e' er his Fortune bred him; he is honourable, 
At leaſt I ſtrive to underſtand him, ume . 
And of a Nature, if not this way Poiſon d, duc d, Sir b 
perfect enough, eaſie, and ſweet, but thoſe are ſoon hs 
He's a great Man, and what that Pill may e 
Prepar'd by general Voices of the People 
Is the end of. all my Counſel. Only this, Sr, oft: - 
Let him retire a while, there's more 81 


by it 
Than you know yet: There if he ſtand a while vel 


2 « = F 
_—_ x x l 4 + © & 4©< 5 * 7 
7 by * 
6 4 nt - «1 . x W 27 
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But till the Soldier cool, whom, for their Service Outs? 

You muſt pay now moſt liberally moſt freely, & 
And ſhowr your ſelf into, *em ; tis the Bounty * 

They follow with their Loves, and not the a, 


Enter two Gentlemen.” 


Dube. But where's the Mony? how now? 

2 Gent. Sir, the Colonel, e 
sen to Lord Archas, with Bolt hapby Wers 3 
Of the Tartars Overthrow, without . 
Attends your Grace's Pleaſure. 

Bor. Be not ſeen, Sir, 

He sa bold Fellow, let me ſtand his Thunders,/ 
To th* Court he muſt not come: No Bleſſing — 8 sr. 
No Face of e if you love your Honour. 


ns Euter Theodore. 


Duke. Do what you think is meeteſ PH 1 0 
Eu. 
Bor. Conduct lun in, S e noble 6 
The. That's too much from your Lordlhip: . where $ 
the Duke? | 
Bor. We hear you've beat the T. HIST e 
The. Is he buſie, Sir? c uc hann 
Bor. Have ye ta' en Olin yet? { Lo 
The. I wou'd fain ſpeak with _ 1 
Ber. How many Men have ye loſt ? | LADILE 
Tue. Do's he ye this way; be 
Bor. m ſure you fought it bravely. 
The. I muſt fee him. 
Bor. ö ye muſt not whars your Com: 
miſſion? © 2 
The. No Genelemwh: oh Chamber here ? 8 


Bor. Why pray ye, Sir 
Gage been 


. The. I think you are not, Sir; eee / 
I bring no Tales nor Flatteries : h Tongue Sir, 3 
B 


1 


nt nn ont 


1 no fork*d Stings. 
Bo: Vou keep your Bluntnefs. - | 
| Tho, Ten ate deter, It keeps te: TEA 7 


2 * — 3 1 
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me of your Plagues cer this: But Sir, 640 
Ver butt to the Duke. "EE ny 


Bor. He's not well, Sir. 
And cannot now be ſpoke withal! © DL e 

_ he. Not well, Sir? 

How wou'd he ha? been, if we had loſt? Not well, Sin?) 

bring him News to make him well: His. Enemy 


That wou'd have burnt his City here, and your Houſordb, 


Jour brave Gilt-houſe,my Lord. your Honour's hangings, 
Where all your Anceſtors, and all their Battels, 


Their Silk and Golden Battels are Decipher'd: 
That wou'd not only have abus'd your Buildi 


Your goodly Buildings, Sir, and have drunk 7 your 
Butteries, 


Purloin'd your Lordſhip” Plate, the Duke beſtow'd on you, 


For turning handſomly oꝰthꝰ Toe, and trim'd your Virꝑins, 


Trim'd 'em of a new cut, and*t like your Lordſhip, 
*Tis ten to one, your Wife too, and the Curſe i i 


You'd had no Remedy againſt theſe Raſcals, 2 [too, 


No Law, and*t like your Honour; wou'd — kill'd you 


And roaſted ye, and eaten ye, cer this Time : 
Notable Knaves, my Lord, unruly Raſcals : 


| Theſe Youths have we ty'd up, put Muzzels on em, 


And par'd their Nails, that honeſt civil Gentlemen, | 
And ſuch moſt noble Perſons as your ſelf is, 


May live in Peace, and rule the Land with atwine Theead. 


Theſe News I bring. 


Bor. And were they thus deliver'd ye! gs rg 
The, My Lord, I am no Pen-man, nor no Orator, 


My Tongue was never oyl'd, with Here and like 90 


There I beſeecb ye; wn I am a Soldier, 
And Truth I covet only, no fine Terms, Sir; 
I come not to ſtand treating here; my bufinels 
Is wich the Duke, and of fuch general Bleſſi 
Ber. You ———— ů — 
And we rejoice in't; ye ve done like honeſt Subjects, 4 
You have done handſomely and Well. 
The. But well, Sir? 


But handſomely and well? what, are we baten 


TI co all tha edi up cle. 0 
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But handſomely and well? Does your Lordſhip take us 
For the Duke's Tumblers ? we have done N Ss | 
Ventur'd our Lives like Men. 

Bor. Then bravely be it. 

The. And for as brave Rewards' we look, and Gra, 

We've Sweat and Bled for't, Sir. 

Bor. And ye may have it. 

If you will ſtay the giving. Men that think themſelves it 
For any good they do, take off the an ech 

And blot the Benefit. oy { 

The. Are theſe the Welkom,” 2 

The Bells that ring out our Rewards? pray heartily, 

Early and late, there may be no more Enemies 

Do my good Lord, pray ou and ſigh too, 

For if there be 

Bor. They muſt be met, and fought with. | 

The. By whom ? by you? they muſt be met and Aartter'd, 

Why, what a Devil ails ye to do theſe thing? | 
With what aſſurance dare ye mock men thus? 
Lou have but ſingle: Lives, and thoſe I take it 

A Sword may find too: Why do ye dam the Duke up? 

And 3 courſe of Love, that like a River 

Should fill our empty Veins again with Comforts ; 

But if ye uſe theſe knick knac 

This faſt and looſe, with faithful Men and honeſt, 

You'll be che firſt will find it x 


Enter Archas, Soldiers, Putskie, Ancient and others. 


Bor. You're too Untem 
The. Better be ſo, and Thief too, than ben 
Pray uſe this old Man ſo, and then we're paid all. (yr, 
The Duke thanks ye for your Service, and the Court thanks 
And wonderful deſirous they're to fee ye; 
Pray Heav*n weve room enough to march for Maygames, 


Pageants, and Bone: fires for your welcome home, Sir. 9 
Here your moſt noble Friend the Lord Boroskie, & 
A Gentleman too tender of your Credit, | 

And ever in the Duke's Ear, .for your good, Sir, 5% + 
Crazy and Sickly, yet to be your Servant. No 


Has — into the open Air to meet ye. 9 * 
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Bor. The beſt is, your Words wound * vou are 
welcome home, Sir; | 

Heartily welcome home, and for your Service, 

The noble Overthrow you gave the Enemy, 

The Duke ſalutes ye. too with all his Thanks, Sir. 
Anc. Sure they will now regard us. 
Put. There's a Reaſon: 7. 

But by the changing of the coloners Countenance, 

The rolling of 15 yes like angry Billows, 


I fear the Wind's not down yet, Ancient, 


Arch. Is the Duke well, Sir ? 

Bor. Not much unhealthy, 
Only a little grudging of an Ague, [fer 
Which cannot laſt, He has heard, which makes * 
And loth as yet to give your Worth due welcome, 
The Sickneſs hath been ſomewhat hot i' th Army, 
Which happily may prove more Doubt than Danger, 

0) And more his Fear than Faith NE; BI, 
An honeſt Care . 
Arch, Ve ſay right, and it ſhall be; | . 
For though upon my Life tis but a Rumor, TORS 
A meer Opinion, without Faith or Fear in't;  -© 
For, Sir, I thank Heav'n, we neer ſtood more healthy, 

Never more high and luſty ; yet to fatisfie, 
We cannot be too curious, or too careful 
Of what concerns his State, we'll draw away, Sir, 
And lodge at further Diſtance, and leſs Danger. 
Bor. It will be well. pit 
And. It will be very ſcurvy: „„ 1 
ſmell it out, it ſtinks abominably, | | 
Stir it no more. HY ö 
Bor. The Duke, Sir, wou'd have you too, 
For a ſhort 2285 or two, retire t your own Houſe, 


4 4 * 4 
. 


(9) 4nd more his Fear jhen Fae) Mr. Symp/on calls this 41 


ſolute Nonſenſe, and reads Faith, which is prov'd by drebuic'n An- 
ſwer, who ſays it is 


A meer Opinion, without Faith n Far tn tt. | k 5 75 
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Whither hinſelf will come to viſit yes Hd CAT" 

And give ye Thanks. MEL . 
Arch. I ſhalbattend his 11 . 


Anc. A Trick, a louſie Trick; So ho, rut 3 


Arch. How now, what's that? 5 5 
Anc. I thought | had found a Hare, Sir, 
But *tis a Fox, an old Fox, ſhall we Hunt 1 
Arcb. No more ſuch Words. 
Bor. The Soldier's e too lawey, 
You muſt tie him. ſtraiter | 
Arch. 1 do my beſt, Sir z | N 
But Men of free: born Minds ſometimes will fic out. 
Auc. May not we ſee the Duke? | 5 
Bor. Not at this time, Gentlemen, 
Your General knows the Cauſe. 
An. We have no Plague, Sir. 
Vnleſs it be in our Pay, nor no Pox neither „ 
Or if we had, I hope that good old Courtier 
Will not deny us place there. 

Put. Certain my Lord, N 
Conſidering what we are, and Ae we have done; 1 
If not, what need ye may have, twou d be better, 

A great deal nobler, and taſte honeſter 5 
To uſe us with more ſweetneſs ; Men that „ 

And laſh away their Lives at the Cart's tail [too, 
Double our * ; Meat, and their Maſters Thanks 
When they work well, they have; Men of qur Quality, 

When they do well, and venture for't with Valour, 

Fight hard, lye hard, feed hard, when they come home, 
Sir, 

And know theſe are deſerving things, things worthy, 

Can you then blame em. if their Minds a little | 

Be ſtir'd with Glory ? tis a Pride roms * em, 

A little ſeaſon d with Ambition, 

To be reſpected, reckon'd well, and FOOT 


For what they have done: When to come home thus 


poorly, 
And met with ſock am) ointed Joy; keen, 
As if we had done no e a Horſe well; 
So entertain 'd, as if, I thank ye Gentlemen, _ 


„ e onde re oo oe ee EEE a, 
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a ** "OR Doe” WF 0 ya: 3 


The | Loyal 9 369 


Take that to drink had pow r to pleaſe a Soldier? 
Where be the Shouts, the Bells rung out, the nes 
The Prince himſelf? 

Arch. Peace: 1 perceive your Eye, Sir, 
Is fixt upon this Captain for his Freedom 
And happily you find his Tongue too forward ; ; 
As I am Maſter of the Place I carry, | 
'Tis fit I think ſo too; but were 1 chis Man, 
No ſtronger tie upon me, than the Truth _ 
And Tongue to tell it, I ſhou'd ſpeak as he do's, 
And think with Modeſty enough, ſuch Saint? 
That daily thruſt their, Loves and Lives through hazards, 
And fearleſs for their Country's Peace march co bag 
Through all the Doors of Death, and know the darkeſt, 
Shou'd better be cononiz d for their Service: 
What labour wou' d' theſe Men neglect, what Danger 
Where Honour is, though ſeated in a Biltow, © 
Riling as high as — ED not theſe Soldiers... 
Like to ſo many Sea- arge up to it ? [Sir ; 
D you ſee theſe Swords ? 1205 8 es Scfthe was ne er ſo Jhap, 
Nor ever at one Harveſt mow'd ſuch handfuls'; .. 
Thoughts ne*er ſo ſudden, nor Belief ſo ſure 
When they are drawn; and were it not ſometimes - 
I {mim upon their Angers to allay em, a 
And, like a calm, depreſs their fl Intentions, 
They are ſo deadly ſure, nature wou id ſuffer — 
And whoſe are all theſe Glories? why, their Prince's, 
Their Country's, and their Friends? Alas, of all theſe, | 
And all the happy ends they bring, the Bleſſings, 
They only ſhare the Labours : A little Joy thn, 084 
And out- ſide of a welcome, at an upſnot iſh 
Would not have done amiſs, Sir z but enn 
— 0 wy, n . 

are ap I Example 
No Diſcont% in fangs doubt, Gendemeny 
The Dyke will. both look fuddealy and , 
On your * + Methipks "were. good. they. were 
paid, 

Bor. They dual he — 1-ay for Moay 

And ny Fayouriglſe—— - Fil 54 4. 
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I know his good Thoughts to ye. 


Why don't you take it pf 
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arch. We are all bound to ye; L ain 
And ſo I take my leave, Sir; when the Dake pla 


To make me worthy of his Eye > nee | 
Bor. Which will be ſuddenly, n 


Arch. With all Duty, 
And all Humility, I ſhall attend, Sir. 


Bor. Once more you're welcome home: hes al 
be ſatisfied. | 


The. Be ſure we be: 5 1 4 ; 
Arch, Wait you on me, Sir. % DNTP, 
De. And honeſtly : No jugling, mT. 


Arch. Will ye come, Sir * 
Bor. Pray do not doubt. 3 
The. We are no Boys. Liz 
Enter a Gentleman, and ro. or thre with . 
Bor. Well, Sir. 
Sant. Here's Tab from the Dake, and't pleaſe your 
__* Lordſhip. | | 


Bor. *Tis well. 

Cent. How ale the Soldiers look * 

Bor. Is't told? ' FAY 

Gent. Yes, and for every Company! a double re. | 
And the Duke's Love to all. " 

Anc. That's worth a Duckat. N 

Ber. You that be Officers, ſee it dikhug' then, 


Anc. Tis too heavy: 

Body o' me, I have ftrain'd mine m. 
Bor. Do you ſcorn i;᷑tt;ʒ | 
Anc. Has your Lordſhip any Dice about je? fi reg 

Gentlemen, N 

And come on ſeven for my ſhare.” | at an 
Put. Do you think, Sir, 

This is the end we fight for ? ug Dor uu 0. 


; f 


To ſuch Co Tameneſs, that our Service 70 8 
Neglected and look'd lamely on, and skew'd at, to 
Wich a few honourable Words, and this, is end? car 


EE Sir, ** 


g 
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And Minds to underſtand: the flights we carry? 


come home old, and full of Fn, Men- ok on me, 
As if Thad got 'em from a Whore, and ſhun me; 

I tell my nv and fear my Wants, I am anſwer'd, 
Alas 'tis pity ! pray dine with me on Sunday. = 
Theſe are the Sores we are ſick of, the Minds Maladies, 
And can this cure em? You ſhou'd have us'd-us nobly, 


And for our doing well, as well proclaim'd us. 


To the World's Eye, have ſhew'd and fainted vs, 
Then ye had paid us bravely : Then we had ſhin' 4, Sir, 


Not in this gilded ſtuff, but in our Glory: 


You may take back your Mony. 
Gent. This I fear'd ſtill. 
Bor. Conſider better, Gentlemen. 
Anc. Thank your Lordſhip : | 
And now Pl! put on my conſidering Cap: 
My Lord, that I am no Courtier, you may guels it 
By having no ſute to you for this Mony: 
For though I want, I want not this, nor ſhall not, 
While you want that Civility to rank it 
With thoſe Rights we expected; Mony grows, Sir, 
And Men muſt gather it, all is not put in one Purſe. 
(io) And I'm no Carter, I cou'd ne' er whiſtle yet: 
But that I am a Soldier, and a Gentleman, | 
And a fine Gentleman, and't like your Honour, 
And a moſt pleaſant Companion: All you that are wo 
Come liſt to my Ditty : Come ſet in Boys, 
With your Lordſhip's Patience. Lax: 8 
How do you like my Song, My Lordꝰè. 
Bor. Ev'n as I like your elf; but *twould te 4 great 
deal better, 


You would prove a great deal wiſer, and take this Mony, | 


In your own Phraſe I ſpeak now, Sir, and tis well 
You've N to ag ; for ſince you prove io r 


(10) And that I am no Carter, 70 cou 4 never whiſtle yet: ] I take 
the Word that to have ef ept in from the Line beneath, for it ſeems to 
hurt both Senſe and Meaſure. His ſaying, he was ne Carter, ſeems. 
to relate to the weight of the * which required a Cart to 
Carry it. 


For ue x 8 "5x0 
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T* refuſe ſuch means as this, maintain your Voice ſtill, 


'Twill prove your beſt Friend. 
Anc. Tis a ſinging Age, Sir, 


A merry Moon here now: I'll follow it: 


Fidling, and fooling now, gains more than fighting. 
Bor. What is 't you blench at? IIS 


Speak freely. 

Sol. And ſo we dare. A Triumph for the General, 

Put. And then an Honour ſpecial to his Virtue: 

Auc. That we may be prefer*d that have ſerv'd for it, 
(11) And cram'd up into favour like the worſhipful, 
At leaſt upon the City's charge made drunk 
For one whole Lear; we've done em ten Years ſervice ; 
That we ma' enjoy our Lechery without grudging, 
And mine, or thine be nothing, all things equal, 

And catch as catch may, be proclaim'd : hat When we 
borrow, 


And have no will to pay again, no Law 


* 


Lay hold upon us, nor no Court controul us. 


Bor. Some of theſe may come to pals ; the Duke may 


do 'em, 
And no doubt will : The General will find wo, 
And ſo will you, if you but ſtay with Patience : I have 
no Pow'r. 

Put. Nor Will. Come, Fellow- Soldiers 

Bor. Pray be not fo diſtruſtful. | 

Put: There are ways yet, 
And honeſt ways ; we are not brought w up Statues, 

Anc. It your Lordſhip 
Have any ſilk Stockings, that have holes i'th* Heels, 
Or ever an Honourable Caſſock that wants Buttons, 
I > have > rg 2 Your Lordſhip's cuſtom 
And m 8, if Bones want Ae | 
In her — —— 1055 

Ber. This is Diſobedience. 


(11) And cram'd yp into . ] Mr. Theoba/d has left crain'd 


in his Margin inſtead of crum'd; but, I believe, he might have been 
caſily perſuaded to have given it up, as the old Metaphor is 1 252 
more proper and more comick. 
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Anc. Eight Pence a Day, and hard Eggs. | 
Put. Troop off, Gentlemen, 
Some Coin we have, while this laſts, or our N 
We'll never {ell our General's worth for ſix 2 


Ye are beholding to us. 


Auc. Fare ye well, Sir, 


es Es you ſee this Scarf, Sir ? 
By this Hand Pl oy es birchen Brooms, Sir, 


Before I eat one bi from your Benevolence. 
Now to our old Occupations again. 


By your leave, Lord. | [Exemt. 
Bor. * will bite when ye are ſharper; take _— 
Mony. 


This Love I muſt remove, this Fondneſs to him, 
This tenderneſs of Heart; I have loſt my way elſe. 
There is no ſending, Man, they will not take 125 
They are yet too full of Pillage, | 
They'll dance for't ere't be long: 

* bring 1 it after. 


Enter Duke. : | 
Duke. How now, refus'd their Mony ? gp 185 
Bor. Very bravely, c | l 


And ſtand upon ſuch terms tis terrible. 


Duke, Where's Archas ? 
Bor. He's retir'd, Sir, to his Hoſe, 
According to your Pleaſure, full of Duty 
To outward fhew : But what within 
Duke, Refuſe it ? 5 
Bor. Moſt confidently : Tis not your Revenues. _ 
Can feed them, Sir, and yet they. have found a General 
That knows no Ebb of Bounty: There they eat, Sir, 
And loath your Invitations. | 
Duke. *Tis not poſſible, 
He's poor as they. | 
rg rode find it vrais de 3 
e your Journey thither tly, 
And as ye Ka Pl! open ye a wonder. 
Sir, this Mo | 15 
Duke. Follow me, n do! it. = {mk 
i X 2 SCENE 
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Ce WE Ml. 
Enter Olympia, Alinda, Burris, and Gentlewomen, 


Ohm. But do you think my Brother loves her? 
Zur. Certain, Madam, 
He ſpeaks much of her, and ſometimes with wonder, 
Oft wiſhes ſhe were nobler born. | 
Ohm. Do you think him honeſt ? 
Bur. Your Grace is nearer to his Heatt, than I am, 
Upon my life I hold him fo. 
Ohm. *Tis a poor Wench, 
I wou'd not have her wrong d: Methinks my Brother 
But I muſt not give Rules to his Affection; 3 | 
Yet if he weigh her worth 
Bur. You need not fear, Madam. 
Ohm. I hope I ſhall not. Lord Burris, 
I love her well ; I know not, there is ſomething 
Makes me 3 more than a care upon her: 
I do not like that Ring from him to her, 
I mean to Women of her way; ſuch Tokens 
Rather appear as Baits, than * Bounties: 
I wou'd not have it ſo. 
Bur. You will not find it, 
Upon my Troth I think his moſt Ambition 
ls but to let the World know h'as a handſome Miſtreſs, 
Will your Grace command me any ſervice to him? 
Ohm. Remember all my Duty. | 
Bur. Bleſſings crown ye: 
What's your will, Lady? 
Ain. Any ching that's honeſt; 
And if you think it fit, ſo poor a Service, 
| Clad in a ragged Virtue, may reach him, 
I do beſeech your Lordſhip ſpeak it humbly. 

Bur. Fair one I will: In e beſt Phraſe I have too, 
And ſo I kiſs your Hand. [Ext 
Alin. Your Lordſhip's Servant. 

Os: Come hither Wench, what « art thou doing with 


that Ring ? 
wa Ali, 


lun, 
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Ain. I am looking on the Poſie, Madam. 
Ohm. What ist? | 
Alin. (12) The Jewel's ſet within.” 
Ohm. But where the Joy , Wendk, 
When that inviſible — . loſt ? "7 doſt chou mile * ?. 


What unhappy Meaning haſt thou? 


Alin. 1 3 1 
But onl ing what ſtrange (| theſe Rin were 
And ww they work with ſome. = * 65 
Pet. I fear with you too. 
Ain. This cou'd not coſt above a Crown, 
Pet. T will coſt you G 
The ſhaving of your Crown, if not the ing 
Ohm. But he that ſent it, makes the Virtue greater. 
Ain. Ay, and the Vice oo, Madam. Goodneſs bleſs 
me : 
How fit *tis for my Finger 
2 Wom. No doubt you'll find too CLE AMT 
A Finger fit for you, ' 2603 ONE 
Ain. Sirrah, Peteſca, 
What wilt thou give me for the Ny that Wed this ? 
But thou haſt Rings enough, thou art rien: | 
Heigh ho, what muſt I do now ? 
Pet. You'll be taught chat, 


The eaſieſt part that e er you learnt, I warrant you. 


Alin. Ay me, ay me. 

Pet. You will divide too, ſhortly, -_ 
Your Voice comes finely forward. 

Ohm. Come hither, Wanton, 

Thou art not ſurely as thou ſay'ſt. 

Ain. I wou'd not: — 
But ſure there is a Witchcraft in this Ring, Lady, . 
Lord how my Heart leaps | 

Pet. Twill go pit a _ ſhort| 

Ain. And now methinks a houjnd of of the Duke's 


Shapes. | 


(12) The 8 within. ] This is the Poſie of the Ring, being 


4 Wc to the Wearer. 
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2 Wom. Will no leſs ſerve ye? 
Alin. In ten thouſand Smiles. 

Ohm. Heav'n bleſs the Wench. 
Alin. With Eyes that will not be deny'd to enter; 
And ſuch ſoft ſweet Embraces ; take em ; 
I am undone elſe, Madam: I'm loſt elſe 
Ohm. What ails the Gir? 
An. How ſuddenly I'm alter di! 
And grown my felf again! do not ! 
Ohm. Wear that, and Pll wear aa: 
I'll try the Strength. on't,. 
Ain. How cold my Blood grows now [3 
Here's ſacred Virtue. 
dg . leave to rs this, 
very hour to pay a Kiſs, 
| When each has I ariſe, 
(13) I forget a Sacrifice: 
hen this Figure in my Faith, 
And the pureneſs that it hath, 
I purſue not with my Will, 
Nearer to arrive at ſtill: 
When I loſe, or change this Jewel, 
Fly me Faith, and Heav'n be cruel, 
Ohm. You've half confirm'd me, keep but that way ſure, 
And what this Charm can do, * me endure. [ Kxcum. 


S N. l 
Enter Archas, Theodore, Honora and Viola. 
Arch. Carry your ſelf diſcreetly, it concerns me, 
The Duke's come in, none of your froward Paſſions, 
Nor no diſtaſts to any. Prithee Theodore, 


By my life, Boy, twill ruin me, 
The. I have your, Sir, 


* (r3) Or 1 forget a | Saerifice: Mr. - de alt I both ** 
out the Or, as 1 the Meaſure, and utterly palling 08 


- $0 
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(14) 85 f there be no foul Play. * 2 with. 


Fe - | What's that ue Pe „ 
Let him bring what pleaſe him, | l 
And whom, and how. 

The. So they mean well ——— 

Arch, Is 't fit you be a Judge, Sh? 

The. Lis fit 4 feel, Sir. e e 
Arch. Get a Banquet ready, r! EI & 
And trim yourſelves up hand my. The. To what end? 
Do you mean to make 'em Whores ? Hang ar 85 then, 

And ſet em out to Liv 
Arch. Whoſe Son art thou ? EE: 
The. Yours, Sir, | hope : But not of your Diſgaces 
Arch. Full twenty thouſand Men I have commanded, 
And all their Minds, with this calm'd all their Angers; 
And ſhall a Boy, of mine own Breed, . 
One crooked ſtick - 
The, Pray take your way, and thrive ut, 
I' quit your Houſe; if Taint or black Dickonour 
Light on ye, *tis your own, I've no ſhare in't. 
Ye if it do full ot 6; as ] fear it, FF 1 1 
And partly find it too — 5 aide da 74 
Arch. Haſt thou no Reverence ? EL 6 
No Duty in thee? 
The. This ſhall ſhew 1 obey rer 
I dare not ſtay: I would have ſhew'd my Love too, 
re that you ask as Duty, with my Life, Sir, 
ou but thought me worthy of your H 
Win Heav'n preſerve ye from, and keep the Duke too: 
And there's an end o* my wiſhes, God be with ye. | Zxit. 
Arch, Stubborn, yet full of, that we all love, Wen 


(14) Se there be mo feul Play he brings along with him. 1 Mr. N- 
ſon has corrected the Pointing here, and ſeems much to have in- 
proved the Senſe. Theodere would ſay, that the Duke brings Bors 
along wie h him, but is interrupted by! his Father. 


X's Entev 


n le. 
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ai Bs e Enter Burris. * 


Lord Burris, where's the Duke? 
Bur. In the great Chamber, Sir, wy 
And there ſtays till he ſee you. Ye've a fine Houſe here, 
Arch, A poor contented Lodge, unfit for bis Prelence, 
Yet all the joy it hath. _ 
Bur. I hope a great one, and for your good, brave Sir, 
Arch. I thank ye, Lord : 


| And now my ſervice to the Duke. 


Bur. I'll wait on ye, [ Exeunt, 


Enter Duke, Boroskie, Gentlemen and Attendants, 


Duke. May, this be credited ? 

Bor. Diſgrace me elle, 
And never more with Favour 83 _ me. 

Duke. It ſeems impoſſible. 

Bor. It cannot chuſe, Sir, 
„Till your own Eyes behold it; but that it is ſo, 
And that by this means the too haughty Soldier 
Has been ſo cram'd and fed, he cares not for ye ; 
Believe, or let me periſh : Let your Eyes 
As you obſerve the Houſe, but where [ Point 8 
Make ſtay, and take a view, and then you've found it. 


Enter Archas, Burris, Honora, Viola, and Servant. 
Duke, Il follow your Direction. Welcome Archas, 


* You're welcome home, brave Lord, we're come to viſit ye, 
And thank ye for your Service. | 


- Arch; T was ſo poor, Sir, | 
In true reſpect of what I owe your Highneſs, 
It merits nothing. ' 
Duke. Are theſe fair ones yours, Lord? 
Arch. Their Mother made me think fo, Sir. 
Duke. Stand up, Ladies. 
Beſhrew my Heart they're fair ones; methinks fitter 
The luſtre of the Court, than thus live darken'd. 
Fd ſee your Houſe, Lord Archas, it appears to me 


Arch, 
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Arcb. Tis neat, but no great Structure; | 
JI be your Grace's Guide, give me the Keys there. 
Dube. Lead on, we'll W Benin n the n 
I think that's one. | 
Arch. *Tis fo, and't pleaſe ye, Sir, 
The reſt above are Lodgings all 8 51 88 1 ok 
Duke. Go on, Sir. | - [Excunt. 


58. G N 
Enter Theodore, Putskie, and Ancient. 


Put. The Duke TE thither, do you ſay ? 

The. Yes mar 
And all the Ducklings too; but what they'll do e 

Put. J hope they'll crown his Service. 

The. (15) With a Coſtard ; | 1 
This is no weather for Rewards: They. crown his Service? 
Rather they go to ſhave his Crown: I was rated out of 

Doors, . 
As if I'd been a Dog had worried Sheep, 
For making but a doubt. 

Put. They muſt now grace him. 

The, Mark but the end. 

Anc, Im ſure they ſhou'd Reward him, they can” t 

Want him. 

The. They that want Honeſty, want any thing. 72 
Put. The Duke's ſo noble in's own eee | 

The, That I grant ye, | 
If thoſe might only ſway him : But *tis moſt certain, 

So many new born Flies is light gave life to, 

Buzze in his Beams, Fleſh-flies, and Butterflies, PS 
Hornets, and humming Scarabs, that not one honey Bee. 
That's loaden with true Labour, and brings home 

Encreaſe and Credit, can ſcape rifling, 

And what ſhe ſucks for ſweet, they turn to bemalt 

Anc. Shall we go ſee what they do, and talk our mind 

to *em ? 


(15) With a Cuſtard ] So * 1 Editions, inflead of Cofard. 
To crown a Man with a Coftard, is to break his 12 enn in 
his Phraſe meaning a Crab-tree Stick. 7 

ut. 


330 The Loyal Subject. 

Put. That we have done too much, and to no N 
Anc. Shall we be hang'd for him? 

J have a great mind to be hang d now . 
For — brave thing for him; a worſe end. vil 
e me, 

And for an action of no worth; not honout him? 4 
Upon my Conſcience, ev'n the Devil, the very Devil 
(Not to bely him) thinks him an honeſt Man; F[years, 
I am ſure he has ſent him Souls any time theſe twenty 
Able to furniſh all his Fiſh-markets, 

The. Leave thy talking, 
And come, let's go to Dinner and drink to him; 
We ſhall hear more ere Supper time. If he be honour'd, 
He has deſerv'd it well, and we ſhall fight for't. 
Tf he be ruin'd, fo, we know the worſt then, 


And for my ſelf, Pl meet = | 
| Put. I ne er fear it. k Exeun. 


E 


Enter Duke, Archas, Boroskie, Burris, — 
and Attendants, © Wg I 


_ They're handſome Rooms all, well contriv'd 
and fitted, | 


Full of convenience; the Proſpect s excellent. 
Arch. Now will your Grace paſ down, and do me but 


wt honour 
To taſte a Country Banquet 3 

Duke. What Room's that? 

I wou'd ſee all now; what Conveyance 1 it? 
ſee you've kept the beſt part yet; pray open it. 

Arch. Ha! I miſdoubted this: Tis 7 no receipt, Sir, 
For your Eyes moſt unfitĩ — 

* Duke. I long to ſee it, Painting, 
Becauſe I'd judge of the whale piece : Some excellent 
Or ſome rare Spoils you'd keep to entertain me 
Another time, I know. I CSF $6 v8 {41 

Arch. In troth there is nat, „ 
. any thing worth your fight ; below I have 


Some 


, 
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| Some Fountains, and ſome Ponds. 


Duke. I wou'd ſee this now. 
Arch. Boroskie, thou'rt a Knave, It contains _ | 

But Rubbiſh from the other Rooms, Unneceſſaries . 
Will't pleaſe you ſee a — nn 
Duke. This or "6.3 

Why ſhou'd you bar it up thus wich 3 

Above the reſt, unleſs it contained ating 

More excellent, and curious of Ys ? 

Open't, for I will ſee it. 

Arch. The Keys are loft, Sir: 

Does your Grace think, if WEN fit for you, 

1 cou'd be ſo unm OL || 
Duke. I will ſee it, and cher ber IV. | 
Arch. Good Sir {dantly, i 
Duke. Thank ye; Archas, you * — Love abun- 

Do I uſe to intreat thus? Force it open. 

Bur. That were inhoſpitable; you are his Gueſt, Sir, 

(16) And *tis his greateſt Joy to entertain ye. P 
Duke; Hold thy peace, Fool; will ye open it? 

Arch. Sir, I cannot, I — not, if I could. 

Duke. Go, break it open. 

Arch, I moſt withſtand that force. Be not too raſh, 
Gentlemen. 
Duke. Unarm him firſt, then if he be not obſtinate | 

Preſerve his Life. 

Arch. I thank your Grace, I take it; 

And now take you the Keys, go in, and ſee, Sir; "ſte, 

There feed your Eyes with wonder, and thank that Tray- 

That thing that ſells his Faith for _— [Exif Duke. 

Bur. Sir, what moves ye ? | 
Arch. COS kept mine pure, "Lied Burris, there's 
a f 


That fora Smile will ſell ye all. A Gentleman ? 


The Devil has more Truth, and has maintain'd 1 it; 
A Whore's Heart more belief in't. | 


by 4 92 2 its ; groatef ar] Former ns bs nuts 


Enter 
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| Euter Duke. * "(ve 


u Date: What's all tis, Arb / 
I cannot blame you to conceal it ſo. 
This moſt ineſtimable Treaſure. Arch. Yours, Sir. 


Dake. Nor do I wonder now the Soldier flights me. 


Arch. Be not deceiv'd; he has no favour here, Sir, 
Nor had you known this now, but for that Pick- thank, 
That loſt Man in his Faith, he has reveal'd it, 
To ſuck a little Honey has betray'd it. 

(I wear he ſmiles upon me) thou forſworn too, 
Thou crackt, uncurrant Lord. I'II tell ye all, Sir: 
Your Sire, before his Death, knowing your Temper 
To be as bounteous as the Air, and open, 
As flowing as the Sea to all that follow'd ye, 
- Your great Mind fit for War and Glory, thriftily 
Like a great Husband, to preſerve your Actions, | 
Collected all this Treaſure ; to our Truſts, _ 
To mine I mean, and to that long-tongu'd Lord's there, 
He gave the Knowledge and the Charge of all this, 
Upon his Death-bed too: And on the Sacrament | 
He ſwore us thus, never to let this Treaſure | 
Part from our ſecret keepings, till no hope 
Of Subject could relieve ye, all your own waſted, 

No help of thoſe that lov'd ye cou'd ſupply ye, 

And then ſome great Exploit afoot ; my honeſty 
I wou'd have kept till I had made this uſeful, 
(I ſhew'd it, and I ſtood it to the Tempeſt,) 

And uſeful to the end *twas left: Pm cozen'd, 
And ſo are you too, if you ſpend this vainly z 
This Worm that crept into ye has abugd ye, 
Abus'd your Father's care, abus'd his Faith too: 
Nor can this maſs of Mony make him Man more, 
A flea'd Dog has more Soul, an Ape more Honeſty 
All mine ye have amongſt it, farewel that, 
I cannot with't nobler ; my Heart's clear, 

My Conſcience ſmooth as that, no rub upon't. 
—_—__—— —— d—ß— - mͥͥ̃ , m 

Bor. I ſeek no Heav'n from you, Sir. 


pod — — — Prado, 7 — 5 


FSB 


Hel. 
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Arch. Thy gnawing Hell, Boroskie, it will find thee + 
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Wou'd ye heap Coals upon his Head has wron 
Has — d your Eſtate | Give him this Mary, 
Melt it into his Mouth. 
Duke, What little Trunk's that 2 
That there o th top, that's lockt? 
Bor. Vou'll find it rich, Sir, richer 1 think than all. 
Arch. You were not covetous, 


Nor wont to weave your Thoughts with ſuch a courſeneſs; : 
Pray rack not Honeſty. 


Ber. Be ſure you ſee it. Duke. Bring out the Trunk. 
Enter with the Trunk, 


' Arch, You'll find that Treaſure too, al I have hy 


me now. 
Duke. What's this, a poor Gown? 
And this a piece of Seneca? 
Arch. Yes ſure, Sir, 3 
More worth than all your Gold, yet ye' ve enough on * 
And of a Mine far purer, and more precious; 
This ſells no Friends, nor ſearches into Counſels, 


'd ye, 


And yet all counſel, and all Friends live here, Sr, 


Betrays no Faith, yet handles all that's truſty : 
Wilt pleaſe you leave me this? 

Duke. With all my Heart, Sir. 

Arch. What ſays your Lordſhip to't? 

Bor. I dare not rob ye. 


Arch, Poor miſerable Men, you've robb'd your ſelves 
| both ; 
This Gown, and this unvalu'd Treaſure, your brave Father, 
Found me a Child at School with, in his progreſs. 
Where ſuch a love he took to ſome few anſwers, 
Unhappy Boyiſh Toys hit in my Head then, 
That ſuddenly J made him, thus as I was, 55 
(For here was all the Wealth I brought his dus) 


He carried me to Court, there bred me up, 


Beſtow'd his Favours on me, taught me Arms firſt, 
With thoſe an honeſt Mind; I ſerv'd him truly, 

And where he gave me truſt, I think I fail'd not; 
Let the world ſpeak : I humbly thank your a: 
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You have done more, and nobler, eas'd mine Age, Sir; 
And to this care a far Quierus Gyn. EY Book 
ain, 
* You have your wiſh, Sir, 
Let ſome bring off the Treaſure. 
Bor. Some 1s his, Sir. 
Arch. None, none, a poor unworthy Reaper 
The Harveſt is his Grace's, | 
| Duke. Thank you, Archas. 
Arch. But will not you repent, Lord? when this is gone 
Where will your Lordſhip ?——— 
Bor. Pray take you no care, Sir. 
Arch. Does your Grace like my Houſe ? 
- Duke, Wondrous well, Archas, 
You've made me richly welcome. 
Arch, 1 did my beſt, Sir. 81. 
Is there ought elſe may pleaſe your Grace, Duke. You 
Daughters 
I had forgot, ſend them to Court. Arch. How's that, Sir? 


Dake. I ſaid your Daughters; ſee it done: PI have em 


Attend my Siſter, Archas. 
Arch. Thank your Highneſs. 
Duke. And fuxldenty. [ Exit. 
Arch. Through all the ways I dare 

I'll ferve uy Temper, . you try me far, ¶ Eail. 


— > 


9 — 


re . 


Enter Theodore, Putskie, Ancient, and Servant. 


The.F Wonder we hear no News. 
Put. Here's your Father's Servant, 

He comes in haſte too, now we ſhall know all, Sir, 

The. How now? 

Ser. I am glad I have met you, Sir; your Father 
Intreats you preſently make haſte unto him. 

The. What News? | 

Ser. None of the beſt, Sir, I'm aſham'd to tell i, 
W ak © no more. | 5 


he. 


Your Father and your Friend 
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pe. Did not I tell ye, Gentlemen? 
Did not I Prophecy? He's undone chen. 
Ser. Not ſo, Sir, but as near — 
Put. There's no help now; | 
The Army's ſcatter'd all, through acne, 
Not to be rallied up in haſte to help this, 
Anc. Plague of the Devil; have ye watch'd Loews Seasons ? 
We.ſhall watch you &er long. | 
_ The. Farewel, there's no cure, | 
We mult endure all now: know what oi do. XL, 
¶ Exeunt Theodore, and bmw; 
Put. Nay, there's no ſtriving, they've a hand th us. 
A heavy and a hard one. 
Anc, Now I have it, 
We've yet ſome Gentlemen, ſome Boy s of W 5 
(What, are we bob'd thus till, —— and carted?) 
And one mad trick we'll have to ſhame theſe Vipers? ? 
Shall I bleſs em? 
Put. Farewel ; I have thought my way too. 2 
Anc Were never ſuch rare Cries in Chriſtenddom, 
As Moſco ſhall afford: We'll live by foolin 


Now hghting's gone, and they ſhall 25 Bo it, [Exit 


8 e EN Be in 


Enter Archas, Honora, and Viola. . 
Arch. No more, it muſt be >; do = think: ra 


ſend ye, 


T4 


Viol. Pray Sir, be good to us, 
Alas, we know no Court, nor ſeek that Knowledge; ; 
(17) We are content, like harmleſs things at home, 
Children.of your Content, bred up in quiet, 
Only to know I. to ſeek a Wiſdom 


From 


iy) We are content with harmleſi things at home, 
Children of your Content, bred up in quiet, is - 

Only to know ourſelves) It was very evident to me from the 

whole turn of the Sentence that with in the firſt Line was a Corrup- 


tion 
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From that we underſtand, eaſie and honeſt ; | 
To make our Actions worthy of your Honour, 
Their ends as innocent as we begot *em z; 
What ſhall we look for, Sir, what ſhall 90 learn there, 
That this more private ſweetneſs cannot teach us! 2 
Virtue was never built upon Ambition, 
Nor the Souls Beauties bred out of Bravery : 
What a terrible Father wou'd you ſeem to us, 
Now you have moulded us, and wrought our Tempe 
To eaſie and obedient Ways, uncrooked, | 
Where the fair Mind can never loſe nor lower, 
Now to divert our Natures, now to ſtem us 
Roughly againſt the tide of all this Treaſure ? - 
Wou'd y' have us proud? *Tis ſooner bred than buried; 
Wickedly proud? For ſuch things dwell at Court, Sir. 
Hon. Wou'd y' have your Children learn t* forget their 
Father? 
And when he dies dance on his Monument ? 
Shall we ſeek Virtue in a Satin Gown-:; + 
Embroider'd Virtue? Faith in a well-carP'd Feather 
And ſet our Credits to the tune of Green- ſleeves? 
This may be done; and if you like, it ſhall be. 
You ſhou'd have ſent us thither when we were younger, 
Our Maiden-heads at a higher rate; our Innocence 
Able to make a Mart indeed : We re now too old, Sir, 
Perhaps they'll think too cunning too, and TOY us; 
Beſides, we're altogether unprovided, 
Unfurniſht utterly of the Rules ſhould guide us: 
This Lord comes, licks his Hand and proteſts to me; 
Compares my Beauty to a thouſand fine things; 
Mountains, and Fountains, (1 8) Trees, and Stars, and 
Goblins ; Now 


tion, and that Viola calls herſelf and Si ler . things at home, not 

the chings they were content with. I therefore p opoſed to read, 

| We are content, (being harmleſs things at bone, 
Children of your Content, bred up in Quiet, 

Only to know our ſelves. 

But turning to the firſt Folio, I found my Conjecture ſo far confirmed, 

that 1 had hit upon the Author's Senſe, tho' not upon the true Word, 


which I have now inſerted in the Text. 
(18) ——Trees, and Stars, and Goblins ;] Mr. Symp/ſon thinks a 


lins ſo odd a ching for a Courtier to compare a lady's, * to, oo 


ms di£_. A Pa ia wen S.Ct. tt > wa 


wy 


* 


Now have not I the Falch ne bin n (61) 
He offers me the honourable courteſie, Aon 
rern 3 what amiſery is this ? M 
E e alas, I dare not. . 
And how madly theſe things will hem there. 
Arch, I ſend. ye not,, 01 ball T dou 
Like Parts infected, to draw more Corruption 
Like Spiders to grow great, with growing Evil: 
With your own Virtues ſeaſon'd, and my Pray rs, 44 2 
The Card of Goodneſs in your Minds, at ſhows; ye 
When ye ſail falſe; the Needle toucht with Honour, f\ 
That Jy the . — n ſtil (Points 7 
Your Bodies Je tall Barks t/a. nu with Goodnch, 
Your Heav'nly Souls the Pilots, thus I ſend you; 
Thus J prepare your Voyage; ſound before ye, 
And ever as you ſail through this World's Vanity, 
Diſcover Sholes, Rocks, Quickſands, cry out to ye, 
Like a good Maſter, Tack about for Honour. 
The Court is Virtue's School, at leaſt it ſnould be; 
Nearer the Sun the Mine lies, the Metal's purer: 
Be it granted, if the Spring be once infected, 
Thoſe Branches that low from him muſt run muddy; 3 
Say you find ſome Sins there, and thoſe no {mall ones, 
And they like lazy Fits begin to ſhake ye: :-. 
Say they affect your Strengths, my happy Children 
Great things through greateſt hazards are atchiev d ſtill, 
And then they ſhine, then Goodneſs has his Glory, 
His Crown faſt W chen time moves under, 


fo unfit to be joined to MER to 3 the reſt, that ha Ray" | 


ftrike it out as Corrupt, and read Godlins, or little Gods, The Conjec - 
ture is ingenious, if any Inſtance could be produced of our Poets or any 
of their Contemporaries uſing the word God/ins, or it there was 
any neceſſity of a Change. Goblins is ſometimes uſed for Fairies, 
and may not improperly ſtand for ſuch Angels as the lewd Courtier of- 
ten compares his 122 to: but it more often ſtands for Bugbears, or 
frightful Ap 8 which Courtiers often make their "Miſtrefſes 
like, when cy of the Flames, Darts, and killing Qualities of 
their Eyes. Kb the Poet's your was, it was n to con 
150 a 3 _ 


ww 4 


. oe — 


(40) Where, eee * the Sun, 
T —_ thick ame Clouds, he breaks out nobly. 


Hon. 1 Se you have ms made- n 


And if there be ſuch ſtirring things moet em, 
Such Travellers into Virginia | 
As Fame reports, if they can win me, take me. 

I think I have a cloſe Ward, and a ſure one; 

An honeſt Mind I hope, "tis Petticoat- 


Chain-proof, and Jewel-proof ; I know tis Gold-porof: 
A Coach and four Horſes cannot draw me from it: 
As for your handſome Faces and fil'd To 


ngues, 
Curl'd Millers Heads, (20) I have another Ward for them, 
And yet I'll flatter too, as faſt as they do, 


And lye, but not as Lewdly. Come, be valiant, Siſter, 
She that dare n't ſtand the puſh oꝰ th' Court dares nothing, 


(21) AGEIY - pans ape pn Howe you, we both, Sir, 
: Aﬀet 
I 


(19) Where, through he midſt of. Errors, —] This i is the ſecond time 
that this unmeaning Expletive nid, had intruded into the Place of a 
very ſenfible Metaphor. In Wit without Money, Valentine tells his 
Bi other the Collegian that he had been brought up Among ft the mid 
Small. beer Brew-houſes,, Where the true word was evidently Mi. 
Mr. Sym 775 concurred with me in the Correction of it in this Play. 


(20) I bade another Word for tbem,—] Former Editions. Mr. Synp- 
fon and I concurred in the Emendation. 


(21) And yet come off ungrac'd: Sir, like you, 

Mi. both affett great dangers now, and the World hall ſee] The 
Meaſure is here e the firſt Line wants a Syllable, and the ſe - 
cond has two redundant ones. In the next place, zngrac'd is the very 
Reverſe of hat the Context evidently requires. I have three Con- 
a e and Mr. Sympſon has ſent me a fourth. My firſt is, 

& And yet come off unras'd-: like you, we both, Sir, 
iat great Dangers now, and th' World [hall fee. 
Unras'd ſigniſies uncut, unſtratch'd, from the Latin, rado, or the French, 
raſer. It is often ſpelt anrax' d, and pronounc'd as ſuch. My ſecond 
Conjecture is ſtill nearer the Trace of the Letters, ung ras d. 1. e. un- 

touch d, un hurt; from graxing, as a Bullet N 1 laſt n 
18 to leave out the And at the beginning. 
eee of undiſgrac'd. 


And to chis ſenſe is Mr. Sym ſon's. Coni <& 
"the Pofition of the Words tha 2 *** wich leſs Change 1 


I make, 


And yet come off grac'd : Sir, like you, we e both 
al 7 Aﬀed great Dangers now &c, 


4 
p we 


"Fl 


It 


Thy Anger ever knows, and not thy Judgment. . 


Affect great dangers now, 111 th World ſhall ee s 
All Glory lies not in Man's Victory. n wo. 
Arch. Mine own Honora. er io bY 1 
Vio. I am very fearful, © 


Would 1 were ſtronger built. Loud Never me honeſt 2 hs 


Arch. Or not at all my Viola. nt 0? N. 
Vio. V'll think on't, 19395 107 Ak 
For *tis no eaſie Promiſe, aid Th thats: oe zr 5 
D' you think we ſhall do well? © On 

Hon. Why, what ſhou'd ail us? 


Vio. — they'll tempt us ſtrongly : ; beſides the 
ory 


Which Women may affect, they're handſome Gentlemen, | 


Every part ſpeaks': Nor is it one denial, 5 
Nor two, not ten; from every look we give em 
They'll frame a hope ev'n from our Pray'rs Promiſes. 
Hon. Let em feed ſo, and be fat; there is 1 
Wench, 
If thou beꝰſt falt tꝰ thy KF, 
Vio. I hope I ſhall be; 
And your example will work more. 


n Enter Theodore. | 
Hon, Thou ſhalt not want it. | 
The. How do you, Sir? Canyoulends Manan Ange? | | 
I hear you let out Money. | 
Arch. Very well, Sir, 
You're pleaſantly diſpos'd: I am glad to ſee it. 
Can-you lend me your Patience, and be rul'd by mes | 
The. Is't come to Patience now ? E 
Arch. Is't not a Virtue? 


The. I know not: I ne'er found n ſo. 
Arch. That is becauſe 


FOE 1 n u. have been rifl'd. 


It is uncertain which of theſe or dab ape . is the Original 3 
But it is; I think, a Duty an Editor owes both to his Author and his 
Reader not knowingly to leave Nonſenſe in the Text; I have the 
fore inſerted my firſt Conjectare, as It e ee to me the ben of be 


four. 


* 


Y 2 = Arch. 
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re ee eee * 
rd, what opinions vain P ubliſh 1 
Riff'd of what? r | 
The. Study your Virtue, Patios, | 
- Tt may get Muſtard to your Meat. a in ſuch haſte, Sir, 
Sent ye for me ? 
Arch. For this end only, Theodore, _ 
To wait upon your Siſters to the Co 
I am commanded they live there. 
The. To th' Court, Sir? 
- : Arch. To th' Court, I fay. 
The. And muſt I wait upon em? 
_ Arch. Yes, tis moſt fit you ſhou'd, you are their Brother, 
The. Is this the buſineſs ? Thad thought your Mind, Sir, 
Had been ſet forward on ſome noble Action, 
Something had truly ſtir'd ye. To th? Court with theſe? 
Why, they're your Daughters, Sir. | 
$8. All this I know, Sir. 
The. The good old Moman on a 171 . 
To th' Court? 
Arch. Thou art not mad? 
The, Nor Drunk as you are : 
Drunk with your Duty, Sir: Do you call it Duty? 
A pox of Duty - what can theſe do there? 
What ſhould they do? Can ye look Babies, Siſters, 
In the young Gallants Eyes, and twirl their Band-ſtrings ? 
Can ye ride out to air your ſelves? Pray Sir, 
Be ſerious with me, do you ſpeak this truly? | 
Arch. Why, didſt Hon never hear of Women yet 
At Court, Boy ? 5 
The. Yes, and good Women too, very good Women, 
Excellent honeſt Women: But are ye m_ Sir, | 
That theſe will prove ſo ? 
Hon. There's the danger, Brother. 
The. God-a-mercy Wench, thou haſt a grudging of it. 
Arch. Now be you ſerious, Sir, and obſerve what I ſay, 
Do it, and do it handſomely ; go with 'em. | 
| * ay ds: all 1 2 e am in no fault now; 
ought Whores for in my Company; 
Pray write upon a heir Backs, MY are my Siſters: 


a 3%: 41 
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And where I ſhall deliver mm. 
Arch. Ye're wondrous jocund, 

But prithee tell me, art thou ſo lewd ; 2 Fellow? 
I never knew thee fail a Truth, 
| The. I am a Soldier, | 
And ſpell you what that means. 
Arch. A Soldier? | 
What doſt thou male of me? 
The. Your Palat's down, Sir. 
Arch. I thank ye, Sir. "0 
The. Come, ſhall we to tus matter ? * 
You will to Court?! 
s Hon. If you will pleaſe to ham 1 
The, I'll honour ye, I warrant; I'll ſet ye off 

With ſuch a luſtre, Wenches. Alas poor Viola, 

Thou art a Fool, thou erieſt for cating white Bread: 

Be a good Huſwife of thy Tears, and ſave em 

Thou wilt have time enough to ſned em; Siſter, 

Do you weep too? Nay, then I'll fool no more. 

Come worthy Siſters, ſince it muſt be ſo, .. 

And ſince he thinks it = to try your Virtues, 

Be you as ſtrong to Truth, as I to guard ye, 

And this old Gentleman ſhall have 507 of ye. [ Exeunt. 


g C N N ͤ III. 


Enter Duke, and Burris. 


Duke. Burris take you ten thouſand of thoſe Crowns, 
And thoſe two Chains of Pearl they hold the richeſt, 
I give *em ye. 
Bur. I humbly thank your Grace; 
And may your great Example work in me 
That noble Charity to Men more worthy, 
And of more wants. 
Duke. You bear a good Mind, Burris, 
Take twenty thouſand now: Be not ſo modeſt, __ 
It ſhall be ſo, I give em: Go, there's my Ring for*t. 
Bur. Heav'n bleſs your Highneſs ever. Exit. 
, © Dake, You are honeſt, PI 
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Enter Alinda, and Putskie a Dot. 


(22) They're coming now to Court, as fair 4.2 Virwe: 
Two brighter Stars neꝰer roſe here. = ap 
Alin, Peace, I have it. | 
And what my Art can do ; te Die. Ot, 
Putſ. J am gone; remedies" fines 5. 5 Exit. 
Ain. I'm counſell'd to the 3 Sm 
' Duke. My pretty Miſtreſs, whither hes, your buſineſs? 
How kindly I ſhou'd take this, were't to menow? _ 
Ain. I muſt confeſs immediately to your Grace, | 


At this time. 


Duke, You have no addreſs, I do believe Je. 

I wou'd ye had. 
Alin. Twere too much boldneſs, Sir, 

Upon ſo little Knowledge, leſs deſerving. 
Duke. You'll make à perfect Courtier. = 5 ; * 
Alin. A very poor one. ere N 
Duke. A very fait one, Sweet; come hither to me. 


What killing Eyes this Wench has ? In his Glory 


Not the bright Sun, when the hot Sirian Star reigns, 
Shines. half ſo fiery. 


Ain. Why does your Grace ſo view me? 


Nothing . common handſomeneſs dwells here, S. 
Scarce that: Your Grace is pleas'd to mock my ak 


"Duke. Thou ſhalt not go: I do not lie unto thee, 
In my Eye thou appear'ſt——- _ 
Ain. Dim not the ſight, Sir, 


IJ am too dull an Object. 


Dube. Canſt thou love me? 


(22) Put. They're coming now to Court, as fab as Fir the 
Two brighter Stars neer roſe here... 

Alin. Peace, have it,] Putskie. is directing Alinda to make 
uſe of the Influence her Beauty has gain'd over the Duke i in favour of 
Archas, and ſhe tells him that The ; is uff fficiently inſtructed. But how is 
this an Anſwer to what Pulalie is made to ſay in the former Editions ? 


or what has the two Ladies Introduction to Court to do with be 
Scheme that Puts7e has plann'd? It is to me evidently a Sellloquy, of | 
it is 


the Duke s, whoſe thoughts are all bent on his Pleaſures. A 


very, artful in our Poets do make him in the very height of his Wick- 


edneſs acknowledge the Beauty of Virtue. For Laſi is fired by the 
9 of 8 as muck as by the — of Beauty. 


G4. t@@d# ow no Go an 


Canſt thou jove him will honour erf, i 
Alin. I can love, 


And love as you do too: But cuil mot den alt! 275 


Or if it do (23) ſhew here, where all light va wt 

Tinſel affections make a glorious WS 

'Twill-halt-th* handfom way. FOUL | 
Duke. Are ye ſo cunning? 


4 FR OY 
34 3 

* * * 
uh EE 9 
423144 


Doſt think I love not trulß? Ex.) wy I . 


Ain. No, ye cannot, 


Ye never travelPd that way — . Pray TER tne, t b 


| prate ſo boldly to you. 
Duke. There's no harm done : 
But what's your reaſon, Sweet? 
Ain. Id tell your Grace; © 0⁰ 
But happily ——— . 


Duke, It ſhall. be-plealingy 16 me. p 
oF 0 


Ain. I ſnou'd love you again, and then you wou 
With all my ſervice I ſhou'd follow ye, 
And through all dangers. 
Duke. This vou d more provoke me, 
More make me fee thy Worths, 
More make me meet em. | 
Aln. You-ſhou*d:do ſo, if ye a wen and 9 
But though ye be a Prince, and have pow'r in ye, 
Pow'r of Example too, ye have fail'd and falter d. 
Duke, Give me Example where? 
Ain. Vou had a Miſtreſs, 
Oh Heav'n, ſo bright, ſo brave a Dame, lo lovely, 


In all her Life fo true! 


Duke, A Miſtreſs ? 


Ain. That ſerv'd you with that Conſtancy, that Care, 


(23) — here, where all Lighy Muren, Mr.Theobald was very ex- 
act in giving great Letters to all Subſtantives and little ones to Ad- 
jectives and Verbs. It is an Aceuracy that Mr. Symp/on and I could 
not ſubmit te the Trouble of, unleſs where the want of it gave a falſe 
turn to the Senſe, and might lead the Reader aſtray, as it might here 
have done, tho not into a very bad Track: As it was before printed the 
denſe would be, At Court every Species of Light gives a Luſtre, every 


Tinſel Affection gliſters gloriouſſy. But the true Senfe is that, 


There. 


- Light and trifling Luſtres, all tinſe] Affection, make a glorious 


Glfering. 


Shs 1 


That 


e., eee. 

That lov'd your Will, and woc d it too. '2 N 
Duke. What Miſtreſs ? 900 N FO Tar 
An. That nurs'd your Honouru held faſt yourVirtue; 

And when ſhe kiſt encreas d, not ole your WIC if 
Duke. And I neglected her? 


Ain. Loſt her, forſook her, wantonly bung her of, 
Duke, What was her Name? Af 


Alin. Her Name as Lovely as hey: ſelf; as Noble 
And in it all that's excellent. | * | 
Duke. What wasit? _ NI 51 


Alin. Her Name was Beau deſert TD you know he 
now, Sir ? 


Duke. Beau-deſert ? 1 don! t cemembere—— 0 
Ain. I know you do not; * x 
Yet ſhe'as a plainer Name; Lord Archas el 
D' you yet remember her? There was a Miſtreſs” 
Fairer than Woman, and far fonder to you, Sir, 
Than Mothers to their firſt- born Joys: Can you Love? 
Dare you profeſs that truth to me à Stranger, 
A thing of no Regard, no Name, no Luftre, 
When your moſt noble Love you have abgletied;': 
A Beauty all the World wou'd Woo and Honour? 
Wou'd you've me credit this? Think you can love me, 
And hold ye conſtant, when I've read this Story ? 
Is't poſſible you ſhould &er favour me, 
To a ſlight Pleaſure prove a Friend, and faſt too, 


When, where you were moſt ty'd, moſt bound to benefit, 
Bound by the Chains of Honeſty and Honour; 


(24) You've broke, and boldly too? I am a weak one, 


Arm'd only with my Fears: 1 beleech yy Grace 
Tempt me no further. | 


Dake. Who taught you this Leſtbn ? 


Alin. Woful Experience, Sir: If you ſeek a fair Fre 
Worthy your Love, if yet you have that ot 
T wo Daughters of his ruin'd Virtue now” 


* . , 


(24) You've broke, -and boldly 769 27] Mr. Symp/on would read 


 fouly, which is 22 a proper Word, but I think the old coral 


not leſs ſo. Tou haue broke your Faith —_— 1. 6. in the Face of 
the World, without fear -or ſhame, 


5 Anin 
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Arrive at Court, excellent fair indeed, Sir. RL ES 
But this will be the Plague or't, they're excillent' bool 

Eiter Olympia and Perce mu. re og 


Duke. I love thy Face. $3 | 200 
Ain. Upon my Life ye cannot: booll W ra 
(25) I do not love it my ſelf, Sir, '*tis a foul one, 
So truly ill Art cannot mend it; but if twere hardlome, 
At leaf if I 3 ſo, you ſhou*d hear me talk, Sings 
In a new ſtrain ; and though ye are a Prince, ' © * 
Make ye petition to me. too, and wait my Anſwers; 
Yet o' my Conſcience I ſhou'd pity * 1: Bl FIC 
After ſome ten years Siege. ela: 
Duke. Prithee do now. —. b 
Ain. What wou'd ye do? e fool w3 
Duke. Why I wou d lye with e. 
Ain. I do not think ye wou'd.”' | 1 7 Bud 
Duke. In troth I wou'd Wench. XY wh 
Here, take this on - r l cor leo 
Ain. Out t, that's ſcu 1 
Nay, if we Es we'll do =_ Fellow ba 
For pure Love, or nothing: Thus youu Ria before h. 
Lou ſhall not pay too dear for t. 1 
Duke. Sure I cannot. 


(25) 1 do not 5 it u Jul Sir, "tis a 15 one 5 That ue. 5 
Face was a /ewd one, is neither true to the Character, nor proper for 
her to ſay ; but it may be frequently proper for the hand enz Per · 
ons to deny their being ſo, and the whole turn of the Sentence plainly 
requires the Epithet — is a direct Contraſt to bazd/ome. I believe, 
therefore, that the true Word, inſtead of leaud, is foul : Foul, * 
apply'd to the Face, ſignifies ug/y; it is conſtantly ſo uſed in the North 
of England to this Day, and in 12 all old Engliſh Authors, parti- 
cularly in our Poets: Thus in Fleteber's Maſter- Piece, The Faithful 
Shepherdeſs, Amoret tells Perigot, | 


"Tis as hard for me 

Do think thee falſe, and harder, than for thee 
To hold me foul. Peri. O you are fairer far 
Than the chaſte bluſhing 


Where Periget's Anſwer aſcertains the Meaning of frul bs the 
Contraſt of fair. But if any one thinks that en“ is too far from the 
| Trace of the Letters, rude. 0, * 

Idea proper to che Context. 7 
8 n. 
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An. By'r Lady e. When A 


To do your Work wall, e ma m W. 8. 
Pet. Why does your * 7 Pay my "og 
Ohm. I ha' ſeen that ſhakes me: 

Chills all my Blood : O nhercis Path or euer 

Alinda, thas krofalks, falſe, falſe thou fair one, 

ee . — r an lle 
Pet. I am glad 
Ain. * 


14 


For hes ye — I've ſworn, while. in a her cfrvice— 
(Twas a raſh Oath I muſt confeſs)! . 

Duke. Thou mock'ſt. me. 

Alin. Why, wou'd ye he wih.me, ir leer willng? 
Would you abuſe my wealcneſs ? wol 
Duke. I would piece it, n eg 

And make it ſtron ger. 

Ain. L humbly thank your: Highneſs, 
When you piece me, you muſt piece me to my colin: 7 
When you have got my Maiden- head, I take it, 
"Tis not an Inch of Apes Tail will reſtore it, 
J Love ye, and 1 Honour ye, but this 725 


Fil neither love nor ſerve ye. Kai add 
Heav'n change your Mind, Sir. 155 n 

„ae b n e 14 antug: 
Forir mult be chang d, it ſhall be. 562 $69? eee 


226) Wickedneſs lem) Mr. Genen and I 1 in reftor- 
{93 the Adverb here, not only as the natural Expreſſion, but as it is 
our- Author's own; In the Beginning of this AR, Scene II. * ſays 


Would ye have us brute: 
Wickedly * ” 


* 


8 


Fe _ Subjelt- 


. c 1 N. "= w. Y os 7 | * 5 To N 


Enter wa” Burris, Theodore, Vial, and Hans 


Bor. They" re goody r 7 
Wondrous ſweet Women dg h BfR 

The. Does your Lordſhip! men ö 5217 209 V as 
They are my Siſters, Sir; good luſty 3 
They'll do their Labour well, I INE t ye. 19703 : 
Yow'll find no Bed-ftraw here, Sir. 10 * . 

Hon. Thank ye, Brother 

The. This is n't ſo er buile But ſhes od 


mettle, 


Of a good UTE ne 700 She goes tic, OY 

Enter two Gentlemen... 55 10 
Here they by, — muſt male ye merry, 
The toys you wot of: D' you like their Complexions? 
They be no Moors: What think ye of this wn pr 


mens: Umemg 1 
Here's a white Altar Kit pour Bann = 10 „ tes l. 
A thouſand Kiſſes here. Nay, keep off yet, Genilinking 
Let's ſtart firſt, and have fair play: What wouꝰ d ye give! now 
To turn the-Globe up, and find the rich Moluccas 
To paſs the Straits? Here (do ye iteh) by St. 1 
Here's that will make ye ſcratch and claw, claw, _— 

Fine Gentlemen, move ye in divers/forts : 

Pray ye let me requeſt ye, to forget 

To fay your Prayers, whilſt theſe are Cvurtiers 3 3 

Or if ye needs will think of Heav'n, let it be no . 

Than their Eyes. | | 
Bor. How will ye have em beſtow d, Sir; 0. 
The. Ev'n how your Lordſhip Plaut, 

So you don't bake em. 

Bor. Bake em? The. They are too high a Meat that way, 
They run to gelly. But if you will have em 
For your own Diet, take my Counſel, ſtew *em 
Between two Feather-Beds, Bur, 80 pleaſe you, 9 

a 0 
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Io let them wait upon the Princeſs ? The, Yes, Sir, 
And thank your Honour too : But happily then, 
Theſe noble Gentlemen ſhall have no acceſs to 'em ; 
And to have *em buy new Cloaths, ſtudy'new Faces, 
And keep a ſtinking ſtir wi” themſelves for nothing, 
Twill not be well i faith: They've kept their — I 
And been at charge for Baths : D' you ſee that Shirt there! ? 
Weigh but the moral meaning: ——*twill be grievous : + 
Alas, I brought *em to delight theſe Gentlemen, 1 
1 weigh their wants by mine: I brought em wholſome, 
Wholſome, and young, my Lord, and two ſuch Beg 
They will not light upon again in ten ee 
Vor. *Tis fit they wait on her. 
The. They're fit 3 any thing: 
They'll wait a Man, they are not Bafhful, 
Carry his Cloak, unty his Points, or any thing, 
Drink drunk, and take Tobacco; the familiar ſt Fools 
This Wench will leap oꝰer Stools too, ſound a Trumpet, 
Wraſtle, and pitch the Bar; they're finely — up, 
Bor. Ladies, ye are bound to your Brother, 


And have mah cauſe to thank him : 


Pll caſe ye of this Charge, and to the Princeſs, 
So pleaſe you, I'Il attend 'em. 

The. Thank your: Lordſhip : Moved bas 
If there be e' er a private Corner as ye go, Sir, 
A fooliſh Lobby out o'th* way, ls D 
Try what they are, try——— 2 

Bor. Ye are a merry Gentleman, _ 

The. I wou'd fain be your Honour's Kinſman. 

Bor. Ye are too curſt, Sir. 

The. Fare wel Wenches, keep cloſe your Ports, y are 

waſht elſe. 

Hon. Brother, beſtow your Fears where they are needful. 

| [ Exeunt Boroſ. Honor. Viol. 

The. Honor thy Name is, and I hope. thy Nature. 
Go after Gentlemen, go, get a ſnatch if you can, 

_ Yonder old Erra Pater will ne er pleaſe em. 
Alas I brought 'em for you, but ſee the luck on't, 


I ſwear I meant as honeſtly toward ye | 
Nay, 
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Nay, do not cry, good Gentlemen: A little Counſel 
Will do no harm: They'll walk abroad 'th* Evenings, 
Ye may ſurprize em eaſily, they wear no Piſtols. 

Set down your Minds in Metre, flowing Metre, and 
Get ſome good old Linnen-W oman to deliver it, | 
That has the Trick on't : You can't fail: Farewel Gentle- 
| mies . [Exeunt Gent. 
Bur. You've frighted off theſe Fleſh-flies. 

The. Fleſh-flies indeed, my Lord. 


Enter Servant. 


And't muſt be very ſtinking Fleſh they will not ſeize on. 
Serv. Your Lordſhip bid me bring this Casket. 
Bur. Ves: Good Colonel, 
Commend me to your worthy Father, and as a pledge 
He ever holds my Love, and Service to him, 
Deliver. him this poor, but hearty Token, 
And where I may be his 
The. Ye are too Noble ; 
A Wonder here my Lord, that dare be honeſt, 
When all Men hold it vitious : I ſhall deliver it, 
And with it your moſt noble Love. Your Servant. 
[ Exit Burris, 
Were there but two more ſuch at Court, *twere Sainted ; 
This will 2 4 Braun this Chriſtmas yet, and Muſcadine. 
[ Ext. 


8 c E N E V 


Enter r crying Brooms, aid after him ſeverally, 
four Soldiers, crying other Things. Boroskie and Genile- 
men over the Stage, obſerving them,” | 


I SONG. 


Anc. Brcom, Broom, the bonny ow, 
Come buy my Birchen Broom, 
Tib' Wars we have no more room, 
Buy all my bonny Broom, 


For 


. 
* 


The Log my 


Fur a Kiſs take two ; 
'- If thoſe will not ds, © 
For a little, little Pleaſure, | 


Tate all my whole Treaſure © 


Tf all theſe will not do't, 


Tate the Broom-man to boot. 


Broom, Broom, the bonny Broom, 


II. S ON G. 


1 Sol. 7e Wars are done and gone, 
And Soldiers now neglefted, Pedlers are, 
Come Maidens, come along, 


For I can ſhow you handſome, handſome I are; 


Powders for the Head, 


And drinks for your Bed, 


To make ye Blith and Bonny, a 
As well in the Night we Soldiers can febe, 
And pleaſe a young Wench as any. 


2 Sol. I have fine Potato s, 
Ripe Potato s. 


A” SO RAE 


3 Sol. Will ye buy any Honeſty, come away, 
1 fol it openly by Day, 


I bring no fore'd Light, nor no Candle 


To cozen ye; come buy and handle: 


This will ſhew the great Man good, 


The Tradeſman where he ſwears and tes, 
Each Lady of a noble Blood, 
The City Dame to rule her Byes : ; 


. Ye're rich Men now : come buy, and then 
Fu make ye richer, honeſt Men. 


W. 5 O N G. 


4 Sol. Have ye any crackt Maiden-heads, to new Lal 


or Mend? 


Have ye any old Maiden-heads to ſell or to change? 


Brin 


Leach 


Bring 
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| Bring "em Fo me with a little pretty gin, 


PII clout em, PII nend em, PII knock in a 1 
Shall mate em . cad Maidr again, 


As ever they Have | | 
Bor. What means al tis why do * n Brooms 
Ancient? | 
Is it in — or want? „ At T 
Anc. The only Reaſon i 18, 1 f * 


To ſweep your Lordſhip's Conſcience: Here s one for the 
Cape Sir, you have ſwallow'd many a goodlier 3 
The only caſting for a crazie Conſcience. 


3 Sol. Will your 3 uin; 3 ai be 
worth your Mony. 


Bor. How is this? "3 Raps = 

3 Sol. Honeſty my Lord ; tis —. in a quill; © 

Anc. Take heed — open it not, for tis ſo ſubtle, 
The leaſt puff of Wind will blow it out o'th' Kingdom. 


2 Sol. Will your Lordſhip pleaſe to taſte a fine Potato? 
'Twill advance your wither'd State. 


Anc. Fill your Honour full of noble Itches, hy 
And make Jack dance in your Lordſhip's Breeches. 
| 1 Sol. If your Daughters on their Beds, | 
Have bow*d, or crackt their e- ae ; 
Fin a Coach with too much Tumbling, 
They chance to cry, fie, fo, what Fumbling ; 
If her Foot flip, and down fall ſhe, 
And break her Leg above the Knee, Ty 
The one and thirtieth of February let this be ta en, 
And they ſhall be arrant Maids again. 
Bor. Ye are brave Soldiers; keep your wantonneſs. 
A Winter will come on to ſhake this wilfulneſs. a 
Diſport your ſelves, and when you want your Ee 
xit. 
Anc, Broom, Broom, &cc. Exeunt finging. 


- 


SCENE 
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TS MK... 
Enter Alinda, Honora, and Viola. 

Ain. You mult not be fo fearful, little one, 
Nor Lady you ſo ſad, you'll neꝰ er make Courtiers + 
With theſe dull ſullen Thoughts; this Place is Pleaſure, 
 Preferv'd to that uſe, fo inhabited; . 
And thoſe that live here, live delightful, joyful: 

Theſe are the Gardens of Adonis, Ladies, 
Where all Sweets to their free and noble uſes, 
Grow ever young and courted. 0 

Hon. Bleſs me Heav'n, ; 

Can things of her Years arrive at theſe Rudiments ? 
By your leave, fair Gentlewoman, how long have you 
been here ? E 3 
Alin. Faith much about a Week. 
Hon. You've ſtudied hard, 
And by my Faith arriv'd at a great Knowledge. 
Vio. Were not you Baſhful at firſt ? Pb 
Ain. Ay, ay, for an hour or two: 
But when 1 ſaw People laugh'd at me for it, 
And thought it a dull Breeding ———_ 
Hon. You are govern'd here then 


M,uch after the Mens Opinions. 


Aln. Ever, Lady. 
Hon. And what they think is Honourable, . 
Ain. Moſt preciſely. | 
We follow with all Faith, 
Hon. A goodly Catechiſm. | 
Vio. But baſhful for an Hour or two? 
Ain. Faith to ſay true, 
I do not think I was ſo long: For look ye, 
*Tis to no end here, put on what ſhape ye will, 
And ſour your ſelf with ne'er ſo much Auſterity, 
You ſhall be courted in the ſame and won too, 
*Tis but ſome two hours more; and ſo much time loſt, 
Which we hold precious here: In ſo much time now ' 
As I have told you this, you may loſe a Servant, 


Your 


our 


2 Lijal Subjefs. 3 3 
Your Age, nor all your Art can eder recover. 9 
Catch me Occaſion as ſne comes, hold faſt chte, 
Till what you do affect is ripen'd —  -*- 
Hy 5 Hen. What if ke ne not? 
n. Fou do your. Beauties too nuch wrong, hey 
So full of Sweetneſs, Newneſs ; ſet fo richly, 
As if a Coutiſdl beyond Nature framid ye. 
Hon. 2 we were thus, fax Feay'n hi! abe he 
eſſins & 
Muſt we turn thife to fin Oblatlons? . 
Ain. How foolifhly this Country way ras yer 
How full of flegm? Do you' = = 
— 


You'd beſt cry, Stand Hows: Jet me alone Gent 
Tl tell my Father elſe, = 
Vio. This Woman's naught fe EIS 
A very naughty Woman. eats 10 1 a 
Hon. Come, ſay on Friend, KITE an 
Pl! be inſttucted by ye. 
Ain. You'll thank me Wit. 


lan, 


Hon. Either 1 or th? Devil TLC 
The Duke you were ſpeaking of. 
Ain. Tis well retnem Fes, mo ante you 


Appear not HI! he has view'd ye. 

Hen, He 1 250 noble Prince, they ſay.” 

Alin, O wondrous Gracious 5 | | 
And as you may deliver your felf at the feſt ä 
For look ye, you tnuſt beat your ſelf; but take en 
It be ſo ſeaſon d with a fiyeet Humity, 25 
And grac'd with fuch à Bounty in your pam 

Hon, f But I oy he'll offer me no le EV 

Ain. No 
'Tis like den! Eis ye , and play with ye. 

Hon. Play with m me, Now 22-215 

Ain. W. 9 Lord, U dene Foot now 
No harm, elf. 

Vit. Wil he 1 y with we wo?: 
Ain. Look Babies in your Eyes, my Petty ſuret © one: 
There's a fine ſport: Do you Kno Jour Lodge * . 

3 handſo 

2 * me, F 
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Convenient for Acceſs. 

Vio. Acceſs? Re . 
Alin. Les, little one, 9 a 

For Viſitation of thoſe Friends and Servants, bh 

Your Beauties ſhall make choice of: Friends and Vice: 

Do not you know thoſe uſes ? Alas poor Novice? 

T here's a cloſe Couch or two, — — mely placed t too, 
Vio. What are thoſe, I pray you? 
Ain. Who would be troubled _. 

With ſuch raw things? they are to lie upon, 

And your Love by ye; and . wy toy in. 

Vio. Alas I have no Love, - + 
Ain. You muſt by any means: 

You'll have a — wn ear not. 

Vio. Honeſty keep me: 

What ſhall I do with all thoſe ? 
Alin. Lou'll find uſes: | 

Ye are ignorant yet, let time work ; you muſt learn too, 

To lye handſomly in your Bed a Mornings, neatly dreſt 

In a moſt curious Waſtecoat, to ſet ye off well, | 

Play with your Bracelets, ſing : You muſt learn to rhime too, 

And riddle neatly ; ſtudy the hardeſt Language, 

And ꝛtis no matter whether it be ſenſe, or no, 

So it go ſeemly off. Be ſure ye profit 

In kiſfing, kiſſing ſweetly ; There lies a main Point, 
A Key that opens to all practick Pleaſure ; 

I'll — ye to a Friend of mine ſhall teach ye, 

And ſuddenly: Your Country way is fulſome. 

Hon. Have ye Schools for all theſe Wee 4 
Alin. O yes, | | 

And feveral hours prefix d to ſtudy | WI 

Ye may have Kalenders to know the good hour, 

And when to take a Jewel: For the | too, 

When: to refuſe, with Obſervations on em; 

Under what Sign * tis beſt meeting in an Arbor, 

(27) And in what Bow Sond hour it works ; A ie 


ef 


(a7) Andi in 1 1 and Hour it works 3 a theuſand,] The 
meaning here is obſcure ; but by making a ?hou/and only a broken Sen. 


one, and to ſtand for a thouſand aq Myſteries, it will be t 
: Plain. 


a 958 F2 
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When in a Coach, when in a private L odging, | 
With all their Virtues, FS Fe pes is 
Hon. Have ye ſtudied theſe N 
How beaſtly they become your Youth ? how bawdily 2 + 
A Woman of your Tenderneſs, a Teacher. 
Teacher of theſe lewd Arts? of your full Beauty? 
A Man made up in Luſt wou'd loath this in ye: 


The rankeſt Leacher, hate ſuch Impudence, 
They ſay the Devil can aſſume Heav'n's Brightneſs, 


And ſo appear to tempt us: Sure thou art no Woman. 
Ain. 1 Joy to find ye thus. — 
Hon. Thou haſt no tenderneſs .; 
No reluctation in thy Heart: Tis miſ chief. 
Ain. All's one for that; read theſe and then be ſatisfy d, 
A few more private Rules I've gather'd for ye, 
Read em, and well obſerve em: ſo I leave, ye, ¶ Exit. 
Vio. A wondrous wicked Woman: Shame go with thee. 
Hon. What new Pandora's Box is this? Pl! fee it, 
Though preſently I tear it. Read thine, Viola, 
*Tis in our own Wills to believe and follow. 
Worthy Honora, as you have begun 
In Virtues ſpotleſs School, fo forward run: 
Purſue that Nobleneſs, and chaſte Deſire 
Yau ever had, burn in that holy Fire; ' 
And a white Martyr to fair Memory 
Give up your Name, unſoil'd of Infamy. 


| How's this? Read yours out Siſter: this amazes me, 


Vio. Fear not, thou yet unblaſted Violet, 
Nor let my wanton Words a Doubt beget, 
Live in that Peate and Sweetneſs of thy Bud, © 
Remember whoſe thou art, and grow ſtill good. 
Remember what thou art, and ſtand a Story | 
(28) Fit for thy noble Sire, and thine 0wn . | 
on. 
plain. Unger what Sign it is beſt —— in an Arbor, and in what 
particular Arbor, and the preciſe Hour auben it is predominant, with 


a thouſand of the like Nature. | | 
446 Fit Aa thy noble Sex, and thine own Glory.) 1 have often had 


occaſion to obſerve that Corruptions that don't render a Paſſage abſo- 


lute Nonſenſe, are more difficult to be obſerved than more glaring Ab-- 
Z 2 ſurdities. 


; 25 
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Hon. I know not what to think, © all 96 
Vio. Sure a good Woman, det 5 {is 
An excellent Woman, Siſter. 8 t 3 
Hon. It confounds me; 
Let em uſe all their Arts, if theſe be A ie f 
The Court I ſay breeds the beſt Foes and Friends. 
Come let's be honeſt Weneh, and do our beſt Service. 
Vio. A moſt excellent Woman, I will love —_ 71 


— 


2 
— Wü CO „ ” — — 


AC W. 8 CE N E 1 


"Enter Olympia with # Cocker, and Alinda. . 


Adam, the Duke has ſent for the two Ladies, 
Ohm. | prithee 80. I know thy Thoughts 

are with him. 

Go, go 4 nda, do not mock me more. 

I've found thy Heart, Wench, do not wrong thy Miſtre, 

Thy too much loving Miſtreſs: Do not abuſe her. 2 
Ain. By y't own fair Hands I-underſtand ye not. 
Ohm. By thy own fair Eyes I underſtand thee too much, 

Too far, and built a Faith there thou haſt ruin'd. 

Go, and enjoy thy Wiſh, thy Youth, thy Pleaſure, 

Enjoy the Greatneſs no doubt lie has promis'd, 

Enjoy the Service of all Eyes that ſee the, 

The Glory thou haſt aim'd at, and the Triumph: 

Only this aft Love I ask, forget thy Miſtreſs. 

Alin. Oh, who has wrong d me ? who has ruin'd me? 


5 


ſurdities. Lam ſelible how many of the former muſt have eſcaped us 
in this Edition, ſince ſeveral have occurred but to one of us, and that 
too very late. This happened to me here: It was at my laſt Reading 
of this Favourite Play, that the Epithet noble, given to the Female 
Sex, ſeem'd a very unuſual one, and then the whole turn of the Sen- 
tence plainſy ſhew d, that this at Verſe is a Recapitulation of the two 
former. Remembir thy Father's Glory, Remember thy own Modeſty, 
and att worthy of bim, worthy of thy ſelf. When this appeared to be 
the Senſe required, the Word Sire, which gives it, ſoon occurr'd in- 
ſtead of Sex, and it is very near the Trace of the Letters, for the re 
| when — too cloſe [re] almoſt form an æ. 


Poor 
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Poor wretched: Girl, what Poiſon is flung on thee? 
Excellent Virtue, from whence flows, this Anger? 
Olym. Go, ask my Brother, ask the Faith ou r ne, 
Ask "Al my Favours to thee, ask my Love, by 
Laſt, thy forgetfulneſs of good: Then boy. me, | 
For we mult part, Alinda. | 
Alin. You are weary of me ; 
I muſt confeſs, I was ne*er worth your Service, 


Your bounteous Favours leſs ; but that my Hows. 
My ready Will, and all I had to ſerve ye 


O Heav'n thou know'ſt my Honeſty. 


Ohm. No more: 
Take heed, Heav'n has a Juſtice : Take this Ring with ye, 
This doting Spell you gave me : Too well, Alinda, 


Thou knew*ſt the Virtue in't; too well I fool it: 


| 
Nay keep that too, it may ſometimes remember ye, | 
When you are willing to _ who _ it, 8 . | 


And to what virtuous end, 


Ain. Muſt I go from ye? ? 


Of all the Sorrows Sorrow als I pat with ye e 
Part with my noble Miſtreſs? 


Ohm. Or I with thee, Wench. 
Ain. And part ſtain'd with Opinion? Farewel Lach, 
Happy and bleſſed Lady, Goodneſs keep ye. 
Thus your poor Servant, full of Grief, turns 28 ye, 
For ever full of Grief, for ever ſrom ye. 
I have no Being now, no Friends, no Country, 
I wander Heav'n knows whither, Heav'n knows bow. 
No Life, now you are loſt: Only mine Innocence, 
That little left me of my ſelf, goes with me, | 
That's all my Bread and Comfort. 1 confels, Madam, 
The Duke has often courted me. 
Ohm. And pour'd his ſoul into thee, won thee. £ 
Ain. Do you think ſo? 
Well, Time that told this Tale, will tell my Truth too. 
And ſay ye had a faithful, honeſt Servant: 
The buſineſs of my Life is now to pray for ye. 
Pray for your virtuous Loves; Pray for your Children, 
When Heav'n ſhall make ye happy. 


Ohm. How * a . | HO. Dich 
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Either Lam undone, or ſhe muſt go: Take theſe with ye, 

Some Toys may do ye Service; and this Mony ; 

And when ye want, I love ye not ſo poorly, 

Nat yet Alinda, that I'd fee ye periſh. 

Prithee be good, and let me hear : Look on me, 

I love theſe Eyes yet dearly ; I have kiſs'd thee, 

And now I Il do't again: F arewel Alinda, 

I am too full to ſpeak more, and too wretched. "Ext. 
Ain. You have my Faith, and all 207 World my For- 

tune. [ Exit, 


CEN. 
Enter Theodore: :: 


Tͤpe. I'd fain hear what becomes of theſe two Don's ; 
And if I can, I'll do em good. | 


Enter Gentleman paſſing over the Stage. 


Do you hear, 

My honeſt Friend? he knows no fuch Name 

What a world of Buſineſſes, 

Which by Interpretation are meer Nothings, 

Theſe things have here? Maſs, now I think on t an ä 
I wiſh he be not ſent for one of them 

To ſome of theſe By-lodgings : Methought I ſaw 

A kind of reference in his Face to Bawd*ry, 


Enter Gentleman, with a Gentlewoman, paſſing 
over the Stage, 


Hells but tis none of them: Hold faſt Thief: 

An excellent touzing Knave. . Miſtreſs you are 

To ſuffer your Penance ſome half hour hence now. 

How far a fine. Court Cuſtard with Plums in it 

Will prevail with one of theſe waiting Gentlewomen, 
They are taken with theſe ſoluble things exceeding]y ; 
This is ſome Yeoman o'th* Bottles now that has ſent for her, 
That ſhe calls Father : Now wo to this Ale Incenſe. 

By your leave Sir, 


Enter 


4 


Here's ſomething for your pains: Within this hour. Sir, 


Fray let it be in that Chamber juts out to the Water; 


Il here in the Mood yard, the blue Lodgings Ge 
| They- 
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Enter a Servant. Ne 
Ser. Well Sir; what's your pleaſure with me ? > 5 


We. You do not know the way to the Maids Lc gings? 


Ser. Yes indeed do I Sir. Ihe. But you'll not tell me? 


Ser. No indeed will not I, becauſe you doubt it. Exit. 


Enter ſecond Servant. 


3 Theſe are fine Gim- cracks: Hey here comes 


another. 


A Hlagon full of Wine in's Hand, 1 take it. 


Well met my Friend, is that Wine! 2 
2 Ser. Yes indeed! .. 
The. Faith I'll drink on't then. 


2 Ser. Ye may, becauſe ye have ſworn, Sir. 


The. *Tis very , I'll drink a great deal now, Sir, 


2 Ser, I cannot elp it, Sir, _ 

The. Pll drink more yet. 

2 Ser. *Tis in your own Hands. 

The. There's your Pot, I thank ye. 
Pray let me drink again. 

2 Ser. Faith but ye ſhall not. 
Now hay I Hom, i take it. Fare ” wall Sir, [Exit 


Enter Lady. 
be. This is the fineſt place to live in I &er lis.” 


Here comes a Gentlewoman, and alone ; I'll to neg... | 


Madam, my Lord, my Maſter. © 
Lady. Who's your Lord, Sir? 
Ti 32 The Lord Borostit, Lady. 
Lady. Pray excuſe me : 


One of theſe choice young Ladies ſhall attend him: 


'Tis private and convenient: Do my humble Service 

To my honourable good Lord, I beſeech ye Sir; 

If it pleaſe you to viſit a poor Lady——— -  . 

You carry the haviour of a noble Santlemun. * 
The. I ſhall be bold. 173-9 (4 i bh 
Lady. *Tis a good aptneſs in ye. 


2 4 
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They call me merrily the Lady of the Sir; 
A little I know what belongs to a Gentleman, 
And if you pleaſe take the pains. [ Exit, 


_ The. Dear Lady take the pains ? IS. 
Why a Horſe wou'd not take the that, thou requlꝰſt. 


5 To ckave old Crab-tree. One of the choice young Ladies? 


I wou'd I'd let this Bawd go, ſhe has — me; 
Jam cruelly afraid of one 1 my Tribe now; 
But if they'll do, the Devil cannot ney (oF 5 
Why ſhou'd he have a young Lady? Are "EAR now 
O' th' Nature of Bottles, to be ſtopt with Carks? "Is 
O the thouſand little furies __ 5 9; i ? 
How now Captain? | 
Euter Purzkie. 
Purſe Teome to ſeek- you out, er, hen my 
And all the Town I've travell'd. ERS 
' The, What's the News, Man? 
Putſ. That that concerns us all, and very h 
The Duke this Night holds a great Feaſt at Court, 
To which he bids for Gueſts all his old Counſellors, | 
And all his Favourites: Your Father's ſent for. 
The, Why he is neither in Council, nor in Favour. 
Putſ. That's it: Have an Eye 1 or never, and 2 
quick one, | 
An Eye that muſt not wink Menn 200d Intelligence. 
1 heard 'a Bird ſing, they mean him no ed ihe, 


Enter Ancient. 
The. Art ſure he ſups here? & 1 
Putf. Sure as m Day. : SOR 5 , 
How now, where haſt thou been, aui 
Anc. Meaſuring the City-: 


5 I've left my Brooms at Gate hers ; 
By this time the Porter has ſtole ' em to ep out Raſeaþ, 


The. Brooms ? 


Anc. I have deen e W all the Town over, 


And ſuch a Mart I've made, there's no Trade near it. 

O the young handſome Wenches, how they twitter'd, 

bs but ſaw me ſhake ny Ware and ſing too; 
Come 
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Come hither Maſter Rroom · man L beſecch ye: 


Good Maſter Broom- man hither, cries another. 

The. Thou'rt a mad Fell. FO Ie”: 

Anc. They're all as mad as I: They all haveTradean now, 
And roar about the Streets like Byll-Beggars. 0 

The. What Company of Soldiers are . 

Anc. By this means 7 have gather d ITT 
Above a thouſand tall-and — Soldiers. 
If need be, Colonel. 2 | 
._. The. That need's come, Ancient, 


And *twas diſcreetly. done. Go, draw em preſently, but 


Withaut ſuſpicion: This Night we ſhall need FA 
Let em be near the Court, let Puistia guide em; 


And wait me for occaſion: Here Pll ſtay ſtill. 


Puiſ. If it fall out, we're ready; VP if Wh ſcarter dz wa 
1'll wait ye at an Inch. 


The. Do, F arewel, bas . . [Econ 


. ME 5. 
Enter Duke, and Borockie. 2 0 356 
Duke. Ate th' Soldiers till ſo mutinous : SIO 1 | 
Bor. More than ever; ” OY 4 
No Law nor Juſtice frights em: All the Town over 
They play new Pranks and Gambols : No Man's bete. 
Of what degree ſoc*er, free from Abuſes: 
And durſt they do this, (let your Grace conſider) 
Theſe monſtrous, moſt offenſive things, thefe Vile, 
If not ſet on, and fed? If not by one 
They honour more than you ? Ao more aw'd by wr 
Duke. Happ'ly their own e | 
Bor. I offer to ſupply em, Res ; 
And ev'ry hour make tender of their Montes, "IT YE 
They ſcorn it, laugh at me that offer it 1 
I fear the next Device will be my Life, gin; 2 
And willingly I'll give it, fo they ſtay therg. 
Duke. D'you think Lord Archas privy ? 


F 


Bor. More than Thought, 3 


I know it Sir, I know they durſt not do | 
Theſe violent rude things, abuſe the State thus, a 
But that they have a hope by his Ambitions— N 


Duke. * 
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Duke. No more: He's ſent for? 
Bor. Yes, and will be here ſure. 
Duke. Let me talk further with you anon. 
Bor. Vl] wait, Sir. | | 
Dake. Did you ſpeak to the Ladies? ** 
Bor. They'll attend your Grace preſently, 
Duke. How do you like em? e 
Bor. My Eyes are too dull Judges. They wait here, 
Sir. | Exit. 


- 


2 Enter Honora, and Viola. 
Duke. Be you gone then. Come in, Ladies, [ ſhines, 

Welcome to th? Court ſweet Beauties; now the Court 
When ſuch true beams of Beauty ſtrike amongſt us: 
O welcome, welcome, ev'n as your own Joys welcome, 
How do you like the Court? How ſeems it to you? 
Isꝰt not a Place created for all Sweetneſs? / | 
Why were you made ſuch Strangers to this Happineſs ? 
Barr*d the Delights this holds? The richeſt ] th 

Set ne*er ſo well, if then not worn to wonder, 
By judging Eyes not ſet off, loſe their Luſtre : - - 
Your Country Shades are faint ; blaſters of Beauty: 
The Manners, like the Place, obſcure and heavy; 
The Roſe-buds of the Beauties turn to Cankers, 
Faten with inward Thoughts; while there ye wander. 
Here Ladies, here, (you were not made for Cloiſters) 
Here is the Sphere you move in: Here ſhine nobly, 
And by your powerful Influence command all: 
What a ſweet Modeſty dwells round about 'em, 

And like a nipping Morn pulls in their Bloſſoms ? 

Hon. Your Grace ſpeaks cunningly ; you do not this, 
I hope, Sir, to betray us; we're poor Triumphs; 
Nor can our loſs of Honour add to you, Sir : 


Great Men, and great Thoughts, ſeck things great and 


worthy, _- 
Subjects to make em live, and not to loſe em; 
Conqueſts ſo nobly won, can never periſh, 
We are two ſimple Maids, untutor'd here, Sir; 
Two honeſt Maids, 1s that a ſin at Court, Sir ? 
Our breeding is Obedience, but to good things, 


To. 


Q 


To 


And there's no meddling w 
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To virtuous and to fair: What wou'd you win on us? 
Why do I ask that Queſtion, when Pve found ye? 

Your Preamble has pour'd your Heart out to us; 

You would diſhonour us; which in your Tranſlation 
Here at the Court reads thus, your Grace wou'd love us, 


' Moſt dearly love us: Stick us up for Miſtreſſes : 


Moſt certain, there are thouſands of our Sex, Sir, 
That wou'd be glad of this, and handſome Women, | 
And crowd into this favour, fair young Women, Fry 
Excellent Beauties, Sir: When ye have enjoy'd em, | 
And _ thoſe Sweets they have, what Saints are theſe 
What worſhip have they won? what Name? you gueſs Sir; 
What Story added to their Time, a ſweet one? IF - 
Duke. A brave ſpirited Wench, _ 
Hon. T'll tell your Grace, EP) 
And tell ye true: Ye are decav'd in us two, - 
Extremely cozen'd, Sir: And yet in my Eye 
You are the handſom'ſt Man I ever look'd on, 
The goodlieſt Gentleman; take that hope with ye 
And were I fit to be your Wife (ſo much I honour ye) 
Truſt me I would ſcratch for ye but I'd have ye. * 
I wou'd woo you then. ; 
Duke. She amazes me: But how am I deceiy'd ? 
Hon. O we are too honeſt, I" 
Believe it, Sir, too honeſt, far too honeſt, 
The way that you propound foo ignorant, 
ith us; for we're Fools too, 
Obſtinate, peeviſh Fools: If I wou'd be ill, 24 
And had a Wanton's itch, to kick my Heels up, 
I wou'd not leap into th' Sun, and do't there, | 
That all the World might fee me : An obſcure Shade, Sir, 
Dark as the Deed, there's no truſting Light with it, 
Nor that that's lighter far, vain-glorious Greatneſs, 
Duke. You'll love me as your Friend ? 
Hon. I'Il honour ye, Ex 8. « 
As your poor humble Handmaid ſerve, and pray for ye. 
Duke. What ſays my little one; you're not fo obſtinate? 
Lord how ſhe bluſhes: Here are truly fair Souls. | 
Come, you will be my Love? | | 
| Vio. 


2 
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Vio. Good Sir be good to me, nee in 0 
| Indeed I'll do the beſt I can to e; 1 ab wa 
I do beſeech your Grace: Alas fearye, i Sidmartd wo 
Duke: What ſnoudꝰſt thou fen? | 
Hon. Fie Sir, this is not noble. J 5 
Duke. Why do I ſtand intreating, eee | 
Han. Tou have ee r, 1 you une we. 
| Jn bad and-beatly things: Arad thus Pl here, 
Before ſne fuffer wrong, do 7 5 
Duke. Another Archas ?. 
Hon. His Child, Sir, and bis Spit 115 
Dube. I' deal with you then. dn 0 
For here's the Honour to be won: : Sie down, Smet, 
Prithee Honora ſit, bn 
Hon. Now ye intreat, I will: Si 
Duke, I do, and will deſerve it. 
Hon. That's too much Kindneſs. 
Dake. Prithee' look on me. | Wa 15 SO35918-] 
Hon. Les: I love to fee ye, il bog of 
And cou'd look on an Age 3 oe” admire yer 
While ye are good ad temperate | I Oy touch ng 
Kiſs your _— Hand. 
. Duke. Why not m * 
* Hon. I dare, Sir. 8 
_ I do not think ye dares 
I am no Coward. * 
Ns believe me now? or now ? or now, Sir? 
You make me bluſh : But fure I mean no ill, Sir: 2 
It had been fitter you'd kiſs'd me. | 
, Duke. That III do too. . 
What haſt thou wrought into me? Hoy. * hope al 
W hile ye are thus, thus honeſt, Tn any thing; 
Thus hang about your Neck, and thus doat on yes 
. Bleſs thoſe fair Lights: Hell take me if I durſt not 
But good Sir pardan me. Siſter come hitheerr,,r 
Come hither, fearnot, Wench : Come hither, bleſte-not, 
Comekiſs the Prince, the virtuous TRE the good Prince: 
Certain he's excellent honeſt. 5 P | 
$14 AK,. 
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Dake. Thou wilt make me 1 is. 
Hon. Sit down, and hug him dr. 1077 . 
Dake. Fie, Honora, er 02. liv 468 
Wanton Honora; is this the Modeſty, 


Ac firſt Charge . back? ame * of 200g 
Hon. Thank ye: 
Upon my Knees I pray, Heav' n too may ane. 


Te have deceiv'd me cunningly, yet nobiy ; 


(29) Ye've cozen'd me: in all your hopeful Life yet 
A Scene of greater Honour you neꝰ er actede . 
I knew Fame was a Liar, too long, and loud Tong d. 
And now I have found it. O my virtuous Maſter. 

Vio. My virtuous Maſter toe. 

Hon. Now you are thus, q FE 
What ſhall become of me let Fortune caſt bort. 0 


Euter Alina, 1 . ; 4 A TA 


Date. I'll be that Fortune, ifI five, Honora, + 
Thou'ſt done a cure upon me, Counſel cou d not. 


Ain. Here take your Ring, Sir, and ae ye mean 
to ruin, 1 


771 
Give't to her next; 1 d for't dear ef SP SY 45 
Hon. A Ring to 12 9 5 6 70 5 
Duke. Why irons gny fir Arte i 
I have an both theſe again. Alin. 8 T hi & 
Ye have that violent killing fire upon ye, ; 
Conſumes all Honour, Credit, Faith. Hon. How's this ? 
Alis. My Royal Miſtreſs favour towards me, 
Woe: worth ye, Sir, ye have poyſon d, blaſted. 
Duke. 1 wart _ 7. C9 
Ain. You have- taken chat ä 4 
Which in a worſe Man 1 is Yain-glorjous feignings 
* Hu my Truth. AS 2 * 
3 wy, Life *tis falſe, Wench. Þ 9k 
heed, ye have a cunning Gamefter, 
A — and a high 3 come ſtor'd with e 
He has Infections elſe will We your Woe: 


(29) Ne e : in %% 
triev'd NIE F 


7 


ei Li d. e- 
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366 The IE , 
Duke. Prithee Alinds hear me. | 
Ain. Words ſteept in Honey, 

That will fo melt into your Minds, * Chaſtity. 

A thouſand ways, a thouſand knots to tye ye ; 
And when he's bound ye his, a thouſand Ruins. | 
A poor loſt Woman ye have 'made me. Duke. I'll main- 

tain thee, 

And nobly too. Alin. That Gin's too weak: to take me. 
Take heed, take heed, young Ladies: Still take heed, 
Take heed of Promiſes, take heed of Gifts 
Of forced, feigned Sorrows, Sighs, take heed. 
Duke. By all that's mine, Alinda =o 

Ain. Swear by your miſchiefs. 
O whither ſhall I g 

Duke. Go back again, 
I'll force her take thee, love. 4 

Ain. Fare ye well, Sir, 
Ivitorenth.ye ; only this dwell with ye; he 
. Whene'er ye ves a Falſe Belief light on _— [ Exit, 
Hon, We'll take our leaves too, Sir. 
Duke, . = 


Since ſhe is gon 
Hon. You're re robe yet, dear Maſter, 
And ſtill I fear - [ Exennt. 

Duke, I'm r and ſome ſhall find it, [Ext 
Ws * 'B ov BW | 
Auer Archas, and; 4 — Ma. 
Arch. 'Tis ſtrange to me to ſee the Court; and wel 
come 


O Royal Place ; how have I lov'd and ſerv'd thee? 
Who lies on this ſide, know'ſt thou? 
Ser, The Lord Burris, -. | 
Arch. Fhou'ſt nam'd a Gentleman 8 
I ſtand much bound to: | 
I think he ſent the Casket, Sir? 
Ser. The ſame, Sir. 5 8 
Arb. An honeſt- minded Man, a noble a 
The Duke made perfect Choice when he took him. 2 


Fay, ad S653 10. wa” 2 et 


il. 
it, 


In doubt and fear? Arch. I have an excellent * 


And honour me to eat within his Preſence, 
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Go you home, I ſhall hit the way without 


A Gude now. 
Ser. You may want ſomething, Sr. 
Arch. Only my Horſes, 
Which after Supper let the Groom wait vim: 
Il have no more attendance here. 
1" Your Will TT. nontatanc = le. 


Enter Theoddhe. 


The. You're well met here, Sir. Arch. How now, Boy, 
How doſt thou ? 


The. . ehe ask you that Queſtion: How do you, 

* 

wy do you feel your ſelf? : Arch. Why well, and luſty 
. What do you here then? Arch. Why, 7 
we a 

To Supper with the Duke. The. Have you n no Mea 
at home? rails bg 

Or do you long to, feed as hunted Deer do, 

And can I uſe it better than *mong my Friends, Boy? 

How. do the Wenches ? The. They do well enough, Sir, 

They know the worſt by this time: Pray be rul'd, Sir, 

Go home again, and if ye have a Supper, 

Eat it in quiet there: This is no place for ye, 

Eſpecially at this time, take my word fort. 

Arch. May be they'll dtink hard; I could have drunk 

my ſhare, Boy. 

Though I am old, Lowill age cue; The. I ho you vil. 

Hark in your Ear: The Court's too quick of 

Arch. Not mean me well? thou art abus'd and cozen'd. 
Away, away. The. To that end, Sir, I tell ye 
Away, A yo” love your ſelf. Arch. Who © do theſe 


That . 7 of Honeſty? The. Old Gehdemiiii, - 
Take a Fool's Counſel, Arch. Tis a Fool's indeed; 
A very Fool's : Thou'ſt more of theſe flams in thee, 
Theſe muſty doubts —Iv' fit the Duke ſend for me, 
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368 The Leys! Sal- 
And I, like a tall Fellow, play at bo- peep 


W? his Pleaſure ? 
_ The. —. heed of bo-peep with your Pare, with you 
ate, Sir, 


I ſpeak plain Language now. Arch. If tere not here, 
Where Reverence bids me hold, I wou'd 6 ſwinge thee, 


Thou rude, unmanner'd Knave. "Take from his ; 

His Honour that he gives me, to beget ys and ſullen 
fears? The: You are not mad ſure: 

By this fair Light, I ſpeak but what is whiſper'd, | 

And whilper'd for a Truth. Arch. (30) A Dog is' t! ? Dan 
ken Peopl e 1. 


T hat in their Pot ſee Viſions, and turn Statiſts; 
 Mad-mien and Children: Prithee do not follow. me; ; 
I tell cher I am angry: Do not follow ne. 


The. I am as angry as you for your Heart, 
Ay and as wilful too: Go, like a Woodcock, | 
And thruſt your Neck i' th Nooſe. Arch. I'll kill thee and 
Thou op but three words more. 'Do not 125 
*¹ 
The. 4 Krange old fooliſh Fellow: 1 ml hots yet, 
ee neee, 1 L. 


(30) 4 Dog : Drunk People Tt j 5 - 3 

That in their Pots fee Forts, 4 

And turn States, Madmen and Children 4 al "This whole Chi 
has been turn'd into a Set of unmuſical Hemiſtichs. I have reſtored 
it to its Meaſure, without any Change of the Words, ex except in theſe 
Lines, in the firſt of which, as it wants a Syllable to compleat ts 
Verſe, T'have added What makes the Senſe much clearer ; and-1 
pretty well affured that the very Expreion (4: Dog id H occur in 
fome other Place of our Poet's Works, 8s 1 Anſwer 5 
ſome Aſſertion, but I cannot recolle& Where. My next Change 
think full as probable yo turn State, tho it may poſſibly be og 
, wit, ts overthrow or new-mode] Bates, yet it does not lock 


like a genuine Expreſſion, but to turn or become Statiflt, (the Word 


our Authors commonly ale bor e is the aner 
een WT I * 5 85 ; 


* - : * * 
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The Logal Sabjeht. 6g 
S8 E RN q 7 Yip 10 


Enter two Servants, Spar: z Banquet, 


1 Ser. Believe me, Fellow, here'll be luſty dr; 
Many a waſhed Pate in Wine I warrant thee. 


15 I'm glad th old General's come: DIP 


' + Conſcience © 

That joy will make half the Coutt drink, Hark th! 

. » Trumpets, em vid 

They're coming on; e * £ 
1 Ser, We'll have a — i too. eee 
Enter Duke, Archas, Burris, Poroakie, "Atevdants | 

and Gummi., 
W eat your ſelves: Lord hay fe 1 
ere. 


Seb. Th far above my Worth, 
Duke, I'll have it fo: 
Are all things ready ? © 
Bor. All the Guards are ſet., 
The Court Gates ſhut. 
Due. Then a * 
R VE 3 LAT 
Bor. I ſhall well obſerve ye. Ms 5 „ 
Due. Come bring ſome Wine; here's to my Siſter, 
Gentlemen. C 


A Health, and Mirth to all. 


Arch. Pray. fill it full, Sir. 
'Tis a high Health to Virtue : Hete Lord Burris, 
A Maiden Health: You are moſt fit to pledge it, 
You have a Maiden Soul, and much I honour it. 
Paſſion o* me, ye are ſad, Man. v nh * 
Duke. How now, Burris? ttc i 
Go to, no more of this "Ee OE OO 
Arch. Take the row!e freely, 
'Twill warm your Blood, a make ye k for ply 
Your Grace's Pardon: When we get a Cup, hs .. 
We old Men prate apace. A Avts. 
Duke. Mitth makes a Banquet . 
As you 155 me no more. | 55 
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Bur. I thank youb Grace: - 57... £ | 
Give me it; Lord Boroskie. | | 
Boy. I have ill Brains, Sti. 
Bur. Damnable ill, I know it. 
Bor. But I'Il pled e, Sir, e e ee 
This virtuous Health. . 
. The more unfit for thy Mouth, 


Enter two. Servants with Chats. 13 


1 2 bring out Robes, and let my Gueſts look 
* nobly, | 
Fit for my Love and Preſence. Begin downward. 
Off with your Cloaks, take new. | 
Arch, Your Grace deals truly, 0 
Like a munificent Prince, with your poor Subjects. 
Who wou'd not fight for you? What cold dull Coward 
Durſt ſeek to ſave his Life when you wou'd ask it? 
Begin a new Health in your new Adornments, 1: 
The Duke's, the Royal Duke's: Ha what 1 1 got, 
| Sir ? ha ! the Robe of Death? - | 


ors p oa T0 ws YO 


Dake. You have deſerv'd it. | 
Arch. The Liv'ry of the Grave? Do you tar a 
rom me ? 
Do I ſmell of Earth already! ?. Sir, look on me, 3 
And like a Man; is this your Entertainment? 
Do you bid your worthieſt Gueſts to er Panquers? 


Enter a Guatd. 


A Guard upon me too? This is too foul FEY 6 ut? 
Boy to thy good, thine Honour ; thou wretched Ruler, 
Thou Son of Fools and Flatterers, Heir of Hypocnites, 
Am I ſerv'd in a Hearſe, that fav'd ye all? | 
Are ye Men or Devils? Do ye Bape upon me, 
: Wider and ſwallow all my Services? 
Entomb them firſt, my Faith next,.then my Integrity, 
And let theſe ſtruggle with your mangy Mads, 
Your ſear d, and ſeal'd up Conſciences, till they burſt, 
Bor. Theſe words are Death, 


-- $- ICE IEEE YH, IYrYT_Y re CCLNES 


' Arch, No, thoſe Deeds that want Rewards, ne” 
Thoſe Battels I have fought, thoſe Ore e 5 
n ( Leanet 


| The Loyal Subject. 7 2 

Leaner than Death, and wilder than Deſtruction) 

2 ve march d upon, "theſe honour*d Wounds, times , 
The Blood I've loſt, the Vouth; the Sorrows ſuffer'd ; 
Theſe are my Death, theſe that can ne er be recoinpenc 'd, 
Theſe that ye ſit a brooding; on like Toads, | 
Sucking from'my deſerts the Sweets and eee, 

And render me no pay again but ä Ma Op | 
| Arch. Thou heſt. + 
Now by my little time af Life lieſt bay, 
Maliciouſly and loudly: How I ſcorn thee! 
If J had ſwell'd the Soldier, or intended 
An act in Perſon, leaning to Diſnonour, 7 
As ye wou'd fain have forc'd me, witneſs Heav'n, io 
Where cleareſt underſtanding of all Truth is, | 
(For theſe are ſpightful Men, and know no Picty) - 
When Oln came, grim Olin, when his Marches, . 
His laſt Incurſions, made the City ſweat, 
2 And drove before him, as a Storm drives Hail, 
Such ſhow'rs of froſted Fears, ſhook all your Heart-ſtrings; 
; Then, when the Volga trembled at his Terrour, 
l And hid his ſeven curl'd Heads, afraid of bruiſing, 
; By his arm*d Horſes Hoofs ; had I been falſe then, 
Or blown a treach'rous fire into the Soldier, 
Had but one ſpark of Villany livid in me, 
by Ye'ad had ſome ſhadow for this black about me. 
N Where was your Soldierſhip? Why went not you out? 
And all your right honourable Valour with ye? | 
5 Why met ye not the Tartar, and defy'd him? 
, Drew your dead-doing Sword, and buckFd with bit. 
4 Shot through his Squadrons like a fiery Meteor? 
And as we ſee a dreadful clap of Thunder 
Rend the ſtiff-hearted Oaks, and toſs their Roots =: 
Why did not you ſo charge him ? You were fick ny” 
You that date taint my Credit ſlipt to Bed then, 
Stewing and fainting with the Fears ye had, 
A Whoreſon ſhaking fit oppreſt your L 
/ Bluſh Coward, Knave, and all the World 5 at lee 
Duke. Exceed not my Command, Enit. 
ber, I ſhall obſerve 3 | | 
net A2 2 . 
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. Artb; Ae you gone too? Come, weep not, honeſt Nis, 

Good loving Lord, no more Tears: Tis not his cp | 
This Fellow's Malice, nor the Duke's. Dif 
By held bad Men crowded into his Nature, 
Can ſtartle me. Fortune ne er rar'd this — toy 
I am the. ſame, the fame Man, Living, Dying, _ 
The ſame Mind to em both, I poize them equals 4 
Only the Jugling way that — Why e e 
The Judas way, to o Lis me, bid me welcome, 

And cut my Throat, a httle Meks upon me. 

Fare wel, commend me to his Grace, and tell — 1 

The World is full of Servants, he may have many; 

And ſome I wiſh him honeſt : He's cance: | 

But ſuch another doating Archas never, 

So try'd and touch'd a Faith: Farewel for ever. 
Bur. Be ſtrong my Lord: You muſt not go thus lghtyy 
Arch. Now what's to do? What ſays the Law unto me? 

Give me my great Offence that ſpeaks me Guilty. 
Bor. Laying afide a thouſand petty matters, | 

As Scorns, and Infolenciesboth from your ſelf andFollow'rs, 

Which you put firſt fire to, and theſe are deadly. 

come to one main Cauſe; which though it carries 

A ſtrangeneſs in the Circumſtance, carries Death too, 

Not to be pardon'd neither. Ve have done a Sacrilege. 
Arch. High Heav'n defend me Man: How, how Boroski? 
Bor. Ve have took from the Temple thoſe vow'd Arms, 

The holy Ornament you hung up there, 

No abſolution of your Vow, no Order 5 

From holy Church to give em back unto you, 

Alter they were purified from War, and refted 

From Blood made clean by Ceremony: From the Alt 

You ſnatch'd *em up ain, again ye wore em, 

Again you ſtain'd em, ſtain'd your Vow, the Church too, 

And rob' d it of that right was none of yours, Sir, 

For which the Law requires your Head, ye know 1 it, 
Arch. Thoſe Arms I es a. 

Bor. The ſame. | 

Arch, God-a-mercy, 
Fhoy haſt hunted out > notable ons to kill me: 
A ſubtle one: [ die, for EY al you ; 3 


SGood 


5 


7? 


Good Sir, remember, if — ” 


The ſuddenneſs of time, the State all ſtood in; 
I was intreated to, kneel'd to, and pray'd to, 


; The Duke himſelf, the Princes, all the Nobles, 117 


The cries of Infants, Bed- rid Fathers, Virgins; © © - 
Prithee find out a better Cauſe, a handſomer, 
This will undo thee too : People will fpit at thee, 
The Devil himſelf would be aſham'd of this Cauſe; 
Becauſe my haſte made me forget the Ceremony, 


The preſent Danger ev*ry where, muſt my Life larifte 5 
Bor. It muſt, and ſhall, 


Arch. O bale ungrateful People, 
Have ye no other Swords to cut my Throat wick 
But mine own Nobleneſs? I confeſs, I took em, 
The Vow not yet abſoly'd I hung em up with: 
Wore em, fought in em, gilded *em again 
In the fierce Tartars Bloods; for you I took em, 
For your peculiar Safety, Lord, for all, 
I wore *em for my Country's health, that groan'd chen: 
Took from the Temple, to TEA ms the Temple; 
That holy Place, and all the ſacred Monuments, 
The reverend Shrines of Saints, ador d and honour C8 
Had been conſum*d to Aſhes, their own Sacrifice; 
Had I been ſlack ; or ſtaid that Abſolution,  . * 
No Prieſt had liv'd to give it, My own Faden 
Cure of my Country, murder me? 

Bor. No, no, Sir, 


I ſhall force that from ye, will make this Call light too. 


Away with him: I ſhall pluck down that Heart, Sir. 
Arch. Break it thou may'ſt ; but if it bend for Piry, 
Dogs . eat it, * Comer am Honour's Martyr. 

| " LExewn. 


8% , M N 
Enter Duke, and Burris. ; 
Duke. Exceed my Warrant? 
Bur. You know he loves him not, 


Duke. He dares as well eat Death, as do it, eat Wikd-fre | 
ba few Fears I mean to try his Goodneſs, 


A a 3 That 
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That I may find him fit to wear here, Burrisz © - 
I know Boroskte hates him, to Death hates him, 
1 know he is a Serpent too, a ſwoln one, ¶ Noiſe within, 
But I have pulP'd his Sting out. What Noiſe is that? 
The, within. Down. with em, down with 'em, down 
with the Gates. | | 
Sol. within, Stand, ſtand, ſtand. 
Putf, within. Fire the Palace before ye. 
Bur. Upon my Life the Soldier, Sir, the Soldier, 
A miſerable time is come. | 


Enter Gentleman, 
Gent. Oh fave him, 


Upon my Knees, my Heart's Knees, ſave Lord Archas, 
We are undone elſe. 898 
Dake. Dares he touch his Body? 
Gent. He racks him fearfully, moſt fearfully. 
Duke. Away Burris, | 
Take Men, and take him from him, clap him up, 
And if I live, I'll find a ſtrange Death for him. [Ex. Bur, 
Are the Soldiers broke in? 
Gent. By this time ſure they are, Sir, | 
They beat the Gates extreamly, beat the People. | 
Dufte, Get me a Guard about me; make ſure the 


Lodgings, | 
And ſpeak the Soldiers fair. | 
Gent. Pray Heav'n that take, Sir, [Exeunt. 


Enter Putskie, Ancient, and Soldiers, with Torches. 


Putſ. Give us the General, we'll fire the Court elle, 
Render him ſafe and well. . es 

. Anc. Don't fire the Cellar, « [cold Weather, 
There's excellent Wine in't, Captain, and though it be 
I do not love it mull'd; bring out the General, 

We'll light ye ſuch a Bon- fire elſe : Where are ye? 

(31) * or we'll toſs your T urrets ; peep out of your 

. TE. . . | 


, | We'll 


(31) Speak, or we'll toſs your Turret; —] Mr. Symp/on fays that a 
Turret is not ſo light a thing as to be 7% d at every Soldier's Pleaſure, 
and would therefore read torch your Turrets, becauſe Theodore _—_ 

| * 3 | # E 
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. The Lopes Fugen. 456 : 


Well ſmoke ye elſe : Is not that a Noſe there? 


Put out that Noſe again, and if thou dar'ſt 


But blow it before us: Now he creeps out on's Burough: 


Enter Gentleman. 


Putſ. Give us the General. 
Gent. Yes, Gentlemen; or any thing ye can deſire. 
Ant. You musk-cat, 
Cordevant-skin, we will not take your Anſwer. 
Put/. Where is the Duke? Speak r and ſend 
him hither. 
Anc. Or we'll fo fry your Buttocks. 
Gent. Good ſweet Gentlemen 
Anc. We're neither good nor ſweet, we are Soldiers 


And you are Miſcreants that abuſe the General. 


Give fire my Boys, tis a dark Evening, 
Let's light em to their Lodgings. 


Enter Olympia, Honora, Viola, Theodore, Sos Women. 


Hon. Good Brother be not fierce, The. I will not 
hurt herz 

Fear not, ſweet Lady. 

Ohm. Nay, do what you bat Sir, 


i I have a Sorrow that exceeds all yours, 
And more contemns all Danger. 


Enter Duke, above. 


E The, Where's the Duke? 


Dude. He's here; what wou' d ye Soldiers? Where- 
fore troop ye 

Like mutinous Mad-men thus? 

The. Give me my Father, 

Put. Anc. Give us our General. | 
the next Page, Ye ſee the Torches ; all ball to 46 This he 24 to 
think makes his Conjecture almoſt demonſtrable ; and as he does ſo 
I mention it, tho' I can by no means admit it ; Cannons and Mines 


will, 7% Turrets heavy as they are, and the Aucient might threaten 
this, tho' that was not perhaps immediately in their Power. Archas 


in the foregoing Scene ſays, 


And as wwe ſee a dreadful Clap e of Thunder - 
Rend the fliff-hearted Oaks and toſs their roots up: 


Vet. no ſuch Authority can be produced for the uſe of #orch as 2 


4 40 De. 


3 The Loyal 2 
The. Set him here before us. Jorg ii 
Ve ſee the Pledge we've got; ye "oh the Torches; 7 
All ſhall to Aſhes, as I live, immediately,” 
A thouſand Lives for one. 
. Duke, But hear me? | 
Þ ut. No, we come not to Diſpute.” 


Enter Archas, and Burris. 


Te. By Heav'n I ſwear he's rackt and r. 
Han. r | 
Put. Burn, kill and burn. . 
Arch. Hold, hold, 1 wes Hold E 
On your Allegianee hold. 
The, We muſt not. | | 
Arch, Hold : X 
(32) I ſwear by Heav'n he's Sa baſe Traitor ſir ft, 
A Villain, and a Stranger to Obedience, ; 
Never my Soldier more, nor Friend to Honour. 
Why did you uſe your old Man thus? Thus . 
Torture his poor weak Body? I ever lov'd ye. 
Duke. Forget me in theſe wrongs, moſt noble Archas,/ 
Arch, I've Balm enough for al my arts: Veep no 


more, Sir, 

A ſatisfaction for a thouſahd Sorrows, . - 

] do believe you innocent, a good Man, 4 

And Heav'n forgive that naughty thing that wrong d me. 

Why look ye wild, my Friends wit Why ſtare ye on me? 

Icharge ye, as ye're Men, my Men, my Lovers, 

As ye are honeſt faithful Men, fair Soldiers, 

Let down your Anger: Is not this our Soveraign? 
The head of Mercy, and of Law ? Who dares then, 
Rut Rebels, ſcorning Law, appear thus violent ? 

Is this a place for Swords? For threatning Fires? 

The Rev'rence of this Houſe dares any touch, 


But with obedient Knees, and pious Duties? 


(32) 1 l Hawn he is @ barbarous Traytor firs ff] The 

. Epithet barbarous is certainly not the properet in. the. Place, and 
makes ſtill much worſe Meaſure; I have therefore ſubſtituted baſe, 
as a Monofyllable ſeems certainly required, and baſe is the beſt and 
* of the Letters o e A to me. 
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Are we not all his Subjects? All ſwom to him?ꝰ 
Has not he pow'r to — our Offence s? 
And don't we daily fall into them? Aſſure your ſelves 
I did offend, and highly, grievouſly, / © 
This good, ſweet Prince 1 offended, my Life forfeited, 
Which yet his Mercy, and his old Love met with, 

And only let me feel his light Rod this way: 

Ye are to thank him for your General,” 

mfr, nn; (33) Fear your Bloods 
or 

Ye are, Offenders too, daily Offenders, 

Proud Infolencies dwell in your Hearts, and ye do em, 
Do 'em againſt his Peace, his Law, his Perſon ; © © 
Ye ſee he only Sorrows for your Sins, 

And where his Pow'r might L forgives ah * 
For ſhame put up your Swords, for Honeſt % 
For Orders ſake, and whoſe ye are, my Soldiers 
Be not ſo rude. © 
The. They've drawn Blood from you, Sir. 
Arch. That was the Blood rebell'd, the naughty Blood, 
The proud org Free tis well tis out, Boy; 


—— — ——— ——— Eà— — ˙· Am —²ꝑĩ ̃ 1 


Give you Exampl draw out, and oy. 
Hon. Good Brother, do 
Arch. Honeſt and high E le, 


As thou wilt have my Bleſſing follow thee, 
Inherit all mine Honours : Thank ye Theodore, 
My worthy Son. - 

"The. If harm come, thank your ſelf, Sir, AMS. 
I muſt obey ye. „ 

Arch. Captain, you know the way now : N 
A good Man, and a Valiant, you were ever, 

Inclin'd to honeſt ; I thank ye Captain. [Ex. 8 A. 

Soldiers, I thank ye : And . me ſtill, 
But do not love me ſo you loſe Allegiance, 
Love that above your Lives : Once mare I thank ye. 


33 — ſwear your Bloods far Bim. ] The beautiſul Ewendation here 
was one of thoſe fe ite ones that poor Mr. Theobald ſent me upon 


my firſt Correſpondence with him. Mr. Smpſon has ſince ſent me 
the ſame — knowing that Mr. Throbald bad prevented him ; 


Duke, 


and the firſk Ton heme: its certainty. 
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Ri him to Reſt, and let our 3 
Thou excellent old Man, Fg toß * Honour, 
Where Juſtice and Obedience only build, 0 bib! 
Thou ſtock of Virtue, how am 1 bound to love thee! | 
In all thy noble ways to follow thee! | 
Bur. Remember him that vext him, Sir. 
Duke. Remember? 
When I forget that Villain, abd ton ert 
For all his Miſchiefs, may all good Thoughts 8 me. 
Arch, I'm very 
Date. Bring him to Bed with eaſe, Gentlemen, 
For every Stripe I'll drop a Tear to waſh *em, 
And in my fad — | 
Arch. *Tis too much, 5 
I have a Lake yet left to o gain that Lore, Sir. LR 


. 


ee SCENE I. 


Enter Duke, Bunz, and Gentlemen. 


Dale. LIT OW does Lord Archas? 
Bur, But weak, and't pleaſe ye; '. 
Yet all the helps that Art can, are applied to "han ; 
His Heart's untoucht, and whole yet; and no doubt, Sir, 
His Mind being ſound, his Body ſoon will follow. 
Duke. O that baſe Knave that wrong'd him, without 
leave too; 
But I ſhall find an hour to give him Thanks for't ; 
He's faſt, I hope. 
Bur. As faſt as Irons can keep him : 
But the moſt fearful Wretch—— 
Duke, He has a Conſcience, 
A cruel ſtinging one I warrant him, 
A loaden one: But what news of the Soldier? 
1 did not like their parting, twas too ſullen. 
Bur. That they 1 ſtyl, and I fear a worſe Clap; 
They are drawn out of the 5 Town, and ſtand in Counſels, 
THatgnng unge Thoughts, and cruel Furpoſes: | 


WII |_ FI.O v2) 45, A 
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1 went my ſelf unto em, talkt with the Captains, 
Whom I found fraught with nothing but loud ROO, 
And deſperate Curſes, founding theſe Words often, * 
Like Trumpets to their We are ruin d, 
Our Services turn'd into „Miſchief; ;) 
Our brave old General, like one had —_—. 
Tortur'd, and whipt: The Colonel's Eyes, like * 
Blaze every where, and fright fair Peace. 

Gent. Yet worſe, Sir; J 
The News is currant now, they mean to leave ye, 
Leave their Allegiance; and under Olin's Charge, 
The Bloody Enemy, march ſtraight againſt ye. 

Bur, I have heard this too, Sir. 

Duke. This muſt be prevented, 


And ſuddenly, and warily. 


Bur. Tis time, Sir, | i 
But what to miniſter, or how? 

Duke. Go in with me, 
And there we'll think upon't: Such Blows as theſe 
Equal Defences ask, elſe they diſpleaſe. IEnxcunt. 


8 NN -R 


| Enter Peteſca, and Gentlewoman. 


Pet. Lord, what a coil has here been with theſe 
Soldiers ! | 
They're cruel Fellows. 
Wom. And yet methought we found em 
Handſome enough; I'll tell thee true, Peteſca, 
] lookt for other manner of dealings from em, 
And had prepar'd my ſelf: But where's my Lady? 
Pet. In her old Dumps within: Monſtrous melancholy ; ; 


Sure ſhe was mad of this Wench, 


Mom. And ſhe had been a Mag, 
She wou*d have been a great deal madder, "RT 
Am glad ſhe's ſhifted. Pet. "Twas a wicked thing 
For me t* betray her, yet 1 muſt confeſs * | 
She 24 all our Lights. 


Ener 
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4 Euter Alnda. . Mos dar r 
wie yo ne” his this? eee 


Ain. Good Morrow beauteous Centloworiien: (Hardy ye 
Is th* Princeſs ſtirring yet? Wom. He has her Face. 
Pet. Her POM Tongue, and Tone too: Fler Y outh 


Ain. 1 gueſs, ye be the Princeſs Women. NO 
Pet. Yes, we ate, Sir. CET 
Ain. 2 is there not a Gentlewoman mating on her 

race, 1 

Ye call Ainda? | | 
Pet. The Devil fure in ber e | 
Mom. I have heard her tell my Lady of a Brother, N 

An only Brother that ſhe had: In Travel 
Pet. Maſs, I remember that: This may 4 he too: 

I would this thing wou'd ſerve her. 


Enter Ohmpia. 


um. So would I Wench, Wy 
We'd love him better ſure. Sir, here's the Princeſs, 
She beſt can ſatisfie ye. 
Ain. How I love that. Preſence 
O bleſſed Eyes, how nobly ſhine your Comforts 
Ohm. What Gentleman is that? 
Mom. We know not, Madam: 
He ask'd us for your Grace: And as we oro it, 
He | is Alinda's Brother. 
Ohm. Ha! Let me mark him. 
My Grief has almoſt blinded me: Her Brother? 
By Venus, he has all her ſweetneſs on him: 
Two filver drops of Dew were never liker. 
Alin. Gracious Lady —— 
Ohm. That geriet Pipe he has too. 
Ain. Being my Happineſs to 2 by this way, | 
And having, 3 as I underſtand by Letters, 
A. Siſter: in your virtuous Service, Madam 
Ohm. O now. my Heart, my Heart akes. 
Ain. All the comfort | 
poor Youth has, all that m Popes have built me; 
| Te; it my firſt ber my eſt Service, * 
ere 
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Here to arrive firſt, humbly to thank your Grace 
For my poor Siſter, Se ws to thank your Naber. 


That bounteous Goodneſs in ye. Ska 81 
Ohm. Tis be ow 
Alin. 2 ſpring of favour to her with my 15 
adam. 12 2 \ 
If an fick moſt happy means might meet me, 
To ſhew my Thank fulneſs. . 


Ohm. What have I done, 4 8 
Alin. She came a Stranger to your Grace, no Courier; 3 
Nor of that curious Breed befits your Service, 
Yet one, I dare aſſure my Soul, —— lov'd ye 
Before ſhe ſaw ye; doted on your Virtues 
Before ſhe knew thoſe fair Eyes, long d to read em, 
You only had her Prayers, you her Wiſness 
And that one hope to be yours once, ae | 
Ohm. I have done wickedly,. | _ rs. 
Alin. A little Beauty, | 
Such as a Cottage breeds, -ſhe brought 3 with her ; 
And yet our Country-eyes eſteem' d it much too 
But for her beauteous Mind, forget, great Lady, 3 
I am: her Brother, and let me ſpealc a Stranger, oF 
Since ſhe was able to beget a Thought, *twas honeſt. 
The daily ſtudy how to fit your Services, 
Truly to vor that virtuous Path you walk in, 
So fir'd her honeſt. Soul, we thought her Sainted 3 __ 
] | pres ſhe's ſtill the ſame : I won d fain ſee her, 
For, Madam, tis no little Love I owe her. 
Ohm. Sir, ſuch a Maid there was, I had 
Min. There was, Madam: 
Ohm. O my poor Wench: Eyes, I vill ever curſe ye 
For your Credulity ; Alinds : 2 2; oY | 
Alin. That's her Name, Madam + q 
Ohm. Give me a little leave, Sir, to > lament Wo” * 
Ain. Is ſne dead, Lady? ? N 
' Ohm. Dead, Sir, to my Service. 
She's gone, pray ye ask no further, 
Ain. I obey, Madam: 
Gene? Now muſk] lament too: Said ye gone, uu 


3 Gone, gone for eo, TO 8 | 
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An. That's a cruel ſaying: ' 1 
Her Honour too? Ae 2 
Ohm. Prithee look angry on me, | 
And if thou ever lov'dſt her, ſpit Got me 
' Do ſomething like a Brother, like a Friend, 
And do not only ſay thou lov'ſt ber 
Ain. Ye amaze me. 1s 11 
Ohm. I ruin d her, I al Her; Taburd *r 
Poor innocent Soul, I flung her; ſweet Anda, 
Thou virtuous Maid. My Soul now calls thee r 
Why don't ye rail now at me? | 
Ain. For what, Lady? 
Ohm. Call me baſe treach*rous Woman, 
Ain. Heav'n defend me. 
Ohm. Raſhly I thought her falſe, and put ber from: 12. 
Raſhly, and madly I betray'd her Mo | 
Put her to wander, Heav'n knows where : N. * 
Stuck a black Brand upon her... 

Ain. Twas not well N 25 
Ohm. Twas damnable : She loving r me ſo dearly, 
Never poor Wench lov'd fo : Sir, believe me, © 
*Twas the moſt duteous Wench, the beſt Companion, 

When I was pleas'd, the happieſt, and the gladdeſt, 
The modeſteſt ſweet Nature dwelt within her: 
I ſaw all this, I knew all this, T lov'd it, DR912 © 

J doated on it too, and yet I kill'd it: 7 
O what have 1 forſaken? What have I loſt? 

Ain. Madam, II! take my leave, oP 2000 « wandrin 
'Tis fit I know no reſt. | 

Ohm. Will you go 900 Sir? EW 97310 7 vn 
J have not wrong'd you yet, if you dare cruſt me, 
For yet I love Alinda there, I honour her, 7 36 
I love'to look upon thoſe Eyes that ſpeak her, 
To read the Face again, (Modeſty keep me, [Afde. 
Alinda, in that Shape.) But why ſhou'd you cruſt me, 
Twas 1 betray*d your Siſter, I undid her; 
And, believe me, gentle Youth, 'tis J weep for her: 
Appoint what Penance you pleaſe: But ſtay then, 
And ſee me perform it: Ask what Honour this rower 
Is able to heap on ye, or what Wealth; 
2 
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s following me will like ye, my care of ye, © | 1 | 

Which for your Siſter's ſake, for your own Goodnefs — 

F now The's gone, 
Not all hs Favour ; yet if T fought Preferment, 15 

Under your bounteous Grace Pd only take it. 8 

Peace reſt upon ye: One ſad Tear every Day, 0 


For poor Ainda's ſake, tis fit ye pay. [Fat 
Ohm. A thouſand, noble Youth, and when * 
Ev'n nin 2 my ſilver Slumbers al ru weep.” Patt 

. e *E N E E 8 


Enter Duke and Gentlemen. 


Duke. Have ye been with 'em? 

Gent. Ves, and't pleaſe your Grace, 
But no Perſuaſion ſerves em, nor no Promiſ e 
They're fearful angry, and by this Yes * 
Upon their March to th' ——— 

Duke, They muſt be ſtopt. 


Euter Burris. 


Gent. Ay, but what force is able? and What "pa cha 
Duke, How now, ha' you been with Archas? 
Bur. Yes, and't pleaſe ye, = 
And told him all: He frets like a chaf'd ion, i md. 
Calls for his Arms; and all thoſe honeſt Courtier: 1 
That dare draw. Swords. 3, 1 
Duke. Is he able to do any thing? 
Bur. His Mind is well enough ; and where his Chargen, 
Let him be ne*er ſo ſore, tis a full Army. 
Duke, Who commands the Rebels? 647 
Bur. The young Colonel, 
That makes the old Man oft mad. Be ſwears, Sr, 
He will not ſpare his Son's Head for the Dukedom. * 2 
Duke, Is the Court in Arms? 
Bur. Anke as this can buſtle, 
2 tg o now: ae dagen, __ 
IG if * were to f orce the Enemy: ; _ 3 1 


— 
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I be 2 or Grp 10 nem hs tyres of A; 5 ＋. 
a to — a all Pr 

had, let no Blood be ſpilt; take =_ VS 


ene, | 
And quench this fury with fair P cace. 3071 
\ Bur, I ſhall. Sir, 
Or ſeal it wich my Service; they ae Villains : 
The Court is up: Good Sir, 80 {trengthen * em, 
Your Royal Sight will make em ſcorn all Dae, pl 


The General needs no Proof, e H 
Duke. Come, let's go view em. 122 
8 , E N =" 1 DE 
Cl 
Enter Theodore, Puri, prove Soldiers, Drone. N 
| . and Colours. . 3 77 B. 
The. Tis known ere up, and marching; no Submiſſicn 2 
No promiſe of baſe Peace can cure our aladies, | 
We've ſuffer'd beyond all repair, of Honour : IS A 
- Your valiant old Man's whipt ; whipr, Gentlemen, 
Whipt like a Slave: That Fleſh. that never trembled, 
Nor ſhrunk one Sinew at a thouſand Charges, 
That noble Body ribd in Arms, the Enemy | 
So often ſhook at, and then ſhun'd like Thunder, | 
That Body's torn with laſhes. —- 3 
Anc. Let's turn Head. 
Putſ. Turn nothing Genet lers march on fi, 
- Unleſs they charge. | 
. The. Think fill of his Abet, } SIGH - ARNE 1 
nc. He was whipt like a Top, 1 
I never ſaw a Whore fo lac'd : Court ae 
Is this their Diet? I'll dreſs em one rutming W ks : 
What Oracle can alter us? Did not we ſee fim? 85 
See him we loy'd? LE 
The. And though we did obey . 1 


Forc'd by his Reyerence for that time; it fit, Sede 
My noble Priends, is't fit we Men, and Soldiers, 
Live to endure this, and look on to Pal. Forward: 


They 


7 


: 
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They may call back the Sun as ſoon, ſtay Time, 
Preſcribe a a to Death, as we endure this, 


Tbe. They'll make ye all fair Pres. 

Anc, We care not. | | | 

The, Uſe all they Arts upon ye. 

Anc. Hang all their Arts. 

Putſ. And happily they*ll bring him with dem. 
Anc. March apace then, 


He's old and cannot overtake us. 3 


Putſ. Say he do. : 
Anc. We'll run away with himm : They ſhall ne er 9 
him more: 
The truth is, we'll hear nothing, ſtop at nothing, - LY 
Conſider nothing but our way; believe nothing, ¶ thing, 


Not though they ſay their Prayers: Be content with no- 


But th* knocking out their Brains: And laſt, do nothing 
But ban and curſe em, till we come to kill em. 
The. Remove then forwards bravely : keep your Minds 
whole, 


And the next time we face em, ſhall be fatal. [Exeunt, 


| 8 S EN N 
Enter Archas, Duke, Burris, Gemlemen, and Soldiers. 
Arch. Peace to your Grace; take reſt Sir, they're be- 


fore us. 
Gent. They are Sir, and upon the March. {Exit Duke. 
Arch. Lord Burris, vantage, 


Take you thoſe Horſe and coaſt em: Upon the firſt ad- 
If they won't ſlack their March, 3 em em up roundly, 
By that time I'll come in, 

Bur. I'll do it truly. [Ew#. 

Gent. How do you feel your Ga Sir? | 

Arch, Well, I thank ye; 


A little weak, but Anger en fupply that; 


You'll all ſtand bravely-to 


All. While re have Lis 18 
e eee like. Sade. Flags duos 
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The proudeſt, and the ſtrongeſt hearted Rebels, 
They have a Law to live in, and they ſhall have; 
Beat up apace, by this time he's upon em, [ Drum within, 
And Sword, but hold me now, thou. halt play ever. 


[ Exeunt, 


Enter Drums beating, Theodore, Putskie, Ancient, 
and their Soldiers. | 
_ The. Stand; ſtand, ſtand cloſe, and ſure; 
Eͤnter Burris, and one or two Soldiers. 
The Horſe will charge us. 
Anc. Let em come on, we've Provender fit for em. 
Put/. Here comes Lord Burris, Sir, I think to Parly, 
The. You're welcome, noble Sir, I hope to our part. 
Bur. No, valiant Colonel, I am come to chide ye, 
To pity ye; to kill ye, if theſe fail me; | 
Fie, what Diſhonour ſeek ye! What black Infamy! 
Why do ye draw out thus? Draw all Shame with ye? 
Are theſe fit Cares in Subjects? I command ye 
Lay down your Arms again, move in that Peace, 
That fair Obedience you were bred in. 
Putſ, Charge us: We come not here to Argue. 
The. Charge us bravely, 


And hotly too, we have hot Spleens to meet ye, 
Hot as the Shames are offer'd us. 


Enter Archas, Gentlemen and Soldiers. 
Bur. Look behind ye. | 


D' you fee that old Man? do you know him, Soldiers? 
Put. Your Father, Sir, believe me | 
Bur. You know his Marches, 
: You've ſeen his Executions: Is it yet Peace? 
be. We'll die here firſt. 8 

Bur. Farewel: You'll hear on's preſently. Arch. Stay, 


Burris: 


This is too poor, too beggarly a Body 
To bear the Honour of a Charge from me, 


+ 46-8 


A ſort of tatter d Rebels; go, provide Gallowles ; 


r 


\ 


. }YEve troubled win hot Heads, TI cool ye Feten 


£1 
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De Loyal Subjett. 387 
Theſe look like Men that were my Soldiers 
Now I behold 'em nearly, and more harrowly, 
My honeſt Friends: Where got they theſe fair Fi igures ? 
Where, did they ſteal theſe. Shapes? * 
Bur. They're ſtruck already. 
Acb. D' you ſee that Fellow there, that goodly Rebel ? 
He looks as like a Captain I loy*d tenderly : 
A Fellow of a Faith indeed. Bur. He as ſham'd him. 
* Arch, And that that bears the Colours there, moſt certain 
So like an Ancient of mine own, a brave Fellow, 
A loving and obedient, that believe me, Burris, 
I am amaz'd and troubled : And were it not 
I know the general goodneſs of my People, 
The Duty, and the Truth, the ſtedfaſt Lonely, 
And am aſſur'd they would as ſoon tum Devils 
As Rebels to Allegiance, for mine Honour. 
Bur. Here needs no Wars, Putſ, I pray forgive us, Ste 
Anc. Good General forgive us, or uſe your Sword, 
Your Words are double Death. A. Good noble General 
Bur. Pray, Sir, be merciful, | 
Arch. Weep out your Shames firſt, | 
Ye make me Fool for Company: Fie Soldiers, 
My Soldiers too, and play theſe Tricks ? What's he there? 
Sure I have ſeen his Face too ; yes, moſt certain 
J have a Son, (but hope he is not here now,) 
Wou'd much reſemble this Man, wondrous near him, 
Juſt of his height and make too; you ſeem a Leader, 
The. Good Sir, don' . ſhame me more : Tee ger 
Anger, ; 
And leſs than Death I — not for. 
Arch. You ſhall be my Charge, Sir, it ſeeths you 
want Foes, 
When you would make your Friends your Enemies. 
A running Blood ye have, but I ſhall cure ye, 
Bur, Good Sir 


(34 Arab. No more, od Lond + Beat forward, Soldiers: 
And you, march in the Rear, you ve loſt your Places. | 
r [ Exeunt 6 


(34) ke; No wood; Lord: The reftoring this to Archas is 
fo obyious, tis ſcarce tg a 8240 
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338 


The Lojal Sue. 
s C E N E vl 


Enter Duke, Olympia, Holen w Viola 


Duke. You ſhall not be thus füllen ſtill with me, Siſter 
You do the moſt unnobly to be an p 
For as I have a Soul I Wr touch ber, 

I never yet knew one unchaſt Thought i in her: 

I muſt confeſs, I lov'd her; as who would not? ? 

I muſt confeſs 1 doated on her ſtran ely, 3 

I offer'd all, yet fo ſtrong was her Honour, 

(35) So fortify'd as fr, no Hope could reach her, 

Fe while the World beheld this, and confirm'd it, 
Why would you be fo jealous * > Ohm. Good Sir, pat- 


don me, 
I feel ſufficiently th iy Folly s Penance, 
And am aſham'd, Shame a thouſand Soros 


Feed on continually wou'd I had never ſeen her, 
Or with a clearer faddfnenkt look*d upon her: 

She was too good for me, ſo Heay'nly good, Sir, 
Nothing but Heav*n can love that Soul fufficiently, 
Where [ hall ſee her once again, 


Enter Burris, 


Dake. No mote Tears, 
If ſhe be within the Dukedem, well decbytr her: 2 
Welcome Lord Burris, fair News 1 hope. | 
Bur. Moſt fair, Sir, | 
Without one drop of Blood theſe Wars are ended, 
The Soldier cool'd again, indeed aſham'd, Sir, 


(35) So fortiff'd as fair, no Hope could * her] Mr. Spe 


thinks this Nonſenſe; and if this be allowed he has a very 2 
Conjecture to amend it. 


So forliſyd, as Fear nor Hope can reach 25. 


at, in my Bye, the Original is ſo far from Nonſenſe, that it in much 
onger Senſe than that propoſed. We ing for the coneiſeneſs of 
—.— Language, which eln off unneceſſary Particles, the fol- 
0 


ing Meaning is 1 in it. Her Virtue is as firong as it it 


. (or, e 72 . ſo that the warnef 
pe dares not 


And 
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And all his A ended. Duke.” Where's Lord geben 


Bur. Not far off, Sir; „ 
ead of this Fire, but now à Priſoge 2 
And if by y your feet 5 mr priced, as 

1 fear ſome fatal ſtroke: - 1 


Ener Archas, T Wege. Gi as oY 
Duke. I hear the Drums beat, 5555 
Welcome, my wotthy Friend. + £113 03 YROOW 2A 
Arch. Stand where ye are, Bs" e ee Qi ovac lt 
Even as you love your Country, move not forward, 8. 
Nor plead for Peace till I have done a * 4 9 
A Juſtice on this Villain, none of mine now. 
A Juſtice on this Rebel. Hon. O my Brocher, 
Arch. This fatal Firebrand —— © 


* Duke, Forget not, old Man, | 
He is thy Son, of chine own Blood. Arch. In theſe Veins 


No Treaahery cer hatbour'd yet, no Mutin y, 


I ne'er gave Life to lewd and headſtrong Rebels. © 
Duke. Tis his firſt Fault.” Arch. Not of eee Sir; 
Or were it ſo, it is a Fault ſo mighty, 
So ſtrong againſt the nature of all Mercy, 
His Mother, were ſhe living, wou d not Weep! * him, 
He dare not fay he'd live. 7. be. I muſt not, Sir, 
While you {ay tis not fit: Your Graces Merey, 
Not to my Life apply'd, but to my Fault, Sir; 
The World's forgiveneſs next; laſt, on my Knees, Sir, 
I humbly beg, 
Do not take from me yet the Name of Father, 42 
Strike me a thouſand Blows; but let me die yours. 
Arcb. He moves my Heart: 1 muſt be ſudden a him, 
J ſhall grow faint elſe in my Execution, 
Come, _ Sir, you have ſeen Death; now meet him 
ve 
Dake. Holl. hold, I fay, a little, hold, conſider /* 
Thou haſt no more Sons, gy alk to inherit thee. 


Arch. Yes, Sir, I have another, and a Nobler: | 
No Treaſon ſhall inherit me: Young Archas, © 
A 8 as. ſiveet as young, my Brother breeds him, 


. . My 
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My noble Brother - Briskie breeds him nobl , T 
Him let your Favour find: Give him your Hour „ Win 
Enter Putskie (alias Briskie) and Alinda, (alias Archas,) , N 5 
Puiſ. Thou haſt no Child left, Archas, none to in- Boy 
herit thee, Tea 
If thou ftrik*ſt that ſtroke now. Behold you no Archas, ; 

Behold thy Brother here, thou bloady renner, A 
As bloody to this Sacrifice as thou art.  [bas, L 
Heave up thy Sword, and mine's bear d up: Strike, Ar. But 
And I'll ſtrike too as ſüddenly, as deadly - | E 

Have Mercy, I'll have Mercy: The Duke gives it. I 
Look upon all theſe, how they weep it from-thee, | _ 4 
Chuſe quickly, and begin. Duke. On NE Obedience, We 
On your Allegiance ſave him. 1 Ane 


* Arch. Take him to ye, [Soldiers 2 
And Sirrah, be an honeſt Man, ye' ve teaſon: 
I thank ye, "worthy Brother: Welcome, e 
Mine own ſweet Child 
Duke, Why was this Boy conceal'd thus? 
Puiſ. Your Grace's Pardon. 7 0 
Fearing the Vow you made againſt my Brother, N 02 
And that your Anger wou' d not only light 11207 E 
On him, but find out all his Family 
This young Boy, to preſerve from after Danger, 
Like a young Wench, hither I brought; my felf .. 
In th' habit of an ordinary Captain | 
Diſguis*d, got Entertainment, and ſerv'd here, 
That I might ſtill be ready to all Fortunes 
That Boy your Grace took, nobly entertain d him, 
But thought a Girl, Alinda, Madam. Oꝶm. Stand away, 
And. let me look upon him. Dale. M y young Miſtreſs ? 
5 (This! is a ſtrange Metamorphoſis,) Ainda ? | 
Alin. Your Grace's humble Servant. 
Duke, Come hither, Siſter : 5 | 
I dare yet ſcarce believe mine Eyes: How they view one 
another? 12 
Doſt thou not love this Boy well I 
Obm.' I ſhould lye elſe, 0 me, extremely lye, Sir. 


vo = * 
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The, Lore we 39h 
Duke. Did'ſt thou ne'er wiſh, Olympia, | WD 2 

t might be thus? Ohm. A thouſand times. 55 
Duke. Here, take him :- "IE. 

Nay, do not. bluſh : I do poet. kifs ſweetly : . 


Boy, ye kiſs faintly, Boy; Heav'n give ye comfort z 4.4 

Teach him, he'll quickly learn: There's two Hearts eas d 
now. 

Arch. You do me too much Honour, Sir. 

Duke. No, Archas, 
But all I can, I will, Can you love me? Spealc . 

Hon. Yes, Sir, dearly, _... 

Duke. Come hither, Viola, can you love this Man? 5 

Vio. T'll do the beſt T can, Sir. Duke. Seal it, Barre 
We'll all to Church together inſtantly : 


And then a vie for Boys. Stay, bring Borockie, ways bay 
Enter Boroskie, Oo IND TD 
I had Amo en that lump of miſ chief. 


There Archas, take the Enemy to Honour. 

The Knave to Worth: Do with him what thou wilt, | 
Arch, Then to my Sword again, you to your-Prayers ; 

Waſh off your Villaries, you. feel the Burtben. 
Bor. Forgive me e'er I die, moſt honeſt trehas? * 

'Tis too much Honour that I periſh thus; 

O ſtrike my Faults to kill them, that no Memory, 

No black and blaſted Infamy hefeafter —— +» 

Arch. Come, are ye ready? Bor. YES... 

Arch, And truly penitent, to make your way fright! * 

Bor. Thus I waſh off my Sins. 

Arch. Stand up, and hve then, 

And live an honeſt Man; I ſcorn Mens 383 
Take him again, Sir, try him: And believe 
This thing will be a perfect Man. Duke. I take him. 

Bor. And when I fail thoſe hopes, Heav*n's hopes fail me. 

Duke. You're old: No more Wars, Father: 7. heodert, 7 
Take you the charge, be General. . 

The. All good bleſs ye. 

Duke. And my good Father, you avell! in my Boſom, 
From you riſe all my good Thoughts: When I'd think and 
Examine Time 4 one that's fairly noble, 

B b 4 And 


© "ag 2 
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And the fame Man through all the ftreights of Virtue, 
Upon this Silver Bock PI look, and read him, 


Now forward merrily to Hhymen's Rites, _ -. * 
To Joys, and Revels, Sports, and he that can 1 
Moſt honour Archas, is the nobleſt Man. bean 


at TE 
- 4 
* C >» — 


EPILOG UE 


Hough ſomething well aſſur'd, few. Ive 3 
Three hours of precious Time, or _— ont 

On our Endeavours, yet not to rely 
Too much upon ar Core and h, 
Ils fit pe ſhould alt, but a mode I ee 
How you approve our Attion in the Play. as 
If you vouchſafe to crown it with ae. 
It 75 your Bounty, and you give Us cauſe. 
Hereafter with a general Conſent | - 
To uch, as becomes us, your Content. 3 4 e 7 + 
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RULE A WIFE, 


HAVE A WIFE 
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eafure attend Its and about Ye. ft ; 
P "The Springs of Mirth, Fancy; Delight and We, . 

To tir you up; do not your Looks let fall, S 
Nor to Remembrance our late Errors call, 

Becauſe this Day ware Spaniards all gam, 
The Story of our Play, and our Scene Spann 
The Errors too, do not for this cauſe bate, - Cod! 2 
Now we preſent their Mit, and not their "State. } 


Nor, Ladies, be not a, you R 
A young \freſh Beauty wanton, and too rr. 
Seck to abuſe her Husband, till "tis Span, 


No ſuch groſs Errors in your Kingdom reign; 5 8 21880 
(1) u' re Veſtals all, and though aue blow the Fire, 
We ſeldom make it flame up 10 _ 


1 
I 
* Z *" 
. 
, + 


Take no, Example! neither. to beginn 
For ſome by Precedent delight to Sin; 8 a 2 

Nor blame the Poet if be ſlip aſide _ +... 4 os 
Sometimes laſeiviouſly, if not too wide. " 8 45175 
But bold your Fanns cloſe, and then ſmile at vole, HT 


A cruel Scene did never Lady pleaſe. 


Nor, Gentlemen, pray be not you diſpleas'd,.. 3 
Though we preſent ſome Men food, ſome diſeas'd, . 
Some drunk, ſome mad; We mean nat you, you're free, 
Me tax no farther than our Comedy, 


You are our Friends, fit noble then and ſee. 5 


* 


(1) Fare Veſtals all,—)] The Context very evidently requires the 
Change which Mr. Symp/on firſt ſuggeſted here. A 
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Don J. ;de Galt n che, ; 


Sanchio, SN 


| Officers ir in ; the Army... IND p $a 


Alonzo, 


Leon, Brother 4⁰ Altea, and by der cone eee 


10 Margarita. 1% e eee WEL 
Net m rar Aon had 
arc wy CG. KA ed fle Sas (1 
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Margarita, a wanton Lach, er to A 0 ay 2 


is reclaim' d. e en een eee de 8 
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Clara, a Spaniſh Lady. = m7 Wine Vis 5 ald N 
Eſtifania, .& Woman of Intriegue, warty'd bo Peter. | 
Three Old Ladies. ͥ —A A 24992, Ur 

An old Woman, and Maid, 3 
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AC TL GS ehgesr. 
Enter Juan de Caſtro, and Michael Perez: 


— 3 4 


Mieu az. 


* N RE your Companies full, Colonel ? 

Juan. No, not yet, Sir: 

Nor will not be this Month yet, as 1 reckon. 
How me "x Command? Mich, We pick 
” 

And as our Mobi hold out, we have Men c 

About that time I think we ſhall be full too; 

Many young Gallants go. Juan. And wo mop. 

The Wark are dainty Dreams to in; Few Spirits, 

Time and Experience will allay thoſe Viſions, 

We have ſtrange Things to fill our Numbers up; 

There's one Det, - Leon, a ſtrange goodly Fellow, 

Com mended to me from ſome noble Friends, 

For my Alferes, had you but ſeen his Perſon, 8755 

And what a Giants promiſe it proteſteth. [fore too. 
Mich. I've heard of him, and that he hath ſervid be- 
Fuan. But no harm done, nor never meant, Don. 


Michael, 


That came to my Ears yet; ask him a Queſtion, 
He bluſhes like a Girl, and anſwers little 
To the point Jes; he wears a Sword, a good one, 
And good Cloaths too; he's whole-skin'd, has no hurt 
Good punti hopes; I never yet heard certainly 
Of any Gentleman that ſaw him angry. 
Mich. Preſerve him, he'Il conclude a Peace if need 
(2) Many as ſtout as he will go along with us 
That ſwear as valiantly as Heart can wiſh Cones, 
Their Mouths charg'd with fix Oaths at once, and whole 
That make the drunken Dutch creep into Mole-hills. 
Juan. Tis true, ſuch we muſt look for: But, Mich. 
Perez, : 
When heard you of Donna Margarita, the great Heireſs ? 


(2) Many as ſtrong at he will go along with us, © 

That ſwear as wvaliantly as Heart can wiſh,] Leon is deſcribed as a 
Giant in Stature, but weak in Head and Heart, which Strength of 
Body may accompany,, but does not neceſſarily imply. There ſeems 
therefore no juſt Antitheſis between meer Strength of Body and the 
Vaunting of a cowardly Bully. The Senſe required is plainly this : 
That many who ſebear. and ſwagger moſt magnanimouſly have really 
wot one whit more Valour than the ſheepiſh Don Leon. The Word 
Aout gives this Senſe, which I have therefore ventured to ſubſtitute as 
thinking it the true one. Leon himſelf uſes the ſame Sentiment at his 
firſt Appearance.  Fuar asks him, | 4 


Why art thou ſent to me to be my Officer ; 

2 and commended when thou dart not fgbt? 
here be more Officers of my Opinion, 

Or I am cozen'd ; Men that talk more too. 


Perhaps, indeed, the old Reading /rong may be thought by ſome to 

| you the very ſame Idea with fou or valiant; but I believe if they 
| ully conſider the Context, where Strength of Body had before been 
© mention'd as join'd with Cowardiſe, they will think with me, that 


Leon. 


# 


ſiout either was or ought to have been the Original. Since I wrote 


this I conſulted Mr.-The0ba/d's Margin, and find that he excepted 
againſt the Word in Queſtion, and would read frange for Hrong, and 
inſtead of frange,, a few Lines above, would read a ffrong, goodly 
Fellow, ſuppoſing the Words to have chang'd Places, Perhaps Par- 
tiality makes me prefer my own Conjecture, tho? I allow his Emen- 


dation to be plauſible, as to AHrange For ſtrong, but not as to the 


former. 


Mich. 


Fung, 


„ 
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She is the main diſcourſe : Noble Don Juan de Caſtro, 


He that ſhall marry her, muſt have a rare Hand. oy 


Of the moſt ſubtile Mould went beyond me, 


I love a ſweet young Wench. 


Have a Wife. 399 
Mich. I hear every hour of her; though I neꝰer ſam her, 


How happy were that Man could catch this Wench up. 
And live at eaſe! ſhe's Fair and — i and wealthy, 
Infinite Wealthy, and as Gracious too Y--; | 
In all her Entertainments, as Men r 
Juan. But ſhe is proud, Sir, that I know for certain, 
And that comes ſeldom without Wantonneſs ; 


Mich. Wou'd I were married, I wou'd find that Wiſdom 
With a light Rein to rule my Wife. If &er Woman 


1d give Boys leave to whoot me out 8 th* Pariſn. 
Euer 4 Servant. 


„ wa . 


Ser. Sir, 
There be two Gentlewomen 80 to ſpeak with you, - 
Juan. Wait on 'em in. 5 
Mich: Are they two handſome Women? ir. 
Ser. They ſeem ſo, very handſome, but they re vail'd, 
Mich. Thou put'ſt Sugar in my Mouth, how it melts | 
with me! 


Juan. Wait on them in, I ay. 

Mich, Don Juan. 

Juan. How you Itch, Michael ! _ you Burniſh / 
Will not this Soldier's Heat our of your bones yet, 
Do your —_ glow now? Mich, There be two. { Jun Say 

honeſt, 
(3) What ſhame have you then ? | 

Mich. I wou' d fain fee that, | 
I've been in the Indies twice, and have ſeen ſtrange Things, 
But for two honeſt Women; one I read of once. 


LE Servant. 


(3) What ſhame have you rben ?] . Mr. Theobald reads == 
and the ſame Change was ſuggeſted by an ingenious Friend. But I 
ſee no reaſon for it. How ill you be aſbam d if you offer 'Rude- 
neſs to Women of Virtue? n is a good . 7m and the Semti- 
n 1 Barr ar VAL 


ju 


40 Nuls a Wife and 
Jun Prichte be Madeſt. 
ws Pi} be any thing. 


Enter Servant, Donna Clara, and Klik, TY 


Juan. You're welcome, Ladies. 
Mich. Both hooded'! I like 'em well though, 
come not for Advice in Law ſure hither 3 
May be they'd learn to raiſe the Pike, I'm for dem: 
They Te very Modeſt; tis a fine Preludium. 
J With pird or with this Gentleman, wou'd you 
Cla. With you, Sir, as I gueſs, Juan de Caro. | 
Mich, Her Curtain opens, ſhe is a pretty Sede send. 
Juan. I am the Man, and ſhall be bound to Fortune, 
I may do any Service to your Beauties. _ Tarrs 
Cla. Captain I hear you're marching down to Han- 
Jo ſerve the Catholick King. 
Juan. I am, ſweet Lady. | 
Cla. I have a Kinſman, and «4612 Pijend, * 
Imploy'd in thoſe Wars, may be, Sir, you know kim, 
Don Campuſano, Captain of Carbines, 

To whom I wou'd requeſt your Noblenefs, 

To give this poor Remembrance. [Gives « a Later. 
Juan. I Thall do it, | 

I know the Gentleman, a moſt worthy Captain. 

Qn. Something in private. : 
Juan. Step aſide: 1'11 ſerve thee. LEx. Juan, and Clara, 
Mich. Priches let me ſee thy Face. 

Eſtif. Sir, you muſt pardon me, 

Women of our ſort, that maintain fair Memories, 

And keep ſuſpect off from their Chaſtities, 

Had n at wear thicker Vails. 

Mit, 1 am no Blaſter of a Lady's Beauty, 

Nor bold Intruder on her ſpecial Favours, 

1 know how tender Reputation is, 

And with what Guards i it ought to be preſerv d, Lady, 
Lou to me. 

Eſtif. Lou muſt excuſe me, Signior, I come 

Not * to ſell my elf, 


Mich. 


T. 


a, 


Ys 


ſich. 


Have a Wife * © 1 


Mich. As I'm a Gentleman, by the honour of a Soldier. 
Eſtif. I believe you, 


] pray be civil, I believe you'd ſee me, _- 
And when you've ſeen me I believe you'll like me, 
But in a ſtrange Place, to a Stranger too, 2. 


As if I came on purpoſe to betray y 
Indeed I will not. 


Mich, 1 ſhall love you dearly, nr ov 
And 'tis a Sin to fling away Aﬀe&tion, . 4 
I have no Miſtreſs, no deſire to Honour 
Any but you. (Will not this Oyſter open 2) "To 
I know not, you have {truck me with your Modeſty +. - 
(She will draw ſure) ſo deep and taken from me 
All the Deſire I might beſtow on ae 


Quickly before they come. 


Eſtif. Indeed 1 dare not: | 
But ſince I ſee you're ſo gefirous, Sir, 


To view a poor Face that can merit nothing | 
But your Repentance. 


Mich, It muſt needs be excellent. | 
Eftif. And with what Honeſty you ask it of me. 
When I am gone let your Man follow me, 
And view what Houſe I enter, thither Cone, | 
For there I dare be bold to appear open: 
And as I like your virtuous Carriage then, 


Enter | Jaan, Clara, and Servant. 


I ſhall be able to give welcome to you; 
She'th done her buſineſs, I muſt take my leave, Sir. 
Mich. VII kiſs your fair white Hand, and thank yous | 
Lady. 


My Man all wait, and I ſhall be your Servant 5 
Sirrah, come near, hark. 


Ser, I ſhall do it faithfully. Ai 7 T 
Juan. You will command me no more Sarvices? 


Ga. I' be careful of your noble Health, dear Sir, 
That I may ever honour you. 


Juan. I thank you, b e 21 
3 ER And 


402 Rule a Wife, and 


And kiſs your Hands; wait on the Ladies down there, 
[ Exeunt Ladies and Servant, 
Mich. You had the honour to ſee the Face that came to 
FOOT > [ chael ? 
Juan. And *twas a fair one; what was yours, Don Mi- 
Mich. Mine was i“ th' clipſe, and had a Cloud drawn 
' overt, 
But I believe, well, and 1 hope *cis wandte, 
She had a Hand would ſtir a holy Hermite. 
Juan. You know none of em: 
Mich. No. Juan. Then I do, Captain, 
But Pl! ſay nothing till I ſee the proof on't, 
Sit cloſe Don Perez, or your Worſhip's caught. 
(4) 1 fear a Flye. | 
Mich. Were thoſe ſhe brought Love- Letters; ? 
Juan. A Packet to a Kinſman now in Flanders, 
Yours was very modeſt methought. 
Mich. Some young unmanag'd thing, 
But I may live to ſee 
Juan. *Tis worth Experience, 
Let's walk abroad and view our Companies. [ Exennt, 


"Enter Sanchio, and Alonzo. 


Kin What, are you for 2 Wars, Alonzo © 
Alon. It may be ay, | 
It may be no, &en as the Lo takes me. 
If I find Peace among the female Creatures, 
And caſie Entertainment, il! ſtay at home, 
I'm not fo far oblig'd yet to long Marches 
And mouldy Biskets, to run mad for Honour, 
When you're all gone I have my choice before me. 
San. Ay, of which Hoſpital thowle ſweat in; wilt thou 
Never leave whoring? 
Alon. There is lets Danger in't than wann ganchi, 
* hough we be ſhot ſormeticmes, the Shot's not mortal, 
Beſides, it breaks no Limbs. - 


(4) 7 fear @ Fe.) Both Mr. Theobald and Mr. Geher a 
tlie” about this, 1 ſuppoſe il A Metaphor taken from — with 


San. 


t, 


Ou 
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San. But it diſables n, 1 190 
Doſt ſee how thou pull'ſt thy Leg after thee 6? 
As if they hung by Points? 1 91 20 

Alon. Better to pull em chus chan walk on \ Wooden 


ones, 


Serve bravely for a Billet to ſupport me, win 


San. Fye, fye, tis baſe. 
Alon. Doſt count it baſe to ſuffer ? 


Suffer abundantly? *tis th* Crown of Honour; 2 
You think it nothing to lie twenty Days - 
Under a Surgeon's hands that has no Mercy, ©; 


San. As thou haſt done I'm ſure, but I 3 now 
Why you deſire to ſtay, the Orient 3 Yo 
The Margarita, Sir. * 

Aon. 1 wou'd I had her. 54 Blot „ Ci 3 ers 

San. They ſay ſhe'll mar. r 209: 

Alon. Les, I think ſhe will. 

San. And marry ſuddenly, as Report goes too, 

She fears her Vouth will not hold out,” An IA 

Alon. I wou'd I had the ſheathing ont. 

San. They fay too ; 


2 
— Y 


She has a greedy Eye, that muſt be 3 
With more than one Man's Meat. E 200 em ba 
Aon Wou'd ſhe were mine, N F* 
I'd Cater for her well enough; but Rauche 1 11 214 
There be too many great Men that adore hg ern; 


Princes, and Princes Fellows, that claim Privilege; 7 
Fan. Yet thoſe ſtand off i” th? way of Marriage? A 
( 2 To be _— to a « Man” 8 pleaſure i is a ſecond Labour," | 


aj 12 Ah » 


| 9 2 To 1 8 „ a Man's FOE HE is a Ps” SA j Me. Prins 
who, if he happens to overlook the true Senſe, ſeldom fails to ſtrike out 
a new one that is at lealt plauſible, ſuppoſes econd' Labour to teſer to 
the Labours of Herculei, and inſtead of Man's Pleaſure reads Weman's, 43 


his Senſe therefore is, To be ty'd to a Woman's Pleaſure is u ſecond Her- 


culean Labour. But I have long obſery'd;'that all of us who have been 
engag'd in Verbal Criticiſm, are more frequently guilty of Miſtakes as 
to the true Senſe of the Original, than of Want of Sagacity in our Con- 
jectures. This is AY a Sympſon's Caſe here, The Senſe is, 
I think, as clear as.the Li — any Change or Reference to 
my thing but the Matter inn band Great Men like to enjoy Mar- 


Cc A garity 


Aon. She's benni a brave Houſe here 1 in Town, 
San. Lve heard fo.' 
Alon. If ſhe convert it now to pious . 
And bid poor Gentlemen welcome. . 
San. When comes ſhe to it? | [yet, 
Alon. Within theſe two days, ſhe's in the Country 
And keeps the nobleſt Houſe, 
San. Then there's ſome hope of her: 
Wilt thou go my ways Alon. No, no, I muſt leave 
you, and 
Repair to an old nds that 
Has Credit with her, that can ſpeak a good Word. 
San. Send thee good Fortune, but make thy Body 
ſound firſt. 
Alon. I am a Soldier, and too found a Badly 
pay me not; ſo, farewel, Sanchio. [Exeunt,” 


Enter @ Servant of Michael Peter. | 


Fer. "Tis this or that Houſe, or I've loſt my Aim, 
They“ re both fair Buildings, ſhe walk'd plaguy faſt ; 


Enter Eſtifania. 


And Led Loſt her; ſtay, that's ſhe, 5 
*Tis very ſhe,——ſhe makes me a low court'ſie, 
Let m? note the Place, the Street I well remember. [ Exit, 
She's in again, certain ſome noble Lady. 
How happy ſhould I be if ſhe love my Maſter : 
A wondrous goodly Houſe, here are brave Lodgings, 
And I ſhall leep — pi Emperor, 4 
by eat abundantly : I thank my Fortune, . 

__ with ſpeed, and bring him happy Tidings, Exit. 


Enter three old Ladies. | 


= ag * ſhou'd it mean, that in ſuch haſte we're 
07:4... -. ſent for . 
4 Lady. Be like the Lady Margartt has ſome buſineſs 


"ch as 4 Mitra * to be ty'd to ber as a 175 7 Wins make their 
Pleaſure become a Dru 185 x Sentiment but Go often verifyd in 
He Who are marry '« d even to 2 of Virtue as well as Beauty. 


She'd 


s 


7 
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She'd break to us in private. 3 Lady. It ſhou'd ſeem ſo. 
*Tis a good Lady, and a wiſe young Lady. 


2 Lady. And virtuous enough too, that 1 warrant ye, 
For a young Woman of her Tears; tis pity _ _ - 
To load her tender Age with tao much Virtue, [with. 
3 Lady. Tis more ſometimes than we can well ayay 


Enter Altea. 


Alt. Good morrow, Ladies. I 

All. *Morrow my good Madam. aret ? 
1 Lady. How does the ſweet young Beaut 7 La y Mar- 
2 Lady. Has ſhe ſlept well after her walk laſt Night? 


1 Lady. Are her Dreams gentle to her Mind? 
Alt. AlPs well, 


She's very well, ſhe ſent for you thus deny. 


To give her Counſel in a Buſineſs 

That much concerns her. 
2 Lady. She does well and wiſely 

To ask the Counſel of the Ancieneſt, Madam, 

Our Years have run through many things ſhe knows not. 
Alt. She wou'd fain marry. 

1 Lady. *Tis a, proper calling, [with ? 
And _ beſeems her Years: Who wou'd {he yoke 
Alt. That's left to argue on, I pray come in 2 
And break your Faſt, drink a good Cup or two, , 


pots hs 7 La. your Underſtandings, then ſhe'II tell ye. 


Yield to ye. xeunt, 
Enter Juan de Caſtro, and Leon, 


uan. Have you ſeen any Service? 
an. Yes. 
Juan. Where? 
Leon. Every where. 
Juan. What Office e 
Leon. None, I was not 3 
Juan. What Captains know you? 
Leon. None, they were above me, 
Juan. Were you ne' er hurt? 
Leon. Not that I well remen ber, 
Ce 3 But 


And good Wine breeds good Conc we'll. 
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But once I ſtole a Hen, and then they beat me. 
Pray ask me no long Queſtions, I've an ill Memory. 
Juan. This is an Ass; did you ner draw your 
__ Sword yet? | 
Leon. Not to do any harm, I thank Heav' n 2. 5 
Juan. Nor neer ta en Priſoner? © 
| Leon. No, I ran away, 
| For I had ne'er no Mony to redeem me. 
Juan. Can you endure a Drum? 
Leon. It makes my Head ake. 
Juan. Are you not valiant when you're Drunk? Leon I 
think not, 
But I am loving, Sir. 
Juan. What a Lump is this Mn 
Was your Father wiſe? 
Leon. Too wiſe for me, I'm ſure, 
For he gave all he had to my younger Brother. 
Juan. That was no fooliſh part I'll bear you witneſs, 
Canſt thou lye with a Woman? 
Leon. I think I cou'd make ſhift, Sir, b 
But I am baſhful. Phat o 
Juan, In the Night? 
Leon. I know not, 
Darkneſs indeed may do ſome good upon me. 
Juan. Why art thou ſent to me to be my Officer, 
Ay, and commended too, when thou darſt not fight ? 
Leon. There be more Officers of my Opinion, 
Or I am cozen'd, Sir, Men that talk more too. 
Juan. How wilt thou ſcape a Bullet? 
Leon. Why by chance, | 
They aim at honourable Men, alas I'm none, Sir. me. 
Juan. This Fellow has ſome doubts in's an Mike 


Enter Alonzo; = 


He cannot be all Fool: Welcome Alonzo. {company ? 
An. What have you got there, Temperance into your 
The Spirit of . We en have aer X tet 


Euter 
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Enter Cacafogo. - 


(6) By th' Ounce then. 7 2th 

O here's another Pumpion, let looſe _ 

For luck fake, the cram'd Son of a ſtars? 1Uſirer, 

Cacafogo, 

Both their Brains butter'd, cannot make tao Spoonfuls 
Caca. My Father's dead: Tam a Man of War too, 

Montes, Demeſnes; Ive Ships at Sea too, Captains. 
Juan. Take heed o' th' Hollanders, your Ships may 

leak elſe. 

Caca. I ſcorn the Hollanders, they are my Drunkards, 
Alon. Put up your Gold, Sir, I will borrow it elſe, 
Caca. Im ſatisfied, you ſhall not. 5 

Come out, I know thee, meet mine Anger inſtantly, 
Leon. I never wrong d ye. 
Caca. Thou'ſt wrong'd mine Honour, 

Thou look*dit upon my Miſtreſs thrice laſeiviouſtly, 

Ii! make it good. 
Juan. Do not heat your ſelf, you will Surfeit. 
(7) Caca. Thou wan'lt my Mony too, with a 25 of 

baſe bones, 

In whom there was no truth, for which I beat thee, oo 

I beat thee much, now I will hurt they dangerouſly. 

This ſhall provoke ge. [ He FIG 
Alon. Lou ſtruck too low. by a Foot, Sir. 1255 


(6) By th' Ounce then. 0 here s another Punpion, 
Let him looſe, for luck ſake, the cram d Son 
Of a ſtau d Uſurer, Cacafozo, both their Brains. butter'd, "2 
Cannot make two Spoonfuls.) The Meaſure of this Play, as of 
moſt others, has been greatly injur d by all the Editions; but I only 
mention the Amendment of it, Where more material Miſtakes give an 
Occaſion for a Note, In the ſecond Line, I take n to be an In- 
terpolation, Cacafogo was a rich Fool, let looſe by his Father's Death 
for the good Luck of wiſer Men that would profit by his Prodigality. 
The Word fav'd is only a Corruption of the two laſt Editions, and 
the Correction was evident at firſt fight both to Mr. Symp/on and 
myſelf, -. 
(7) Caca. Thou want t my Mam, with a — of baſe 3 This 
groſs Miſtake, of the laſt Edition only, mult be evident likewiſe to 
every Reader as well as to us. Mr. Theobald's Margin has bath theſe 


Corrections. 
C C 4 Juan. 


——— 
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Juan. Yo! muſt get a Ladder when you'd beat this 
Fellow. 


Leon. I cannot chuſe but kick again, pray pardon me. 
Caca. Hadit thou not asked my Pardon, I had kill'd 
3 
I leave thee as a thing geſpis d, (7) baſo las manos à voſtra 
Seignoria. [Exit Cac. 
Alon. You've ſcap'd by Miracle, there is not in all 
Spain 
A Spirit of more fury than this Fire-drake. / 
Leon. +I ſee he's haſty, and I'd give him leave 
To beat me ſoundly if he'd take my Bond, 
Juan. What ſhall I do wi' this Fellow? Alon. "Fm 


him off, 


He will infect the Camp with Cowardiſe, 
If he go with thee. 
Juan. About ſome Week hence, Sir, . 
If I can hit upon no abler Officer, 
You ſhall hear from me. 


Leon. I defire no better. T [Exe 
Enter Eſtifania and Perez. * 


Per. You've made me now too bountiful . Lady, 
For your ſtrict Carriage when you ſaw me fit: 
Theſe Beauties were not meant to be conceal'd, 
It was a Wrong to hide ſo ſweet an Object, 
I cou'd now chide ye, but it ſhall be 285 

No other Anger ever touch your Sweetneſs. 

Eſtif. Y* appear to me ſo honeft, and fo civil, 
Without a bluſh, Sir, 1 tabs bid ye welcome. 


Per, Now ke me 5k your Name. Hi. 'Tis Eſi- 
Fania, 


he Heir of this poor Place; Per. Poor: do you call it? 
There's nothing that I caſt mine Eyes upon, 

But ſhews both rich and admirable, all the Room 
Are hung as if a Princeſs were to dwell here, 

The Gardens, Orchards, eyery thing ſo curiqus, 


(8). 4/oles manus a woſira finigre a Maiſtre,] I have ut. Mr. Theo- 
Balls 22 of this 2 Text fr N 


Is 


bee 


Is 


Is all that Plate your own too? 


not of its being the Original. 
| bio, I find the ſame Correction there. 
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Eſtif. Tis but little, 

Only for preſent uſe, I've more and richer, of £ 
When need ſhall call; or Friends compel me uſe it; 
The Suits you fee of all the upper Chamber, 

Are thoſe that commonly adorn the Houſe ; 

I think I have beſides, as fair, (9) as Sevi, 

Or any Town in Spain can parallel. 


Per. Now if ſhe be not married, 1 2295 ſome N 
Are you a Maidꝰ 


Eſtif. You make me bluſh to 20>" a 
] ever was accounted ſo to this Hour, 
And that? yl the _ that - — retir d, Sir. 
Per. Then wou'd I counſel you to ma eſently, 
(If I can get her, I am made for ever) 322 ny, 
For every Year you loſe, you loſe a Beauty, 
A Husband now, an honeſt careful Husband, 


Were ſuch a comfort ; Will ye walk above Stairs! 9 


Eſtif. This Place will fit our talk, tis fitter far, Sir, 


Above there are Day- beds, and ſuch Temptations 
I dare not truſt, Sir. 


Per. She's excellent wiſe withal too. 


Eſtif. You nam'd a Husband, I am py tri, Si, 
Nor ty'd unto a Virgin's Solitarineſs, 


But if an honeſt, and a noble one, 


Rich, and a Soldier: for ſo I've em he ſhall be, 
Were offer'd me, I think I ſhou'd acoope my 
But above all he muſt love. 

Per. He were baſe elſe. 


There's Comfort miniſtred in > hs word Soldier, 
How ſweetly ſhould 1 live! 


(9) | — 4. fair, as civil, 

As any Town in Spain can 2 1] The fl Quare ras 

as civi 

Or any Town in Spain can parallel. 
The ſubſequent Editions in attempting to correct this wad tolerable 
Senſe by changing Or to As, tho' Mr. Synpſar and I agree that they 
miſtook the real Corruption; the Change — the Adjective civil to 
the Name of the City gives ſo much better a Reading, that we doubt 


Upon conſulting Mr. Theobald's Mar- 


Eftif. 
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Eftif. I'm not ſo ignorant. 
But that I know well how to be commanded, 


And how again to make my ſelf obey d, Sir; 
I waſte but little, I have gather'd much, 

My Rial not the leſs worth, when 'tis ſpent, 

If {pent by my direction; to pleaſe my Husband 
I hold it as indifferent: in my Duty, | 

To be his Maid i“ th' Kitchen, or his Cook, 

As in the Hall to know myſelf the Miſtreſs. 


Per. Sweet, rich, and provident, now Fortune tick 


to me 
J am a Soldier, and a Batchelor, Lady, 
And ſuch a Wife as you I cou'd love infinitely 12 
They that uſe many words, ſome are deceitful ; 
I long to be a Husband, and a good one, 
For *tis moſt certain I ſhall make-a Precedent-- 
For all that follow me to love their Ladies; 
I'm young you ſee, able I'd have you think too, 
If't pleaſe you know, try me before you take me. 
Tis true | ſhall not meet in equal Wealth wi' ye, 
But Jewels, Chains, ſuch as the War has given me, 
A thouſand Ducats too | dare preſume on a 
In ready Gold, now as your care may handle it; 
As rich Cloaths too as any he bears Arms, Lady. 
Eff. You'rea true Gentleman, and fair, I 0 by e ye, 
And ſuch a Man I'd rather take : 


Per. Pray doiſo,  ' 
I'll have a Prieſt o' th? ſudden, Eftif. And as ſuddenly 


Tou will repent too. Per. PI be hang'd or nd 


fut oe 
By this, and this, Ind this Kik, 
. Eff. You're a Flatterer, 

But I muſt fay there was EE when I ſaw you 
Firſt, in that noble Face, that ſtir'd my Fancy. 
Per. Ill ſtir it better ere you ſleep, ſweet Lady, 
I' ſend for all my Trunks and give up all to ye, 
Into your own diſpoſe, before I bed ye, 


And then ſweet Wench. a 
Eſlif. Lou have the Art to cozen me. [Exeunt. 


ACT 
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ACT I SCENE * 


Enter Margarita, Two Ladies, and Altea. 


Mar. G II. down and give me your Opinions ſeriouſly. 
Lady. You ſay you have a mind to marry, Lady. 
Mar. 'Tis true, I have for to preſerve my Credit, 
Yet not ſo much for that as for my State, Ladies, 
Conceive me right, there lies the main o'ch* Queſtion, 
Credit I can redeem; Mony will imp it, 
But when my Mony's gone, when the Law ſhall 
Seize that, and for Incoitinency {trip me 
Of all. | 
1 Lady. D' you find your Body fo 60 that: way ? ? 
Mar. I find it as all Bodies are that *re young 
And luſty, lazy, and high fed, I deſire 
My Pleaſure, and Pleaſure I muſt have. 2 Lady. "Tis fit 
you ſhou'd have, 
Your Years, require it, and *tis neceſſary, 
As neceſſary as Meat to a young page 


/ 


Sleep cannot - nouriſh more, 


1 Lady. But might not all this be, and keep ye ange; 
Vou take away variety in Marriage, 
Th' abundance of the Pleaſure you are bar'd then 1 
Ist not Abundance that you aim at? Mar. Yes, 5) £ 
Why was I made a Woman? 2 Lach. And ev'ry day 
A new? Mar. Why fair and young, but to uſe it? 

1 Lady. You're ſtill ? th' right, why wou'd enen 

then? 
Alt. Becauſe a Husband ſtops all doubts in this point, 


And clears all Paſſages. 


2 Lady. What Husband mean ye? 
(10) Att. A Husband of an eaſie Faith, a Fool, 
Made by her Wealth, and moulded t to her 9 9 | 
ne 


(19 Alt. 4 Huiband of an eaſie Faith . This Par of Altea 
is given to the fourth Lady in the firſt Quarto. She is the Plotter, and 


Sitter to Leon ; but the * probably to contract the _ of 


haracters, 
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One though he ſee himſelf become a Monſter, 
Shall bolcß the Door, and entertain the Maker. 

2 Lady. Lou grant there may be ſuch a Man, 

1 Lady. Yes marry, *. 

But how to bring em to this rare perſection. 

2 Lady. They muſt be choſen fo, _ of np r 
Nor outward Honeſty. | 

Mar. No, tis no matter, 1 
I care not what they are, ſo they be bits.” | 

2 Lady, Methinks now a rich . ans hc 

Fellow, 
Bs hat carries Credit, and a Face of awe, 
But lies with nothing but his Clients buſineG. 

Mar. No there's no truſting them, they are too ſubtil, 
The Law has moulded 'em of natural miſchief. 3 
I Lady. Then ſome grave Governor, 

Some Man of Honour, yet an eaſie Man. 

Mar. If he have Honour I'm undane, I'll none doeh 
I'll have a luſty Man, Honour will cloy me. 

Alt, *Tis fit ye ſhou'd, Lady; 

And to that end, with Search and Wit and Labour, 

F ve found one out, a 75 one and a perfect, | 
He's made as ſtrong as Braſs, is of brave Years too, | 
And doughty of Complexion, T 

Mar. Is he a Gentleman? | | 

Alt. (11) Les and a Soldier, but as. gentle 980 
You'd wiſh him, a good Fellow wears — Cloaths.. 

Mar. Thoſe I'll allow him, are for my del, 
Does h' underſtand but little? 

Alt. Very little. | 

Mar. Tis the better, 


| Characters, gave her whole Part to Alia; ; ER with ſo much J gdg- 


ment, that I queſtion whether they had not the Author $ Approbs- 
tion, and therefore I ſhall not alter it. 


(11) Yes and a Soldier, as gentle as you 7 i bin], The 
| Meaſure of this and the three Lines following was Confuſed, but re- 

quires only a proper Diſpoſition of the Lines, and a ſingle Particle to 

reſtore it, and which at the ſame time ſeems to me as neceſſary to the 
Pe as Meaſure. 


* n 4 | 1 * 
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(12) Have not the Warres bred him up to Anger? 


Alt. No, he won't quarrel with a Dog that bites him, 


| Let him be drunk or ſober, he's one denon 


Mar. H'as no capacity whiit Honour is? 
For that's the Soldier's Gd. 


Alt. Honour's a thing too ſubtile "is his Willem. ; | 


If Honour lye in eating, he's right honourable. 


Mar. Is he ſo goodly a — do you ** 
Alt. As you ſhall fee, Lad | 

But to all this he's but a Trunk. 
Mar. I'd have him fo, 


\ TI ſhall add Branches to dim to adorn him, 


Go, find me out this Man, and let me fee him, < 
If h' be that Motion that you tell me of, 


And make no more Noiſe, . ſhall entrtgan' _ | 


Let him be here. 
Alt. He ſhall attend your Ladyibin! Run. 


Enter Juan, Alonzo, and Perez. 


Juan. W thou'rt not married indced? 
er. No, no, pray think ſo. 
Alas I am a Fellow of no reckoning, 


Not worth a Lady's Eye. 


Alon, Wou' dſt ſteal a F fortune, 


And make none of thy Friends acquainted with . 


Nor bid us to thy Wedding? 
Per. No indeed, 
There was no Wiſdom in 't, to RF > Art, 
An old Seducer, to a Female Banquet; 
can cut up my Pye without vou Inſtructions. hi 4 25 2 
Juan. Was it the Wench i' th? Veil? r 
Per. Baſta, twas ſhe, Ear: 
The prettieſt Rogue that &er you look'd upon, 
The loving'ſt Thief. 1 
Juan. And is ſhe rich withal too? I 


(12) Have not the Wars ] I havereſtored the Reading: of the 
old Quarto here, becauſe two Syllables are neceſſary to the Verſe. 


And as I have before obſerved, every Reader ſhould accoſtom his Rar 
to the old Pronunciations atk Saves. hüt ke is rending oer dd 


Poets, 


Per. 
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Per. A Mine, E Mine, there i is no end of Wealth, 


.**Colonety ©: 5 | 
Jam an Aſs, a baſhful Fool, pekthas Colonel, 541 N 
How do thy Companies fill now? - 1 | 

uan, Vou're merry, Sir, | 
Yo! * a ſafer War at home belike now. lone, N 


Per. I do not think I ſhall fight much this OP Co- | 
I find my ſelf giv'n to my Eaſe a little, ; 
I care not if I fell my fooliſh CO” | 
They're things of hazard. * Wd 
Alon. How it angers me, | . 
This Fellow at firſt ſight ſhould win a Fuad 5 
A rich young Wench, and I that have confin's 
My Time and Art in ſearching out their Subtleties, 
Like a foolꝰd Alchimiſt blow up my Hopes ſtill? 
When ſhall we come to th* Houſe and b' freely mary! 
Per. When I have manag'd her a little more, | 
I have an Houſe to entertain an „„ TR [thee, | 
Alon. If th' Wife be fair, thou'lt have few leſs come to 
Per. Where they'll get Entertainment is the N 
Signior. 
I beat no Drum. 
Alon. (13) You 29 none bit ket Taber. os 
Per. May be I'll march, after a Month or two, | 
To get me a freſh Stomach. 1 find, Colonel, | 
A wantonneſs in Wealth, methinks I agree not with, 
*Tis ſuch a trouble to be married too, | 4 
And have a thouſand things of great importance, ' 
Jewels, and Plates, and Fooleries moleſt me, 
To have a Man's Brains Whimſied with his n "x 
Before I walk*d contentedly. | 


Enter Servant. 


Si My Miſtreſs, Sir, is lick, becauſe youre aſe | 
She mourns and will not eat. 


(13) Alon. Tos need none but ber Jaber; 

May be Til narcb, &c.] This whole 9 all bat 
the firſt Line 1 which ſo evidently belongs to Perez, was given to 
Alonzo in all the former Editions. Mr, Sympſon and Mr. Mr, Theobald 
with me in the Emendation. 5 
| er. 


K 


3 you are ſent for back, come with Obedience, 
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Per. Alas, my Jewel, 
Come I'll go with thee Gentlenien your fair leaves, 
You ſee I'm ty'd a little to my Yoke, 


Pray pardon me, wou'd ye had both ſich loving Wives. 


Juan. I thank ye [Exeunt Per. and Servant. 
For your old Boots; never be blank, Along, 
Becauſe this Fellow has outſtript thy Fortune; 

Tell me ten days hence what he is, and how 
The gracious ſtate of Matrimony ſtands with him; 
Come, let's to Dinner, when Margarita comes. 


We'll viſit both, it may be then your fortune. [ Exeunt. 


Enter. Margarita, Altea, and Na. 


Mar. Is he come? | 
Alt. Yes, Madam, tas been here this half hour 
I've queſtion'd him of all that you can ask him, 
And find him as fit as you had made the Man; 
He'll make the goodlieſt Shadow for Iniquity. 
Mar. Ha' ye ſearcht him, Ladies? | 
Omnes, He's a Man at all points, a el Man. 
Mar. Call him in, Alea. WELL Altea. 


Enter, Leon, and 1 * 


A Man of a good Preſence, pray ye come this . 
Of a luſty Body, is his Mind fo tame? 
Alt, Pray queſtion him, and if you find him not 
Fit for your Purpoſe, ſhake him off, there's no harm done. 
Mar. Can ye love a young Lady? How he bluſhes! 


Alt, Leave twirling of your Wr _ weld your 112 5 op, 
And ſpeak to th* Lady. 


Leon. Yes, I think Ican, _ = 
I muſt be taught, I know not what it means, Madam.” 


Mar. You ſhall be taught; and can you 1 ſhe 3 
Go ride abroad, and ſtay a Week or two'?'' | 


You ſhall have Men and Horſes to attend ye, | 


And Mony in your Purſe. | F 
Leon. Yes, I love riding, * ö 
And when I am from home I am fo merrx. 
Mar. B' as merry as you will. Can you as landfoinly, 


And 
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And do your Duty to the Lady loves you? 
Leon. Yes ſure, I ſhall. 
Mar. And when you ſee her Friends here, 

Or noble Kinſmen, can you entertain 

Their Servants in the Cellar, and be buſied, 

And hold your Peace, what e' er you ſee or hear of? 

Leon. Twere fit I were hang'd elle. 
Mar. Let me try your Kiſſes; 
| How the Fool ſhakes! I will not eat ye, Sir. 

Beſhrew my Heart he kiſſes wondrous monly © b 
Can ye do any ns "3 1 
Leon. Indeed 1 know not; 

| | But if your Ladyſhip will pleaſe to inſtru me, 

Sure I ſhall learn. 

Mar. You ſhall. then be inftrudted. 
If I ſhould be this Lady that affects Yes. 
Nay ſay I marry ye? 1 75 
Alt. Hark to the Lad. 
Mar. What Mony have ye? 
Leon. None, Madam, nor no Friends, ; 
1 wou'd do any thing to ſerve your Ladyſhip. -. 
Mar. You muſt not look to be my Maſter! Fir. | 

Nor talk i'th' Houſe as though you wore the _— 
No, nor command in any thing. 

| Leon. I will not, | 

Alas, I am not able, I've no Wit, Madam. 

Mar. Nor do not labour to arrive at any, 

*T will ſpoil your Head, I take ye upon Charity, 

And like a Servant ye muſt be unto me, 

As I behold your Duty I ſhall love ye, 

And as yoꝰ obſerve me, I may chance lye with yes 

Can you mark theſe?  _ 

Leon. Yes indeed, forſooth. 


Mar. There is one thing, 

That if I take ye in I put ye from me, 

Utterly from me, you muſt not be ſawey, 

No, nor at any time familiar with me, 

Scarce know me, when I call ye not. 
Leon. I will not. Alas, I —. knew . ſelf Fluffiient 
Mar. Nor muſt not now. "_ 

on. 
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Leon, I'll be a Dog to e Jet : el 
Mar. Indeed you muſt. yy and carry as I  appoin ye. 
Leon, I were to blame elſe. | 
Mar. Kiſs me again; a ſtrong Fellow, of {iz b 
There is a vigour in his Lips: If you ſee * 
Kiſs any other, twenty in an hour, Sir, | 
You muſt not ſtart, not be offended. * Ws No, 
If you kiſs a thouſand I ſhall be contented, 
It will the better teach me how to onde: _ Fit 
Alt. I told ye, Madam. zen nfs 
Mar. Tis — Man I wiſnt for; 
The leſs you ſpeax Leon. TI never ſpeak. again 
Madam, 
But when you c me, then Pi ſpeak ſoftly too. 
Mar. Get me a Prieft, I'll wed him inſtantly. 
But when you're married, Sir, you muſt wait on by 
And fee y* obſerve my Laws. 
Leon. Elſe you ſhall hang me; 
Mar. I'll give ye better Cloaths when you deſerve” em 
Come in, and ſerve for witneſs. 
Omnes. We ſhall, Madam. | 
Mar. And then away to th' City 3 
III to my new Houſe and new Company. 
Leon. A thouſand Crowns are thine 3 I'ma mage Man. 
Alt. Do not break out too ſoon. 
Leon. I know my time, Wench, 12 


Ener Clara, and Eſtifania with a Paper. 


Sug 1 
Ca. 1 have you caught him? 
Eftif. Yes. N $4.4) 
dla. And 1 do ou find him 
A Man of thoſe hopes that you aim'd at? 
Eſtif. Yes too, 
And the molt kind Man, and the ableſt alſo. _ 
To give a Wife content, he's ſound as old' Wine, 


And to his Soundneſs riſes on the Pallat, 


And there's the Man; I find him rich too, Cars. 
Cla. Haſt thou married him ? 
Eftif.. What doſt thou think 1 fiſh without A bait, 

ench ? 


V oz III. Dd 


I bob for Fools: He is mine own; I have him, 
I told thee what would tickle him like e 
And as I caft it ſo I caught him daintily, 
And all he has Pve ſtow'd at my — 


Cla. Does th Lady know ME as 's coming - 
Town, 


Now to Jive here in this Houſe, 
Eſtif. Let her come, bod 
She ſhall be welcome, A for ries 1 
She's mad ſure if ſhe b* angry at my ri 
For what I have made bold. 

Cla. Doſt thou not love him? | 
Eſtif. Yes, intirely well, i 
As long as there he ſtays and looks no farther FAA 
Into my ends; but when he doubts, I hate hin, | 
(14) And that wiſe Hate will teach me how to coz7n him. 
A Lady-tamer He, and reads Men warnings © 

How to decline their Wives, and curb their Manners, 


To 1 a ſtern and ſtrong Rein to their Natures, 
holds he is an Aſs not worth acquaintance, 
Tha cannot mould a Devil to jene, 


I owe him a good turn for theſe Opimons, 
And as 1 find ome Per I may pay him. 


. Enter Perez. 


O here he is, now you ſhall ſee a kind Man. 


Per. My Eſfifania, ſhall we to Dinner, Lamb? 
> of know thou ſtay lt for me. g 


(14) And that wiſe Hate wi il . me how to coxen him, 


How to decline their Wives, &.] Mr. Sympſon agrees with 
me that there is certainly a Line or more loſt between; theſe two, The 
Senſe neceſſary is very clear from what Perez ſays of himſelf, 


Have I. ſo lang fludied the Art of this Sex, 


And read the arnings to young Gentlemen ? 
Hawe I profeft to tame the Bride of Ladies? 


From the Senſe of theſe Lines, therefore, I have ventured to form one, 
which Ldonbt nat to be 


the Senſe of that which i and I ſhall kee 
as cloſe to his W ly — 4 


ords here as I can. And for this reaſon, in the Line, 
* ave inſerted, I have us 


e 3 2 1 K -tamer inſtead of * . and 


52 f Efiif. 
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Eſif. I cannot eat elſe. | | 
Per. I never enter but methinles a Paradiſe 
Appears about me, | Wh 
Alti. You're welcome to it, Sir, 5 
Per. I think I have the ſweeteſt Seat i in = Wench, 
Methinks the richeſt too, we'll eat i“ th* Garden 
In one o' th* Arbours, there tis cool and pleaſant, 
And have our mee. in the W N 
Who's chat? 
Elif. A Friend of mine, Sir 
Per. Of what breeding? 
Eſtif. A Gentlewoman, Sir. 
Per, What buſineſs has ſhe 2 
ls ſhe a learned Woman i th Mathernatcks? 
Can ſhe tell Fortunes ? 
Eſtif. More than 1 know, Sir. | 
Per. Or has the e' er a Letter from a Kinſwoman, | 
That muſt be delivered in my abſence, Wife, 44 
Or comes ſhe from the Doctor to ſalute ye, 
a learn your Health? She looks not like a Confelior.; 
Eſtif. What need all this, why are you — Sir : 
What & you ſuſpect, the cannot Cuckold ye. 
She is a Woman, Sir, a very Woman. 
Per. Your very Woman may do very well "op 
Toward the matter, for though ſhe can't perform 1 i. | 
In her own Perſon, ſhe may do't ys Proxy: | -15/- i 
Your rareſt Juglers work ſtill by Conſpiracy. - 
Eftif. Cry Je mercy, Husband, _ ae jaow then 


And happily ſuſpect me. 
Per. No indeed Wife. 
h Eſtif. Methinks you ſhou d nat till _ 1 more re Capt, 
ie And clearer too: I'm ſure you've heard ſay, Husband, 
A Woman forc'd will free herſelf —— Loon, 1 3044 
A happy, calm, and good Wie eg THC 165 
| May be taught Tricks. %% oil 278/291 
e, Per. No, NO, I do but jeſt with . - 280 11 Un Da 4 
ep Eſtif. To morrow, Friend, I'll ſee you. 


14 „ I ſhall leave ye 
Ti then, and pray all may go ſweetly with ye, ¶ Exit. 


Dda, fff 


420 Have @ Wife. 
Eftif. Why where's this Girle? who's at the Door? 


| [Anoch, 
Per. Who knocks there? | 
Ist for the King ye come, PR 0 Boiſteroully? 
Look 0 the or. 


* 


Enter Maid. 


* Maid. My Lady, as I live Miſtreſs, my Lady's come, 

She's at the Door, I peept through, and I ſaw her, 
And a ſtately Company of Ladies with her. her, 

Eftrif. This was a Week too ſoon, but I muſt meet with 

And ſet a new Wheel going, and a ſubtile one, 

Muſt blind this mighty Mars, or I am ruin'd. 

Per. What are they at Door? 

Eſtif. Such, my Michael, 
As you may bleſs the * they enter here, 
Such for our good. 

Per. Tis well. 

Eftif. Nay, twill be better 

If you will 4x me but diſpoſe. the buback, * 

And be a Stranger to't, and not diſturb me, 
What have I now to do but to advance your Fortune? 
Per. Do, I dare truſt thee, I'm aſham'd I was angrys 

I find thee a wiſe young Wite., 

Efrif. Il wiſe your Worſhip .. 

Before I leave ye; pray ye walk by and fay nothing, 

Only ſalute them, and leave the reſt to me Sir, 

I was born to make e a Man. 

Per. The Rogue ſpeaks heartily, _ 

Her good - will colours in her Checks, I'm born to love her. 

1 muſt be gentler to theſe tender Natures, 

A Soldier's rude harſh words befit not Ladies, 

Nor muſt we talk to them as we talk to 

Our Officers; Pll give her way, for tis —_ 
For me ſhe works now, I a am Husband, _ | 
. I Ht: . ES 


| Enter 3 "Oe 1 and ae 
T 5) Who're theſe, what flanting Things? 
A Woman of rare Preſence! Excellent Fair 3 3 
This is too big ſure for a Bawdy Houſe, 
Too open ſeated too. 'Eftif. My Husband Lady. | 
Mar. You've gain'd a proper Man. - Per. Wha &er 
Ian, [now, 
I am your Servant, Lady: 22 er.) Eftif. Sit, be rub d 
And I ſhall make ye rich; this is my Couſin, - + 
That Gentleman dotes on her, even to'Death, - - 
See how h' obſerves her. Per. She's a goodly Woman,” 
Eſtif. She is a Mirrour, © 
But ſhe is furs , ſhe were for a Prince's fide an 518 
This Houle ſhe has brought him to as to her own, 
Preſuming upon me, and on my Courteſie; 1 
Conceive me ſhort, he knows not but ſhe's wage | 
Or if he did know otherwiſe, twere all N | 
He's ſo far gone. 
Per. Forward, ſhe's a rare Face. | 
Eftif. This we muſt carry with dieren, Hatand, 
And yield unto her for four Days. 
Per. Yield. our Houſe up, At ing, 
Our Goods and Wealth? Eff. All this is but in 
To milk the Lover on; d' you ſee this Writing, © 
Two hundred Pound a Year, when they are married, 
Has ſhe ſeal'd to for our good; the time's mne 
I'll ſhew it you to Morrow. 
Per. All the Houſe ? 
Ettif. All, all, and we'll remove too, to nn * 
They'll into the Country ſuddenly again 


(15) Who are tbehs, t that fanting things, a Woman  _ 
| | Of rare Preſence!) I have reſtor'd the Reading of the old 
Quarto, adjuſting only the Meaſure and the Points, which were neg- 
lected in all the ions, Mr. Sympſon and I, at 4 con- 
curr'd in the ſame Conjecture, 
Who're theſe ? that flanting thing's a Woman 
+ Of rare Preſence! 


He till pref os ers this, but I think the former full as 
in ſych aſes, Conjecture ſhould not contend 


Ha 
0 


Senſe, and that, 
Authority. 
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After they're mateht, 'and then ſhe'll open t him. 
Per. The whole Foſſeſſion. Wife? ane . dee 3 
art o thy Hovle. A. 27 8 | 
F. No, no, they ſhall have all, 101 wid ot» 
And take their Pleaſure too, tis for our e. 
Why what's four Days? Had you a Siſter, Sir, 
A Neice or Miſtreſs, that requir'd this Courteſie, 
And ſhould. I ee 
Per. If eaſily it would come back. | 
Eſtif. I ſwear Sir, | 
As ealily/avit..came on; is it not ß 
T' let ſuch a Gentle woman for a bitte hep 
Lou give away no Houſe. - 40 
25 * but 32 queſtion, 19%) x Hand. 
if. P ritings into 
Per. W * _ your 
Eſtif. And you'ſhall keep them faſe,... 
Per. I'm ſallstied z wou'd I'd the Wench ſo100. 
Eſtif. When ſhe has married him, ©. 
So infinite his Love is linkt unto her 
You, I, or any one that helps at this pinch... 
May have Heav'n knows what. 
8 . I' remove the Goods ſtraight, TOS 
And rake ſome poor Houſe by, tis but for four Days. [ 
Eftif: I have a poor old Friend ; there we will be. 
Per. *Tis well c s Pa 
Eſtif. 3 off, and leave the Houle lar. Per 
Well 
_ Eftif.: That little Stuff we'll uſe ſhall follow after " 


And a Boy to guide ye. Peace, and we are made * 
Mar. Come, let's go in; are all the Rooms kept [weet, 
Wench? | 
Fife They're ſweet and net. [Exit Perez. 
Mar. Why where*s your Husbanld? 
Eſtif. Gone, Madam. 
When you come to your own he muſt give rl Lady. 


Mar. Well, ſend you Joy, you Wald x not let me 
know'r, 


vet 1 mall not forget ye. 5 C 
£if. Thank your Ladyſhip, | (Eres 


* 
3 2 0 * 
Have a Viſe. 
33 | 


. f - 
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— E Nele ea 
ACT Ill. SC EN . | * \ 
Enter Margarita, Altea, and Boy, -. 


Alt. ARE you at caſe now, is you; 8 1 
Now ones eons oh Wifi: a 
To keep the e World's OpiniQoann 
From your fair Credit. ; 
Mar. I am at peace, Altea, 


If he continue but the ſame he _ i 1 

And be a Maſter of thatiIgnora 8 at Wrath: of 
He outwardly profeſſes, 1 — 12053 of 
The Pleaſure I ſhall live in, and the Freedom H 2374 


Without the ſquint- eye of the Law upon me, 


Or prating liberty of Tongues, that _— ol bt 
Alt. You're a made Woman. 11 465k 
Mar. But if he ſhou'd- ove wow wr bas :ixfY 

A crafty and ind of Husband,'': 

One read in Knavery, and bn dean NA 

Of Villany conceabd. : | B 
Alt; My Life, an Innocent. * 4436 1 
Mar. That's it I aim at, EF A 

Thars it L hope too, then Im de 1 ade kim, 2h 23. 3% 

For Innocents are like obedient Children ef 

Brought up under a hard Mother-indaw, a — - * 

Who being not us'd to Breakefaſts and Collations, 

When they have coarſe Bread ufer d em, — 

And take it for a favour too. Are th' Rooms 


Made ready t entertain my Friends? T long to dance now, 
And to be wanton; let me have a e is he ue 
Couch up x 
The Duke Medina ſent? 7 "i 0286 5. RY 
Alt. *Tis up and — | * 
Mar. And Day-beds in all Chambers? 
Alt. In all, Lady, T8 
Your Houſe is nothing nom but various Pleakires, 
The Gallants begin to gaze too, 


Mar, Let W ; ba 1 
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I was brought up a Courtier, high and ha 2 5 
And Company is my Delight, and Cou f 
And handſome Servants at my Will; — ; my * 
| Husband, 
Where does he wait? 

Alt. He knows his diſtance, Madam, 
1 warrant — he is buſie in _ Cellar 
Tits your Command awake revoke 


Enter Leon. 


Mar. Tis well Altea. 
It ſhou'd be fo, my Ward 1 muſt p ve him, 
+ Who ſent for him, how dare ne come W ny: 
His Bonnet on too? 

Alt. Sure he ſees you W en 

Mar. How ſcornfully he looks! 

Leon. Are all the Chambers 
Deckt and adorn'd thus for my Lady's Pleaſure | ; 
New Hangings ev'ry Hour for Entertainment, 
And new Plate bought, new Jewels to give Luſtre ? 


c 8 


It is her will. 


Ser. They are, and yet re muſt be more 5 75 richer, 


Tecon. Hum, is it ſo? tis eim, 
It is her Will too, to have Feaſts and . 


Revels and Maſques. 


Ser. She ever lov'd em dearly, k | 
And we ſhall have the braveſt Houſe kept: n now, Sir 3 
1 muſt not call ye Maſter, ſhe has warn'd me, 
Nor muſt not put my Hat off to ye. 
Teon. Tis no Faſnion, | 
What though I be her Husband, I'm your Fellow 
I may cut firſt, 
Ser. That's as you ſhall deſerve, Sir. 
Leon. And when I lye with. her. 
Ser. May be I'll light ye, 
On the fame Point you may do me that Service, 


Enter a Lady. 


1 i Lay Madam, the Dune Medina with ſome Captain 


Have a N. fk 4256 


Will come to Dinner, and have ſent rare Wiae, 
And their beſt Services. 


Mar. They ſhall be welcome, {yh 
See all be ready in the nobleſt Faſhion, n de | 
The Houſe perfurn'd, now I ſhall take my Pleaſure, _ 
And not my Neighbour Juſtice maunder at me. 
Go, get your beſt Clothes on, but till I call ye, . 
Be ſure you be not ſeen, Dine with the Gentle women, 
And behave yourſelf cleanly, Sir, tis for my Credit. 


Enter a ſecond Lady. 


2 Lady. Madam, the Lady Julis. | 
Leon, That's a Bawd, 8 
A three-pil'd Ba wd, Bawd Major to the Army. Chip. 
2 Lady. Has brought her Coach to wait upon your Lady- 
And to b' inform*d if you will take the Air this Morning, 
Leon. The neat Air of her * Mar. Toll 


her no, 
T the Afternoon I'll calf on her, 
2 Lady. I will, Madam. | [Exit 


Mar. Why are not you gone to 3 one? 
May be you ſhall be Sewer to the Firſt courſe, 4 


A portiy Preſence; Allea, he looks lean, 

'Tis a waſh Knaye, he will not keep his Fleſh well, 
Alt. A willing, Madam, one that needs no ſpurring, 
Leon. Faith Madam, in my little underſtanding, 

You'd better entertain your honeſt” Neighbours, - 

Your Friends about ye, that may ſpeak well of ye, 

And give a worthy mention of your en 
Mar. How now, what's this? 

Leon. Tis only to perſwade ye, 
Courtiers are öchle , to al withal, 
A kind Mer that = 2 lf, , Madam, 
AnE Pepper goes farther r Potions, 

And iy a ell bat Body, a poor Parſnip 

Will play his prize above their ſtrong Potabiles. 
Me. The Fe llow's mad. * 
Leon. He that ſhall counſel Ladies, | 

That have both Liquoriſh and Ambitious Eyes, 

Is either mad or drunk, let him ſpeak Gvipet, 
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Alt. He breaks aut modeſtly, 
Leon. Pray ye be not angry, 
My Indiſcretion has made e tell ye | 
What you'll find true. td «i why act Hs oh 
Mar. Thou dar'ſt not talk. Rs a Fe. 


Leon. Not much, Madam 7 . 


Lou have a tie upon your e 8 Tong 1 
He dares not be ſo bold as Reaſon "3 og _ 
Twere fit there were a ſtronger on your ts J br 
Ne'er look ſo ſtern, u upoR me, Pm your Husband, 
But what are Husbands? Read the new World's wonders, 
Such Husbands as this monſtrous World produces, 
And you will ſcarce find ſuch Deformities, 

C16) They're Shadows to conceal your venial Virtues 
Sails to your Mills, that-grind with all occaſions, 

Balls that lie by you, to waſh our your Stains,” 

(1%) And Bills natl*d up with Horns before your as 

\. To rent out Luft. £ 

Mar. D' you hear him tals? 

Leon. I've done, Madam, OR 

An On once ſpoke, us learned Mien deliver e 
Shortly I ſhall be fuch, then III ſpeak Wonders, 
*Till when I tie my ſelf to my.'Obedience. {Exit 


Mar. Firſt Lil uot my fl; did you mark the Gen | 


A tleman, . 
How boldly and how ſowcily he tall'd, | nos.) 

And how unlike the Lump I took him * 130 b 

The piece of ignorant Dough; he ſtood up to me 

And mated my Commands; this was your Providenc 

Your Wiſdom, to elect this Gentleman, 

Your excellent Forecaſt in the 2 5 8 Knonledge, 

„ n * 


ei Za T0 ,” 


(16) They re Shady: 40 3 "el > in Me. Foot 
fon would read una Firtues, but to me ic a Chan; without 
an Amendment; for venial Virtues or Virtues that want Pardon, is, I 
thipk, a very elegant Expreſſion for Viet, and deferyes Adrmiration 
inſtead of Correction. 

(17) 4nd Bills * with Horns before your . 

To went out moſt beautiful Metaphor has. been here en- 
tirely loſt in all the . Editions by the Change of a . Let- 
ar, which when once hit upon 1 evident. At 


T 
1 
/ 
d 
8 
F 
1 
8 
d 
/ 


— 


— 


t 


— 
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Ab. I think him an'Aſfs ſtil, | 
This boldneſs ſome o your Pebple e — _ th, 
This Wiſdom v0 wich firong Wine, tis a Tyrant, 
And à Philoſopher alſo, and finds out Reaſons. 
Mar. T'll have my Cellar lockt, no School kept 2 
Nor no Diſcovery. Pllturn my Drunkards, 
Such as are underſtanding in their draughts, £ 
And diſpute learnedly the whyes and wherefores, : 
To . I'll keep all Fools, ; 
Sober or Drunk, ſtill Fools, chat hall know nothing, | 
Nothing belongs to Mankind, but Obedience, 
And ſuch a Hand IA keep over this Husband. 
Alt. He'll fall „my Life, he cties by this time, 


Enter Leon. 
Leon. Shall 1 wear my new Sute, Madam ? 2 
Mar. No, your old a 2 BI: 


And get you into th* Country | 
And fee my Hawks well I 85 . have vidual, 


Buch as are fit for ſawcy Pallates, Sir, 


And.Lodgings with the Hands, it 18 1 * 
(18) Leon. Good Madam, be Wd rough 1 Re- 
pentance. , 
Alt. You ſee now he's.come round again. 1 
Mar. 18 e to ſee, Lacy 
Leon, You ſhall fee, ier your 
1 2. He humbled; ar 
Forgive, good Lady 
Mar. Wel, go get you handle, 
And let me hear no more. 
Leon. Have ye yet no feeling? 


Pl pinch ye to the Bones then, my b Lady. Lu. 


Mar. See you preſerve him — — ＋ . 
You know his Temper, tie him to the Grinſtone ; _ 


(18) Alt. Good Madam, be not ſo rough, with Repontance, D 
You ſee now he's tome round again.] It is evident that Leon, 
in this Scene, ironically, pretends Repentance, and I verily believe 
that the firſt of theſe Lines belongs to him, to whom 1 give it. As ĩt 
was beſore pointed I could make fa tee any Senſe of it. The 
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The next Rebellion 1'll be rid of him 

I'll have no needy Raſcals I tie to me, 

Diſpute my Life ; come in and ſec all. handfome., / a 
Alt. I "00 to Se you ſo too, Deere ill 4 | 


Enter Perez. 

Per. Shall 1 | N68 

Never return to bs own Houſe R 

We're lodg'd here in the miſerableſt Dog-hole, Wet 9 
A Conjurer's Circle gives content above it. 

' A Hawk's mew is a Princely Palace to it; 8. 

We have a Bed no bigger than a Basket, 

And there we lie like Butter clapt together, 

And ſweat our ſelves to Sawce immediately; 

The Fumes are infinite inhabite here too, 

And t' that fo thick, they cut like Marmalet, 

So various too, they'll poſe a Gold- finder. | 
Never return to mine own Paradiſe ? 

Why Wife, I ſay, why Eftifania. 

"Eftif. [within.] I'm going preſently. - 

Per. Make haſte, good Jewel, | 
Tm like the People (19) that live in the fee Ilands: 
I die, I die, if I ſtay but one Day more here, 
My Lungs are rotten with the Damps that riſe, 
And I cough nothing now but Stinks of all forts; 
The Re" pk we have are two ſtarv'd Rats, 
For they're not able to maintain a Cat here, 

And thoſe appear (20) as fearful as two Devils, 
They've eat a Map o' th* whole World up nr he 
And if we ſtay a Night, we're Sone f for company. 


19) that live in ** ſbeet hands : ] Saveet ha may at 
Ws 3 an odd Compariſon to the Stenches of the Dog- hole here 

ſpoke of, but fevers means the Sugar. Handi, Barbadoes, St. Kits, 
bs the Heat and Unwholſomeneſs of which, at particular 2 4 1s 
well known. Mr. Theobald not ſeeing this, "reads, 


e ee, ISLANDS. 


8 


1 as fearful as two Dewvili,] Fearful is here the 
fame as frightful or furious ; ſo the Verb to fear is often us'd active 


ly, 7. e. to frighten. If fearful is underſtood in its uſual Senſe, the 
Oe will lofe all its Humour. 
There's 


ae | 


it, 


But one another, like a Race of Canibals ? 
A piece of butter'd Wall you think is excellent, 


And fe al chinga be decent as they. have been, 7 


Have a Viſe. 429 
There's an old Woman that's now grown.to Marble, 


Dri'd in this Brick-kiln, and the fits i' th? Chimney, 
(Which is but three Tiles rais'd like a Houſe OY 
he true proportion of an old ſmok d Sibyl, | 


There is a young thing too, that Nature meant. - 


For a Maid-ſervant, but tis now a Monſter, 
She has a husk about her like a Cheſnut 
With Laſineſs, and living under the Line here, 
And theſe two make a hollow ſound together, 


Like Frogs, or Winds between two Doors that murmur: | 
Enter Eſtifania, 


Mercy deliver me. O are you come, Wife, 


Shall we be free again? 
Eſtif. I am now going, ä 
And you ſhall preſently to your own Houſe, Sir, 
Th” rememberance of this ſmall Vexatipn 
Will be an Argument of Mirth for ever: 
By that time you have ſaid your Oriſons, 
And broke your Faſt, I ſhall be back and ready, 
To uſher you t your old Content, your Freedom. 
Per. Break my Neck rather, is there any thing here to eat 


Let's have our Houſe again immediately, 
And pray ye take heed unto the Furniture, _ |, 
None be imbezeld., Ps 
Eſtif. Not a Pin, I warrant en N 
Per. And let 'em inſtantly depart. 
Eſtif. They ſhall both, 
There's reaſon in all Counteſies, they muſt 1 
For by this time I know the has acquainted him, 
And has provided too, ſhe ſent me word Sir, 
And will give over gratefully unto you. 
Per. PII walk i' th* Church-yard, 
The Dead cannot offend more than theſe Living, 
An hour hence I'll ve. | | 
Eſtif. VII not fail, 
Per. And do — FI let's have a handſome Dinner, 
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And let me have à ſtrong Bath to reſtore me, 
21 ſtink like a ſtak-fiſh Shambles, or an Oil-· hop. 


Eff. You ſhall have all, es 


I'll ſend ye People for the Trunks af — 
And for the Stuff. 


Per. Let em be known and honeſt, BEHA 


And do my ſerviee to your Neioee 
Eſtif. I hall, Sir. | 
But if I come not al my hour, come über, | 
That they may give you thanks for your fair müde, 
And pray y' be brave fer my fake, . 
Per. I obſerve ye. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Juan de Caſtro, Sanchg, and ee, 
San. Thou'rt very brave. 
Cac. I've Reaſon, I have 7777 
San. Is Mony. Reaſon? 33 
_ Cac. Yes, and Rhime too, Captain, - 
If ye've no Mony you're an As. | 
Han. I thank ye. | 
Cac. Ye've Manners, ever thank him that has Mony, 
San. Wilt thou lend me any? —- 
Cac. Not a Farthing, Captai 
Captains are caſual things. . 
San. Why ſo are all Men, | 
Thau ſha't have my Bond. Gac. 0 Bonds nor Ferrers 
Captain, 
My Mony is mine own, U make no doubt on t. 
Juan. What doſt thou do with it F 
Cac, Put it to pious uſes, . 
Buy Wine and Wenches, and undo young Coxcombs | 
That would undo me, 
Juan. Are thoſe Hoſpitals ? aſt 09: 
Cac. I firſt provide to fill my Hoſpitals | 3-200: 4 
With Creatures of mine own, that I know wretched, 
And then I build: Thoſe are more bound to pray for me: 
Beſides, I keep th' Inheritance in my Name ftill, 
, * Tink like a flall-fiſh Shambles,] A 8tal! for Fi and 4 Fiſh 


| les ſeems to differ but as a from the whole ; E 
_ 4. tal 7 8 1 2 8 r l an 


. Juan. 


Az 
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Juan. A . Charity; are you for 9 Ir 2 
Car. Farm not poor enough to be 4 Soldier. 
4 Nor have I Faith enough to wart a Bullet; 
| This is no Tming for a Trench, I take it. 
Juan. Ye have ſaid wiſely. N 
Cac. Had you but my Mony, oh 
| You'd ſwear 1 5 .= L had — Till at + BIND 
A hundred thouſand Crowns, and with more Honour, 
Than exerciſe ten thouſand Fools with nothing ; 
A wife Man fafcly feeds, Fools cut their Fingers. 
San. A right State Uſurer ; why Fr Dep et. 
. And live a reverend Juſtice ? : 
| Cac. Is it not nobler 
T” command a reverend Taflice, than to be * 
And for a Wife, what need I marry, Captain, 
When every courteous Fool that owes me Mony, 
Owes me his Wife too, to appeaſe my Fury ? 
Juan. Wilt go to Dinner with us? Cac. Lai as 
And view. the Pearl of Spain, the Orient fair One 
The rich One too, and I will be reſpected, 
I bear my Patent here, I will talk to her, 
And when your Captainſhips ſhall ſtand aloof, 
And pick your Noſes, I will pick the Purſe - _ 
Of her Affection. Juan. The Duke dines there to 
Day too, 
| The Duke Medina. | 
Cac. Let the King dine there, Fs 
He owes me Mony, and ſo far's my Creature, | 
And certainly I may make bold with mine own, Captain. 
San. Thou wilt eat monſtrouſly. 
Cac. Like a true born Spaniard, 3 
Eat as I were in England where the Beef grows, 
And I will drink abundantly, and then 
Talk ye as wantonly as Ovid did. 
To fir the Intellectuals of the Ladies; e 
I learnt it of my Father's amorous Scrivener. | 
Juan. If we ſhou'd play now, you, muſt ſupply : me. 
Cac. You muſt, pawn a Horſe Trop, 
And then have at ye, Colonel. 


1 
« 


4 
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San. Come, let's 

This Raſcal will rar rt; 

Will laugh at him? 1 i | 
I'll make his Purſe ſweat too, * + Will . «a 
2 tlemen ? Row L 97 RE ora 


Enter Perez, an old aan, dai Maid. 


Per. Nay, pray ye come out, and let me underſtand ye, 
And tune your Pipe a little higher, 7 ce) LI 1 
I'll hold ye faſt : Rub, how came 
And my Goods gone, "what Pick-loc 5 ant? 
Old Von. Ha; what would ye have | 
Per. My Goods again, how came mY Trunks all open? 
Old Nom. Are your Trunks o 
Per. Ves, and Cloaths gone : 
And Chains and Jewels: How "the ſmells like hath Beek, 


67 The Palſy an a locks? fye, how ſhe belches, 
he Spirit of Garli | 


0 Nom. Where's your Gentlewoman N 

The young fair Woman? _ | 
Per. What's that to my Queſtion ? 

She is my Wife, and gone about my buſineſs. 
Maid. Is ſhe your Wife, Sir? 

Per. Yes, Sir; is that wonder? 

Is th' name of Wife unknown here? 
Old Mom. Is ſhe truly, truly your Wife? 
Per. I think fo, for I married her; 

It was no Viſion ſure! _ | 
Maid. She has the Keys, Sir. 

Per. I know ſhe has, but who has all my Goods, Spirit? 
Old Yom. If you be married to that Gentlewoman, 

You are a wretched Man, ſhe has twenty Husbands. 
Maid. She tells you true. | 
Old Mom. And ſhe's cozen'd all, Sir. 

Per. The Devil ſhe has! I had a fair Houſe with ber, 

That ſtands hard by, and furniſht royally. 


- (2 t) The Palſey and Picklocks, He, lod foe belches. 1] The Emen- 
dation which Mr. Syzp/ox, Mr. Theobald and I, have all u here, 
* ſeem * and neceſſary to every Reader. 17'S 


. 


O 


If they be yours? 
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good Gentlewoman. 
(23) It is a Lady's, what's the Lady's Name, Wench?” 
Maid. The Lady Margarita, ſhe was her * 
And kept the Houſe, but going from hers 14 }FL 


For ſome lewd Tricks ſhe plaid. ra How 


Per. Plague o the Devil, at ee 
Am I, i' th' full Meridian of my Wiklom:: * of 1 4442 
Cheated by a ſtale Quean! What kind of Laar £) 

Is that (24) that owes the Houſe? _ X16 fl 


Old Wom. A young ſweet Lady. + 


Per. Of a low Stature? Old Nom. She's indeed 


„ 
But ſhe is wondrous fair. Per. I feel Im cozen'd : 
Now I am ſenfible”I am undone, - . 
This is the very Woman ſure, that Couſin: 1 4 
She told me would entreat but for four days, 1 


To make the Houſe hers; I'm entreated a 0 
Maid. When ſhe went out chis Morning, that 1 _ 
Sir, 
She had two Women at the r or bak 
And there.ſhe gave *em things, and loaded em; 
But what they were I heard 7 T runks t00 * 


Per. Toy were mine while they v Were lden, 1 


0 22) 
a little after . the Phraſe, Good Gentlewaman, with great Pony 
to Eftifania, ' "I 
But for one civil Gown her Lady gave ber 
She may go bare, good Gentlewoman. | 
And I think the ſame Expreſſion was probably in this Line; the uſe of 
it 5 a Cant Term in ſpeaking of E, ifanias Roguery and n. 
reat Humour to the whole Scene. 
* Ii is a Lady's, what's the Lady's Name, Wench P] This Line i is 
ries from the old Quarto by Mr. Symp/en and Mr. Theobald. 


r þ1 3 aan Leomatnrls ro inde. 


Tha ald making a Query, whether this ſhould not be /owns ; when 
owes in almoſt all old Zg/i//5 Authors, as well as Fletcher,\in the old 


Editions of the Bible in he old Folios and _—_ of ee &c. 
almoſt always is wrote for owns. _ 
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Old num. You're cozen'd too, (aa) tis none of hers, | 


"ris none of hers, *. 3 1 The old Woman 


E : 
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But n caſt their Calves, they're not worth 
owning, 
Was mii her Stidtres, ſay you ? Old in. Her own 
: ſtreſs, | 

Her very Miſtreſs, Sir, and all SY | 

About and in that Houſe was hers. Per. No Plate, 
No Jewel, nor no Hangings? Maid. Not a farthing, 


She's poor, Sir, a poor ſhifting thing. Per. No Mony? 
Old Mam. Abominable poor, as poor as we are, 


Money as rare to her unleſs ſhe ſteal it z 

But for one civil Gown her Lady gave her, 

She may go bare, good Gentlewoman, 
Per. Pm mad now, 

(25) think 1 am as poor as ſhe, Pm wide elſe, 

One civil Sute I have left too, and that's all, 

And if ſhe. ſteal that ſhe muſt flay me for it; ; 

Where does ſhe uſe? 

Ol Wom. You may find Truth as ſoon, 

Alas, a thouſand conceal'd Corners, Sir, 

She Jurks in. 

And here ſhe gets a Fleees, and there another, 

And lives in Miſts and Smoaks where none can find her. 


Per. Is ſhe a Whore too? Old Vom. Little better, 
Gentleman, 


l dare not ſay ſhe is ſo Sir, becauſe 
She is yours, Sir; theſe five Years ſhe has firkt 


etty Living, *till ſhe came to ſerve: 
0h14 fear hell knock my Brains out. 


Per. She's ſerv'd me faithfully, _.. 
A Whore and Thief ? two excellent moral Learnings 


625 I think I am as 0 as be, I am wild elſe,} a little heſitated 
upon this Expreſſion, | 2 Senſe that wild ſeem'd capable of was, 
I think Ian as poor as ſhe, elſe Ian mad or out of my Senſes z but 
this not ſatisfying I ſuſpected it might be—— 7 am wide elſe, i. e. 

. miflaken, I ſhould oy ſtill been Sine had not 1 conſulted the 
old Quarto which confirm'd it. 
oy 1 fear hell knock my Brains out for lying. 1 Moſt of the thin 
ifania are true with only a little Exaggeration, and as t 


9 {or bing lying, _ deſtroy all- Appearance of Meafure, I have 
| _—_ to . 1 
a | n 
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In one ſhe-Saint 1 hope to ſee her Legend. 
Have I been fear'd for my Diſcoveries, 
And courted by all Women to conceal em? 


Have I long ſtudied che Art of this Ser, 
. And read the warnings to young Gentlemen? 


Have I profeſt to tame the Pride of Ladies, 
And make 'em bear all Teſts, and am I — - 
Caught! in mine own nooze ? Here's a Ryal left 

There's for your Lodging and your Meat for this Week. 


A Silk-Worm lives at a more Ordinary, 


And ſleeps in a ſweeter Box: arewel Grandmother, | 
If I do find you were an Acceſlary, e 
'Tis but the cutting off two ſmoaky Minutes; 
I'll hang ye preſently. 
Old Nom. And I deſerve it; I tell but rruth 
(27) Per. Nor I, 1 am an Aſs, Mother.  [Exeant. 


Enter the Duke of Medina, Juan de Caſtro, Alonzo, 
Sanchio, Cacafogo, and Attendants, 
Duke. A goodly Houſe, + a 
Juan. And richly furniſht too, Sir. 
Along. Hung wantonly, I like that Preparation, 
It ſtirs the Blood unto a opeful Banquet, - 
And intimates the Miſtreſs free and jovial, 
I love a Houſe where Pleaſure prepares Welcome. 
Duke. Now Cacafogo, how like you this Manſion? . 
*T were a brave Pawn. 
Caca. I ſhall be Maſter of it, | 
*Twas built for my Bulk, th* Rooms are wide and ſpacious, 
Airy and full of caſe, and that I love well, | 
PI tell you when I raſte the Wine, my Lord, 
And take the height of her Table wich my Stomach, 
How my Affections ſtand to the young Lady. 


Enter Margarita, Altea, Ladies, and Servants, | 
Mar. All welcome to your Grace, and to theſe Soldiers, 
You honour my poor Houſe with your fair Preſence, - 


(27) Per. Not 1, am an Aſs, Mather.) The old Quarto reads, Nor 7, 
meaning, that he ſpoke bat truth tos in ewning himſelf an Aſs, The 
Change of nor to not in 25 late Editions made Nonſenſe of it. 


Een | Thoſe 


£ 1 : $1 1 


Thoſe few ſlight Pleaſures that inhabit here, Sir, 
I do beſeech your Grace command, they're ns 
Your Servant but preſerves em to delight ye. 

Duke. I thank ye Lady, I am bold to viſit ye, ä 
Once more to bleſs mine Eyes with your ſweet Beauty, 
*T has been a long Night ſince you left the Court, | 
For till I ſaw you now, no Day broke to me. 

Mar. Bring in the Duke's Meat. 

San. She's moſt excellent. 

Juan. Moſt admirable fair as e'er I Jook'd on, 

. I rather would command her than my Regiment. 

Caca. I'll have a fling, tis but a thouſand Duckats, 

Which I can cozen up again in ten Days, 
And fome few Jewels to juſtifie my. Knavery, 
Say, I ſhow'd marry her, ſhe'll get more Mony 
Than all my Uſury, put my Knavery to it, 
Sh' appears the moſt infallible way of Purchaſe, + 
I cou'd wiſh her a ſize or two ſtronger for the Encounter, 

For 1 am like a Lion where I lay hold, 
But theſe Lambs will endure a plaguy load, 
And never bleat neither, that Sir, time has taught us, 
I am ſo virtuous now, I cannot ſpeak to her, 

The arrant'ſt ſhamefac'd Aſs, I broil away too. 


Enter Leon. 


Mar. Why, where's this Dinner ? 
TLeon. Tis not ready, Madam, 

Nor ſhall not be until I know the Gueſts too, 

Nor are they fairly welcome till I bid em. | 
Juan. Is not this my Alferes ? he looks another thing; = 
Are Miracles afoot again? 

Mar. Why, Sirrah, why Sirrah, you ? 

| Leon. I hear you, ſaucy Woman, 

And as you are my Wife, command your Abſence, 

And know your Duty, tis the Crown of Modeſty. 

- Duke. Your Wife? 
T.eon. Yes, good my Lord, I am her Husband, 

And pray take notice that I claim that Honour, 


| And will maintain it.. | _— 
be 8 5 3 . Caca. 
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Caca. If thou beeſt her Husband, _ 5 

am determin'd thou ſhalt be my uke, „ yoo 

III be thy faithful Friend. * g. 2 ».ly £ 
Leon. Peace, Dirt and Dunghil, FCC 

1 will not loſe my Anger on a Raſcal, ATI, 

Provoke me more, I'll beat thy blown-up . 

Till thou rebound'ſt again like a Te 8 
Alon. This is miraculous. n wean ” | 
San. Is this the Fellow 7 . FR 

That had the Patience to become 2 Fool, - 1 


A flurted Fool, ee u mr. e 20 POE en 


(As if he'd ſhew a. Wonder to the 0 3 
Both into Bravery, and Fortune too: 
I much admire the Man, I am 7 3 p 
Mar. VIl be divorc'd immediately. N 
Leon. Lou ſhall not, 
You, ſhall. not have ſo much will to be wicked 
I am more, tender of your Honour, Lady, . 
And of your Age; you took me for a Shadow, _. . 
You took me to gloſs over your Diſcredit, * | 
To be your, Fool, you thought you'd found a ON 
I'm innocent of any foul Diſhonour I mean to Wir . Fa Sag 
Only I will be knoyn to be your Lord now, | 
And be a fair one too, or Twill fall for't. 4 | 
Mar. 1 do command ye. from me, thou poor F dow, a 
Thou cozen'd Fool. g 


2 
. — 
4 1 


Leon. Thou cozen'd Fool? tis not ſo Fa ” 3 


I will not be commanded: I'm above ye: 
You, may divorce me from your Favour, Lady, 
But from your State you never ſhall, III hold N | 
(28) And hold it to my uſe, the Law allows it. 
And then maintain your Wantonneſs, Pl! wink at it. 
Mar. Am | bray'd thus in mine own Houle ? 1 
Leon. Tis mine, Madam, NI 
You are deceiv'd, Pm Lord of it, Arete een n e 
And all that's j in't; you ve nothing to do here, Madam; 


(28) And bold: it to my 46, Kc. This whole Line is reuie d by 
Mr. Theobald from the old Quarto. i &. Bl 


2 e 3 
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But as a Servant to ſweep clean the 
And at · my farther Will to to do me +a 
And fo FI keep it. 


(29) Mar. As you love me, give way, it ſhalt be 
better— 4 


Leon. I will give none, Madam, 
I ſtand upon the ground of mine own Honour, 
And will maintain it; you ſhalf know me now 
Jo be an underſtanding feeling Man, 
And ſenſible of what a Woman aims at, 
A young proud Woman that has Will to fail with, 
An itching Woman, that her Blood provokes too. F 
1 caſt my Cloud off, and appear my ſelf, TIT 
The Maſter of this little piece of Miſchief, _ 
And I will put a Spell about your Feet, Lady, 
They ſhall not wander but where J give way now. 
Dake, Is this the Fellow that the Peo JE "raj 2 75 
For the meer ſign of Man, the waking 
H' ſpeaks wondrous hi | 
Leon. As a Husban ought; Sr, | RHO, 
In his own Houſe, and it becomes me well too; : 
I think your Grace would grieve if you were pur t to it 
To have a Wife or Servant of your own, © 
(For Wives are reckon'd in the rank of Servants,) 
Under your own Roof to command ye. 
Fuan. Brave, 5 
A ſtrange Converfion thou ſhalt lead in chief'n now. 
Duke, Is there no "Hifivetics betwixt her and you, Sir? 
Leon. Not now, Lard, my Fortune makes me ev/n, 
Apd as 1 am an honeſt Man, Fm nobler. 


(29 Mar. 5 rau * me, give way. 
Lees. It Rall be better, | 

| Twill give none, Madam, ] Thus all * Editions, but 1 can 
affix but a very faint. Meaning to- the finſt Part of whar Leon ſays, Ii 
Hall he hetter that I do not give way, I think it much more proba- 
Ble that the Words are x Part of Margarita's Speech, who finding her 
Menaces vain, endeavours to coax her Husband into Obedience, by con- 
juri him by: Love, and promiſing; that ib ſhould be better for him, | 
chbre ore have reſtored it to 88 | 61 


ä 8 Mar. 


Leon. Let me fee who dates get it "Sa fl 79. 
Till I command, Pl make him draw your Co: wg 

And eat your Coach too (which will be hard Diet? 
That executes your wor or take your Coach, 1 
I give you Libe T 
Which I turn l your Will abroad with ye, 
Take all theſe freely, but take me no more, ä 
And ſo farewel. 5 | 

Duke. Nay, Sir, not 0 it 
So bravely off, "on the not nn hr | 
In a high huffing Strain, and think to bear = 
We ſtand not by as Bawds to your brave Par, 

To ſee a Lady weep, P- 

Leon. They're Tears of Anger, 
I do beſeech ye note em, not worth Pity, theo 
WMrung from her Rage, becauſe her Will pennt not, 
(She would e'en ſwoon now if ſhe could not cry.) 
Elſe they were excellent, and I ſhou'd grieve too, 
But falling thus, thy ſhom nor Sweet, nor Orient. 
Put up my Lotd, this is Oppreſſion, <A 
And calls the Sword of Juſtice to relieve nme. 
The Law to lend her Hand, the King to og me, 
All which ſhall underſtand how you provoke 1775 . 
In mine on Houſe to brave me, is this Princely ? 
Then'to my Guard, and if I ſpare. wo Grace, 
And do not make chis Place = ontiment, 
Too rich a Tomb for ſuch a rude Behaviour 
Mercy forſake me. (30) I have a Cauſe will 7 
A thouſand of ye. Juan. Hold, fair Sir, I beſssch 1 
The Gentleman but pleads his own Right nobly. Ew, 

Leon. He that aer ſtrike againſt the Husband's free- 
The Husband's Cutſe ſtick to him, a tam'd > Aa 
His Wife be fair and young, but moſt diſhoneſt,. 1 
Moſt impudent, and V have no feeling of it, | 


I havt aCauft dvi 1  thed and of je, Metcy forſak me. 
rhe Worn be, mic, 4 . Wale 785 
eans contu a 21 3 


Ee 4 
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No Conſcience to reclaim her from a Monſter; 
Let her lye by him like a flattering Run,. 
And at one inſtant kill both Name and Honour, 
Let him be loſt, no · Eye to weep his end, 
Nor find no Earth that's baſe enough to bury him. 
Now Sir, fall on, Im ready to 7 i 
Duke. 11 better thought, l pray Ar: uſe: your Wife 
ll 
Leon. Mine own Humanity will teach me that, Sir, 


And now you're welcome all, and we'll 5 ee | 
This is my Wedding-day. | 


Duke. T'll croſs your Joy 


Juan. I've ſeen a * 1 bold thin: own, Soldier, - | 
Sure they dare fight in Fire that conquer Women. 


San. Ha's beaten all my looſe (re. ODA one. of e 
As if he had threſhe em out o th? Husk. 


4 ei Ae rent . 
Per. "Save ye, 


©. 


Mar. Yes truly, had I. CE Te abs Li 
Per. Was Me 51d f 500 tink? > 3 
Mar. I dare not ſwear for 8 3 
For ſhe had but a ſcant Fam. 

Per. Was ſhe your Kinſwoman? 

Mar. Not that I ever knew 3 now; I oak = 
1 think you married her, 0 you much joy, Sir, 
Vou may reclaim her, twas a wild young Girl. 
Per. Give me 2 Halter: 15 not this Houſe mine, Madam: 


Was not ſhe owner of it? pray ſpeak truly. | 

Mar. Na, certainly, I'm ſure my Mony paid for it, 
And T'ne'er remember yet I gave it you, Sr. | 
Per. The Hangings and the Plate too? a: 
O/ 1-4 25 Mar. 
uy 1 © 5 | Es 


A 


( 
k 
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Mar. All are mine, Sir, 2 
And every thing you ſee about the building, TG 
She only kept my Houſe when I was abſent, 
And ſo ill 31 it, Iwas weary of her. 5 
San. What a Devil e 
Juan. He's poſſeſt, I aſſure you, = 
Per. Where is your Maid? © | 
Mar. Do not you know that have her 1 
She's yours now, why ſhou'd 1 look after her? © 
Since that firſt hour I came I never ſaw her. 
Per. I ſaw her later, wou'd the Devil had had her, 
It is all true I find, a Wild- fire take her. [lent Wife. | 
Juan. Is th* Wife with Child, Don Michael ? Thy excel- 
Art thou a Man yet? 
An. When ſhall we come and viſit thee? ? San, And eat 
Some rare Fruit ? Thou haſt admirable Orchards, NB 
You are ſo jealous now, Pox 0 your Jealpuſic,”, Fo 
How ſcurvily you look! 2" E > rk 
Per. Prithee leave fooling, PP 
I'm in no humour now to fool and prattle ; ; 3 
Did ſhe ne'er play the wag with you? 42M Donn 
Mar. Ves many times, ee 
So often that I was aſham' d to 120 K "A F 
But I forgave her, Sir, in hope ſhe'd mend ſtilll. 
And had not you o'th* inſtant married 7205 * 2 kg 
I'd put her off. = + ae 
Per. I thank ye, I am bleſt ſtill, n 
Which way ſor I turn I'm a made Was,” „ 
Miſerably gull'd beyond recov err. 
Juan. You'll ſtay and dinee? . e eee, 
Per. Certain I cannot, Captain: n 
Hark in thine Ear, I am the arrant'ſt n att 
The miſerableſt Aſs! but J muſt leave ye, 1 
I am in haſte, in haſte, bleſs you, Madam, Vu 
And may you prove as good as my Wife, [ Exit. JLeon, ill 
Come near, Sir, will your Grace but honour me, 
And taſte our Dinner: Lou are nobly welcome, 
All Anger's paſt I hope, and I ſhall ſerve e. 
Juan. Thou art the ſtock of Men, and Tadmire ther- 
. [Exeunt. 
A C 17 


442 = Nr and 


ä th 


ACT Iv. SCENE. 1 


py Enter Perez. | 
Per, 'LL go to a Conjurer * III fd this Pol- 
1 Th 75 


Whore: 8 ague of Vails, I Lay, 
And Covers for the Impudence of Women, | 


Their Sanctity in Jan will deceive Devils ; 
T6 EVER THIN A pe blake ne. N 


Enter Eſtifania with a Casket. 


Efif. 'Tis he, I'm caught, I muſt ſtand to it ſtoutly, 
And ſhow no ſhake of Fear, an nd 2 
Vext at the uttermoſt. 

— 1 nn, : 
I have ooking of your 
All the Town over. , 
 F#fif. My molt noble Husband, 
I' 'm glad J have found Jes for in 5 9 I'm weary, 

Weary and lame with looking out your Lordſhip. . 
Per. I've been in Baudy-Houſes. Eftif. I believe you, 
And very lately too. Per. Pray y' pardon me, 
To ſeek your Ladiſhip, I have been in Cellars 
In private Cellars, 7 the thirſty Bawds 
Hear your Confeſſions L have been at Plays, 
To look you out amongſt the youthful Actors, 
At Puppet Shews, you're Miſtreſs of the motions, .. 
At Goſſipings I hearken'd after you, . 
But amongſt thoſe Confuſions of lewd Tongues 
There's no diſtinguiſhing beyond a Babel. 
I was amongſt the Runs (31) becauſe you ſing, well, 
es they lay. * are Bawdy Songs, they mourn for ye; 


65 Teer 5 they fin wy This can be no reafon for his 
- ſeeking Eftifania amony the News , and is only a Corruption of the 
two laſt Editions; the og en aarts confirm'd my Suſpicion of they be- 
.ing a ry APN * * too As 180 it from thence. 
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'Tis ſo long fince yo? were there, they have forgot you. 
Efif. You've had a pretty Progreſs, N tel ming nows * 
To look you out, I went to twenty Taverns, ” 
Per. And are you ſober? IT 
_ Efif. Yes, I reel not yet, Sir, 
Where Le B mare en Soldiers, - 
There I had great hope to find you diſguis d 3 
From hence to the Di 
el 


cing-houſe, there I found 
Needleſs and ſenſeleſs, Swords, and Pots; and 
Tables and Stools, and all in one 
And no Man knew his Friend: I left this — 
And to the Surgeon's went, he will d mo ſtay, 
ö For ſays he learnedly, if he be tipled, N 
Twenty to one he whores, and then ] hear of him; | 
If he be mad, he quarrels, then he comes too. 
I ſought ye where no ſafe thing wou'd have ventur'd, 
Amongſt Diſeaſes, baſe and vile, vile Women, 
For I remember*d your old Roman Axiom, | . 
The more the Danger, ſtill the more the Honour, 
Laſt, bd pron omen I came, who told me, 
You were too proud to pray, and here I've © dy- 
* Per. She bears up bravely, and the Rogue i wer, 
But I ſhall daſh it inſtantly to nothing. 
Here leave we off our warten Languages, 
And now conclude we in a fharper FEE. | 
Eſtif. Why am I coe d? 12 
Why am I abuſed / 
2 Oh moft vile, baſe, — 
Eſtif. Captain. 3 
Per. Thou Rinking, overſtew” ” TTY 97 
Eftif. Captain ot 
: Per. Do you 70d BA me? | 
g Eſtif. Yes Sir, and go before ye, 
1 And round about ye, why do you rail at me 
0 For that that was your own Sin, out own Knavery® | 
. Per. And brave me too? 
1 Eftif. You'd beft now draw your Sword, Captain? 
Draw it upon a Woman, do — Captain, Upon 
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Upon your Wife, Oh moſt renowned Captain. Rel by 
Per. A Plague upon thee, n me bee 3. 
Why didſt thou marry me? ; 
Eftif. To be my Husband , + - | 
I thought you had had infinite, but 8 cozen d. 1 
Per. Why didſt thou flatter me, and ſnew me wonder? 
A Houſe and Riches, when they ru are Dub Shades; 5 5 
Shadows to me? wake 
+Efif. Why did you work on me } Stetter 8 
(It was but my part to requite you, Sir) 6 
With your ſtrong Soldier's Wit, and ſwore you'd bring me ; 
So much in Chains, ſo much in Jewels, Huband, 
So much in in right rich Cloaths ? _ N f 
Per. Thou haſt em, Raſcal ; ada 
I gave em to thy Hands, my Trunks and all, ot f 
And thou haſt open'd em, and fold my Treaſure.” © 
Eftif. Sir, there's your Treaſure, {ell it to a Tinker q 
Jo mend old Kettles; is this noble ren ] 
/ 
4 


Let all the World view here the Captain's Treaſure, 

A Man wou'd think now, theſe were worthy matters 

Here's a Shoeing-horn Chain gilt over, how it ſcenteth I 

Worſe than the mouldy dirty Heel it ſery*d . 1 I 

And here's another of a leſſer value, Werner at ona 1 

So little I would ſhame to tie my Dog in't. 1 

Theſe are my Jointure; bluſh and. — a labour, if RB 

Or theſe elſe will bluſh for Th. i 597 . 1 
Per. A Fire ſubtle ye, are ye o orally? . 1 7 
Eftif. Here's a goodly Jewel, +; 

Did not you win this at Goletta, Captain, F 

Or took it in the Field from ſome brave Baſbaw. þ 

See how it-ſparkles——Like-an,old Lady's Eyes; 1 

And fills each Room with Light—like a cloſe Lanthorn ! 


This wou'd do rarely in an "FM Wia or} ie ſe 
To cozen Pilgrims with. 57 | 8 fi 
Per. Prithee-leave prating. iP 1 
Eftif. And here's a Chain of Whitings Eyes * Pears - 87 

Fo 'Muſcle-Monger would have made a better. 1 ve 
Per. Nay, d _w my Cloaths, my Cloaths.. 1 
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Eſtif. 1'll tell ye, 
Your Cloaths are Parallels to theſe, all 1 | 
Put theſe and them on, you're a Man of Copper, 
A kind of Candleſtick ; theſe you thought, my Husband, 
To've cozen'd me withal, (32) but I am quit with you. 
Per. Is there no Houſe then, nor no Grounds mou it ? 
No Plate nor Hangings? 
Eſtif. There are none, ſweet Husband, 
Shadow for Shadow is as equal Juſtice. % 
Can you rail now ? (33) Pray put your Fury up, Sir, - 
And ſpeak great words, you are a Soldier, Thunder. 
Per. I will ſpeak little, I have plaid the Fool, 
And ſo I am rewarded. 
Eſtif. You have ſpoke well, Sir; 
And now I ſee you're fo conformable - | 
PI heighten you again; go to your Houſe, . 
They're packing to be gone, you muſt ſup there, 
Ill meet ye, and bring Cloaths, and clean Shirts after, 
And all — ſhall be be well. PII colt you once more, 
And teach you to bring Copper. . Ade. 
Per. Tell me one thing, 
T do beſeech thee tell me, tell me truth, Wife; 
However I forgive thee; Art thou l F 
The Beldam ſwore. 
Eſtif. I bid her tell you ſo, Sir, Io 
It was my Plot; alas, my credulous Husband, 
The Lady told you too. 
Per. Mot ſtrange things of thee. | | 
Eſtif. Still *rtwas my way, and all to try your ſuff ae 
And ſhe denied the Houſe. 


(32) but I am quick with yon. ] I don't reject this as. Non- 
ſenſe, but read guit, as the more natural Word, which I found con- 
firm'd by the old Quarto. Mr. Sympſon. 

33 Pray put up your Fury, Sir, ] To put up your Fury, gene- 
rally means to quell or uiet a Mans Fury, from the Metaphor of a 
Sword put up or ſheath'd: But here it evidently muſt ſignify the Re- 
verſe, I thought it thereſars corrupt, and that put forth might be 
the true Reading; but conſulting the old Quarto I found the — 

lac'd differently, and as they are not then fo ** to be miſtook, I 
ave * retain'd . Reading. 


1 a : | | Per. 
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Per. She knew me not, 
No, nor no Title that I had. 
No more, Pm right and 
Per. I wow'd believe — 
But Heav'n knows how my Heart is wllye follow me 
Eftif.. I'll be there ſtraight. 
Per. I'm fool'd, yet dare not find it. [Exit Perez. 
- Efiif. Go, ſilly Fool; thou may ſt be a good Soldier 
In open Field, but for our private Service 
Thou art, an Als Pl! make thee ſo, or miſs elſe, 


Enter Cacafogo. 


Here comes another Trout that I muſt n 
And tickle daintily, I've loſt my end elſe. 
Ma' I crave your leave, Sir ? 

Caca. Prithee be anſwer d, thou ſhalt crave no leave, 
I'm in my Meditations, do not vex me, | 
A beaten thing, hut this hour a moſt bruis'd thing, 

That People had compaſſion on, it look'd ſo, 
The next Sir Palmerin, here's fine proportion, 
An Af, and then an Elephant, ſweet Juſtice, 
There's no way left & come at her now, no 
If Mony cou'd come near, yet I wou'd pay him; 
J have a mind to make him a huge Cuckold, 
And Mony may do much ; a thouſand Duckats? 
*Tis but the letting Blood of a rank Heir. 

Eftif. *Pray you hear me. 


Caca. I ew thou'ſt ſome Wedding Ring to pawn now, 


Of Silver gilt, with a blind Poſte in't, 

Love and a Mill-horſe ſnou'd go round together, 

Or thy Child's Wiſtle, or thy Squirril's Chain, 

I'll none of em; I wou'd ſhe did but know me, 

Or wou'd this Fellow had but uſe of Mony, 

That I 8 come in any way. . 
one, Sir, | 

*. ball g the Beauty ſent me To 

The Lady 1 


Caca. 
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Caca. Stay, I prithee, Tot 


What is thy Will ? [ turn * hall . 5 


And talk now till thy Tongue ake, I will hear ye. | 
Eſtif. She would intreat you, Sir, 3 
Caca. She ſhall command, Sir, 


Let it be ſo, I beſeech thee, 'my feet Gentlewoman, 


Do not forget thy elf. 


Eſtif. She — command then ä 
This Courteſie, becauſe ſne knows you 're noble. 

Caca. Your Miſtreſs 2 way? 
Uo tes hence Sir, f Wan, 6 2 

n the Jewe ir, re We 

and, view em, right. A "M | 

Caca. To doubt em is an Hereſie. 

Eſtif. A thouſand Duckats, tis upon neceſſity 
Of preſent uſe, her Husband, Sir, is ftubborn. + 

Caca. Long may he be ſo. Eſtif. She defires withal 
A better knowledge of your Parts and Perſon, | 
And when you pleaſe to do her ſo much Honour. 

Caca. Come, let's diſpatch. 

Eſtif. In troth I've are her ſay, Sir. 


Of a fat Man ſhe has not ſeen a ſweeter. 


But in this buſineſs, Sir. 
Caca, Let's do it firſt 

And then diſpute, the Ladies uſe may _ bort. 
Eftif. All ſecrecy ſhe wou'd deſire, the told me 


How wiſe you are. 

22 We are not wiſe to talk thus, 

cy her th* Gold, I'll look her out a Jewel, 

ſparkle like her Eyes, and thee another 

_ pot el come, I long to ſerve thy Lady, 
Long monſtrouſly ; now x I ſhall meet ye, 
You that dare Dukes. 

Eff. Green Gooſe you're now in Sippets. [Exeunt. 


Enter the Duke, Sanchio, Juan, and Alonzo. 


| Duke. He ſhall not have his Will, I ſhall prevent him, 
I have a Toy bere that will turn the Tide, | 
And ſuddenly, and ſtrangely, hear Don Juan, 5 
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Do you preſent it to him. ang! 1 
Juan. I am commanded. | Exit. 
Duke. A Fellow founded out of W „ 

And moulded to the height, contemn his Maker, 

Curb'd the free Hand that fram'd him? T muſt not be. 
San. That ſuch an Oylſter-ſhell ſhould hold a Pearl, 

And of ſo rare a price in Priſon! (34) Was ſhe 

Made to be th'. matter of her own undoing, 
To let a flov'nly unweildy Fellow, 
Unruly and ſelf-will'd, diſpoſe her Beauties? 
We ſuffer all, Sir, in this fad Eclipſe; | 
She ſhould ſhine where ſhe might ſhow like her ſelf, 
An abſolute Sweetneſs, t* comfort thoſe admire her, 
And ſhed her Beams upon her Friends, We're gull'd all, 
And all the World will grumble at your Patience, 
if ſhe be raviſht thus. 
' . Duke, Ne er fear it, Sanchio, 
We'll have her free again, and move at Court 
In her clear Orb. But one-ſweet handſomneſss 
To bleſs this part of Spain, and have that ſlubber d? 
Alon. *Tis every good Man's Cauſe, and we muſt 
* | 
Duke. I'll warrant ye he ſhall be glad to pleaſe us, 
And glad to ſhare too, we ſhall hear anon 
A new Song from him, let's attend a little. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Leon, and Juan with a Commiſſion. 


Leon. Col nel, I am bound to you for this nobleneſs, 
I ſhould have been your Officer, *tis true, Sir, , 
And a proud Man I ſnou'd have been to ve ſerv'd you; ; 


( 34 Was ſhe =, to be the matter of ber own 8 Thus the 
former Editions. The Confuſion of the Meaſure is eaſily adjuſted 3 but 
I ſuſpect a more material Corruption; for unleſs Matter may be al- 
low d to ſignify Cauſe, I can make no Senſe of the Paſſage. Materia, 
in Latin, is ſometimes uſed in this Senſe : I therefore let it ſtand, tho' 
I oe whether the Original might not have run, 
— — Was ſhe. 
Mate x to be th Maker of her own undoing. b 
i, 6. The Maker of Ry as the Duke had before call'd her. 
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„T has pleas'd the King, out of his boundleſs F avours, 


To make me your Companion, this Commiſſion 


Gives me a Troop of Horſe. 


Juan. ] do rejoice at it, | 

And am a glad Man we ſhall gain —— 

I'm ſure the King knows you are newly married, 

And out of that reſpect gives you more time, Sir. 
Leon. Within four days I'm gone, ſo he commands me, 

And *tis not mannerly for me to argue it, 

The. time grows ſhorter ſtill ; are your Goods l 
Juan. They are aboard. 
Leon. Who waits there? 


Enter Servant. 
Serv. Sir 


_—_ Do you ha bn, g0 carry this unto your Miſtreſs 


And let her ſee how much the King has honour'd me, 
Bid her be luſty, ſhe muſt make a Soldier. [Exit Serv. 


Enter Lorenzo. 
(25) Lorenz. Tor. Sir, 
Go take down all the Hangings, 


And pack up all my Cloaths, my Plate and CEN 
And all the Furniture that's portable. 
Sir, when we lie in Garriſon, tis neceſſary 


We keep a handfom Port, for the King's Honour. 


And do you hear, let all your Lady's Wardrobe 
Be ſafely plac*d in Trunks, they mult along too. 
Lor. Wheer muſt they go, Sir? 
Leon. To the Wars, Lorenzo, 
And you and all, I will not leave a Turn- ſpit, 
That has one Dram of Spleen againſt a Dutchman, 
Lor. Why then St. Jaques hey, you've made us all, Sir, 
And if we leave ye does my Lady go too 1 
Leon. The Stuff muſt go to marrow tow rds the on; Sir, 


All, all muſt go. 


69 1 Sir,] 8 Radittons, corretted 5 5 Mr. Sn fen. 
The Reaſon maſi be evident to every Readen, 


— 


Think t — Houle already. 


iD ME, C00 corpe corn Bays, 
Rogues, come away N 


1 Bas a . ay, to omg his Honour, 
A * 58 uke, — loye him dearly, - 
By th? li ; thou'rt a noble Gentleman, 


—.— led by two Ladies, 
Ln, Why Why, ho now, Wife, hat fk at my Fre- 


This is — « Mile done. 

Mar. No ſooner love ye, 

Love ye intirely, Sir, brought to conſider 
The Goodneſs of your Mind and mine own Duty, 
But loſe you. inſtantly, be divorc'd mayer 


We'll 50 


This is a "Crucky ; Pll to the King 


And tell him tis urjuſt to part two Spuls, 


Two minds ſo nearly mix d. 


Leon. By no means, Sweet heart. 
Mar. If he were married but four Days, as I am. 


Leon. He'd hang himſelf the ſth, or fly his ( 1446 ; 


Mar, He'd make it Treaſon for that e urſt 
But talk of War, or any thing t to ver him; . 9 


You ſhall n 


Leon, In 


ig" I muſt; ſxyeet Wile; 


What, thall 19 loſe the Kin g for a few 


We'll have enough. Mar. 110 the (ing cola, 


He ſhall to th” Kine. x) Mg e wid Kh t Office, 
I thank his Grace, or't, ſhould Ip ry i 7A 8 


Tr undoꝰ t again? Fic "twere, a 
Br. a oy I. Luck Ke Ss ow 
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Mar. ET this? Oh Heav'n my 


"a 


Hive 4 . 4 I 
Leon. The Pre won 1 975 ' takih apo" 


And pa u Plate and Jewels, 
And all A ce ee befit . when. 25 
Ihe in Garriſon, | 


Eurer bun 


Coachm. Muſt the Coach 6 too, Sir? 

Leon. How will your La y pals to th' a ol 407 FP 
We {Hall OP See fort there to Fark it. 
| Mar. I 6 7 
Leun. Il have a main care of ye, 
I know ye're ſickly, he fflall drive the ealier, 
And all Accomniodations ſhall attend * 

Mar. Wou'd I were able. 

Leo. Come, I warrant ye, ee ee 
Am not I with ye, Sweet ? Are her Conte Jackt up, 
And all her Linne? Givè your Maids Direction 


Tou know my time's but ſhort, and I'm commanded. 


Mar. Let me have a Nurſe, 

And all ſuch neceſſary People with me, 

An cific Bark. 

Leon. It ſhall not trot I Warrant ye, 

Curvet it may ſometimes. _ 1 
Mar. Tam with Child, Sir, es 
Leon. At four days warning: ? This i is filing, ipet 

Do yoo conceive-as our Jennets do, with a eſt, v ind Y 

Heir will be an arrant- fleet one, Lady, 
2 you were a Maid when I firſt lay with ye. 
" ha Pray do not ſwear, I thought F was ue 9, 

But we may both be cozen'd in — Sir. 
Leon. In ſuch a {trait point ſure I cou'd not err, | 
Juan. This is another tenderneſs to try him, ; 

Fetch her up now. Mar. You muſt provide a Graile, * 

And what a trouble's that? Leon. The Sea ſhall rock i i, 

"Tis the beſt Nurſe; 'twill roar and rock together, 

A ſwinging Storm will ſing-you ſuch a lullaby, 

Mar. Faith let me ſtay, I ſhall but ſhame. ye, Sir: of 
Ten r you wer a thouſand Shames you mal along 
me, 


Ffe * At 
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At home I'm ſure you'll prove a Million; 
Every Man carries th' bundle of his fins 
Upon his own Back, you are mine, I'll ſweat for ye. * 


Enter. Duke, Alonzo, and Sanchio. 
Duke. What, Sir, . for your . Journey? 


'Tis well, and full of care. 
1 ſaw your Mind was wedded to the War, 
And knew you'd prove ſome good Man for your Country, 
Thereofre fair Couſin, with your gentle pardon, 
I got this place : What, mourn at his Advancement ? 
You are to blame, hel! come again, ſweet Couſin, 
Mean time, like ſad Penelope and Sage, 
Among your Maids at home, and Huſwifely. 
Leon. No, Sir, I dare not leave her to that Solitarineſs, 
She's young, and Grief or ill News from thoſe Quarters, 
May "daily croſs her; ſhe ſhall go along, Sir. | 

"Duke, By no means, Captain. 

Leon. By all means, an't pleaſe ye. 
Dake. W hat take a young and tender-body*d Lady, 

And expoſe her t* thoſe dangers, and thoſe tumults, 
A ſickly Lady too? 
Leon. *'T'will make her well, Sir, 
There's no ſuch Friend to Health as wholſome Travel, 

San. Away, it muſt not be. | 
Alon. It ought not, Sir, | 

Go hurry her? It is not humane, Captain. [peſts 


Dake. 1 cannot blame her Tears, fright her with Tem- 
With Thunder of the War. 


J dare ſwear if 1h* were able. Leon. She's moſt able. 
And pray ye ſwear not, ſhe muſt go, there's ho remedy; 
Nor Greatneſs, nor the trick you had to part us, 
Which I ſmell out too rank, too open, evident, 
(And J muſt tell you, Sir, tis moſt unnoble) 
Shall hinder me: Had ſhe but ten hours life, 
Nay leſs, but two hours, I wou'd have her with me, . 
J wou'd not leave her Fame to ſo much ruin, 
To ſuch a deſolation and diſcredit ass 
Her Weakneſs *nd your hot Will ks work Per 5s 
: | E 16d Chon bf Enter 
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ATT Euer Perez, F 
What Maſaue i is this now ? UL xen adi 

More Tropes and Figures to abuſe my furance l 

What Coufan's this ? Bad 
Juan. Michael van Owle, how doſt chou? nA 

In what dark Barn or Tod of aged wy UP Is! 

Haſt thou lyen hid? 

Per. Things muſt both ebb ind flow, Colonel, + 

And People muſt conceal, and ſhine again. 70 

You're welcome hither as your Friend may ſay, Gendemen, 

A pretty Houſe ye ſee handſomly feared, © - 

Sweet and convenient Walks, the Waere 152 
Aon. He's certain mad. | nd 
Juan. As mad as a French Taylor, that \ 

Has nothing in his Head but ends of Faſtians;/ | 
Per. I ſee you're packing now, my gentle Cane, 1 1 

And my Wife told me. ſhould find it fo, ve 

*Tis true I do; you were merry when 1 was laſt here opt - 

But *twas your Will to try my pb wh Madam 2 2 

I'm ſorry that my ſwift occaſions | A 

Can let you take your Pleaſure here no longer, rents Bei 

Let I wou'd have you think, my honour'd Coun; * 

This Houſe and all 1 have are all your Servants. 
Leon. What Houſe, what Pleaſure, m what do you. 

mean? | 
Per. You hold the Jeſt ſo ſtiff "will prove diſcourteousz 

This Houle I mean, the Pleaſures of this mend? | 
Leon. And what of them ? © 
Per. They're mine, Sir, and you know i it, Tage 

My Wife's 1 mean, and fo confer*d upon me. 

The Hangings, Sir, I muſt entreat your Servants, 

That are fo buſie in their Offices. 

Again to miniſter to their right uſes 

I ſhall take view o'th' Plate anon, and Furnitures | 

That are of under place; you're merry ſtill, Coufins= | 

And of a pleaſant Conſtitution," © - fs 3 


Men of great Fortunes 2e their Mirth ad Run. 
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Leon. Prithee good ſtubborn Wife, tell me directly, 
Good evil Wife leave fooling nd tell me honeſtly, 
Is this my Kinſman? 
Mar. I can tell ye nothing. 
Leon. I've. many Kinſmen, but ſo mad a one, 
And ſo phantaſtick all the Houſe? 
Per. All mine, 
And all within it. I will not bate 5 an ace an. 
Can't you receive 2 noble Courteſie, | 
And quietly and handſomely as. y- ought, Cor, 
But you miſt ride o*th* top Vane? 
Leon. Can'ſt thou fight ? 5 
Per. T'll tell ye Naeh. I caw'd have he Sis. 
Leon. For you muſt law and claw before ye get it, 
Juan. Away, no Quarrels. 
Leon, Now | am more temperate, 
PI have i it proy'd, you were ne'cr yet in Bedlam, 
Never in Love, for that's a Lunacy, 
No great State left ye that you never look d for, 
Nor cannat manage, that's à rank Diſtemper; 
That you were ane and who anſwer'd 45 ye, 


And then I yield: _ 
Per. Hes half * me I way bred ich? Moon, 
have ne'er a Buſh at b 3 are nat ue both mad, 
And is not this a fan * Houſe were in, 


And all a Dream we do ? Will ye walk out, 80 
And if I do not beat thee preſeritly 
Into a ſound belief, as Senſe can give thee, 
Brick me into that Wall there ore a Chimney. Piece, 
And fay I was one a'th? Cæſars, done by a Seal - cutter. 
Leon. LIl talk no more, come, we'll away immediately. 
. Why then the Houſe is his, and all that's in it ; 
* away my Skin bus Pl} undo ye; 
1 gave it to his Wife, you muſt area: Sin, 
And make a new Proviſion. 
Per. Am I mad now 
Or am ] chriſten'd, you my Pagan Coukin; -- 


My mighty Mahound Ki what quirk „ 
You ſhall be welcome all, I hope to ſee, Sir, 


Your Grace here, and my Coz, we are all Soldiers, And 
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Aud mut do naturally for one andth&, 
Duke. Are y' blank at this? Then [miſt telt ye, Sir, 
Ye've no Command, noë ye may go at pleaſure 
And ride your Aſs Troop, *twas a trick 1 us 
To try your Jealouſie, upon Entreaty —a 
And ſaving of your Wife. r 
Leon. All this not moves me, 
Nor ſtirs my Gall, nor alters my Affections: 
You have more Furniture, more Houſes, Lady, 
And rich ones too, I will make hold with thoſe; 
And you have Land i'th' Indies as I take it. 
Thither we'll go, and view a while thoſe Climates, 
Viſit your Factors there, that may betray ye, 
| 'Tis done, we muſt go. 
Mar. Now thotfrt a brave Gentleman, 
And by this ſacred Light I love thee dearly. - 
The Houſe is none of yours, I did but jeſt, Sir, 
You are no Coz of mine, I beſeech ye vani 75 
(36) I tell you plain, you've no more right than as 
That ſenſeleſs thing. Tour Wife has once more fook'd he: 
Go, ant conſider.” Eeon. Good mortow my ſweet Coulid, 


* 
* 
1 


I ſhou'd be glad, Sir; a 
Per. By this Hand ſhe dies fort. 
Or any Man that ſpeaks for her. lEeit Peres. | 


Juan. Theſe are fie Toys. 3 
Mar. Let me requeſt you ſtay but one poor Montt, 
You. ſhall have a Commiſſioff, and PII go too, 
Give me but 8 ſo far. E 
Leon, Well, I will ery oe; .C 
Good morrow to your Grace; we've private bafinels; 
Duke, If I miſs thee again, I am am arrant Bungler.. 
(36) I tell you plain, you have no mere right than be 


Hai, that ſenſeliſi thingy your Wife has once ward Hool d ge : 
Who can be the Perſon meant here by He that ſenſelzſi mat, Cab. 


Fogo is abſenk, and no other w anf. er the Character. The 5 | 
Mak cnt de Of of ths Frotdtin with ref 


both that and the Serif; I read therefore) 

#1 8 ET - thief has 

| That ſanſeliſ thing. — : 
; 4 


Juar: 


| 


: 
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unger thee,” 
Nay be thy Boy before thou malt be baffled, 
Thou art fo brave a Fellow. 
Alon, I have ſeen ISNT: Fae. lea, 


* * % 0 
. 45 1 44.3 l. : 3 


| 


Y 2 _ u — 2 — _ i” ct 


A C v SCENE xi 


— Leon with 4 e and Margari ita. 


Leon. ore hither Wite, d' you know. this Hand? 
1 da, Sir. 

Tis Eſtifania's, that was once my 3 0e 
Leon. She writes to me here, that one Cacaſogo, 

An uſuring Jeweller's Son (4; know the wel 

Is mortally faln in. Love with ye. 

Mar. Yor a Monſter, - "LO on 

Deliver me from Mountains. 

Leon. D' you go a birding | for all ſrt of People? | 

This Evening he'll come to y and ſhew ye Jewels, 

And offers any thing to get Acceſs to ye: 

If I can make or ſport or profit on him,  . . 

(For he is fit for both) ſhe bids me uſe him, 

And ſo I will, be you conformable, 

And follow but my will. Mar. I ſhall not fail, Sir. 
Leon. Will the Puke come again, d' you think? 
Mar. No ſure, Sir, 

H'as now no Policy to bring him hither. . 

Leon. Nor bring you's "4 Nie if Fang: Wis hold, * Wife: 

IR: to Dinner. 3 gurn ( Ereuni. 


Enter Peres, 


Per. Lad 1 but Lungs enough to bau folficiently, 
That all the geans in Chriſtendom might hear me, 
That Men might run away from the Contagion, - 
T bad my wiſh ; wou'd it were moſt High Treaſon, 
Moſt infinite high, for any Man to 9 6 
I mean for any Man that you'd live han Ys 


- w And 


6 K . 
* 4 : * *; * l 


Juan. Thou ſhalt have my Command, and Pl] W | 


I 
c 
4 
f 
| 


Have a Wife."". 457 
And like a Gentleman, in's Wits and Credit . NN 


What torments ſhall I put her to? Phalavis Bull now 
Pox, they love Bulling too well, tho? they 8 — 


Cut her apieces? ? ev'ry Piece will live füll, * A 
And ev'ry morſel of her will do Miſchief; 20 


They have ſo many Lives, there's no Haoging of em, 
They are too light to drown, they're Cork and Feathers3 
To burn too cold, they live like —— 's * 


Under huge heaps of Stones to bury her, Seni 1 
And ſo depreſs her as they did the 9 — wel baſk 
She will move under more than built old Babel. 203} A 
I muſt deſtroy her. a C ovate Fire by 4 windy 
Enter Cacafogo, with a Cacket, - "had ou 


wo 


"Cant Be cozen'd: by a thing of Clouts, with Moth, Pi 
That ev'ry Silk-man's Shop breeds; to be cheated, 

And of a thouſand Duckats, by a whim-wham? 

Per. Who's that is cheated, ſpeak again thou V ion, 
But art thou cheated? Miniſter ſome comfort: 
Tell me directly, art thou cheated bravely? + 2556 2 

Come, prithee come, art thou ſo pure a Se 
To be undone? Do not diſſemble with * CE: 45 
Tell me I conjure thee. 37:0 

Caca. Then keep thy Circle, rnit; vnn Som 

For I'm a Spirit wild that flies abdut — n a% 


And whoſoe'er thou art, if thou be'ſt Human, 
I'I] let thee plainly key. I'm cheated damoably,”. 5.5 
Per. Ha, ha, ha. v5) 


Caca. Doſtthou — ? damnably 5. 1 1 moſt damnably. 
Per. By whom, good Spirit, ſpeak, ſpeak, ha, ha, ha. 
Caca. PII utter, laugh al 14 Lungs crack, by a 
Woman, 20 
A lewd, — and plain Woman. arne e 
Doſt chou laugh {till ? En HHN 
Her. I muſt laugh, ithee prin me, aff 5:35.22 308 
1 ſhall laugh terribly, 4 SIP 


Caca. I ſhall. be angry, e ee 
Terrible angry, I have cauſe. Pr. That's it, 3 
And ; tis no reaſon but thou ſhou*dſt be angry, © 


— yet I muſt laugh ſtill at thee. 


, . EE WI ee — — 


438 Na a i wnd 
By 'a Woman cheated? art ſure it was d Weman? 


Pe. It s no mam . 
A real Woman? 
Par Fr K wa Doe and her Cop Chai 

my 

How rank they ſmell. 2 

Per. Sweet cozen'd Sir, let's ſee chem, 80 
J have been cheated too, I wou'd have you note that, 
And lewdly cheated, by a Woman alſo, 
A ſcurvy Woman, I am undone, ſwert Sir, 
Therefore I muſt ſhave leave to laugh, 

Caca. Pray ye take it, 
| You are the merrieſt undone Man in rs 
What need we Fiddles, Bawdy Songs, and Sack, 
When. our o Miſcriescan make us merry ? 

Per. Ha, ha, ha. 
Te ſeen theſe Jewels, what 4 notable Pennyworth' 
Have you had next your Heart? you will not take, Sir, 
Some twenty Duckats? 

Caca. Thou' rt deceiv'd, I will take. 


Per. To clear your Bargain now. Cato. Pl le 


ſome ten, 
Some any thing, ſome half ten, half 4 Duckae, | 
Per. An excellent ' ſet theſe Stones ſores 
D' you mark their Waters? 
Caca. -fand choak their Waters; 
(637 And hers that brought em too, but I ſhall find her. 
Per. Ando ſhall I, I hope, but do nor hurt * | 
You cannot find in alt this Kingdom, 
If you had need of conening, (as you may have, 
For ſuch groſs Natures wi | defire it often, | 
*Tis ſometimes too a ſine variety) 
A Woman that can cozen ye fo neatly, | 
She's taken half mine Anger off witly this tricle. ¶ Erit. 


(3 1) And hers that —_— 9 This co on muſt have 
been evident to as well as to Mr. Theobaid, Mr. Sympſon, 
and myſelf; tis { a Milake of the late Editions. 


- Caca, 


Cacs, | hai bredk d. Hrad, wy Valout iche at thee. 


in At wiamA..yMrmwtGAa tn odt% A Ak Aa 4 Wy w.ith 
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Cats. If I were valiant now, Pd Kill dis Fellow, 
I've Mony — lies by me at a pineh 

To pay for twenty Raſcals Lives that vex me. 3 
II to this Lady, there I ſhall be ſatisfied. - | [Exh 


Enter Leon and Margarita, 


Lion. Come, we'll away unto your Country . 
And there we'll learn to live contentedly, 
This Place is full of Charge and full of Hurry, 
No part of Sweetneſs dwells about theſe Cities. 

Mar. Whither you will, 1 waie upon your Pleaſure y ö 
Live in a hollow Tree, Sir, Pi} live d ye. 5 

Leon. Ay, now you ſtrike a Harmony, a true one, 
When your Obedience waig upon your Husband, 
Wy And your fick Will aims at the Cure of Honour 3 
: now I dote upon ye, love ye dearly, 

a rough Nature falls like lit 
Clary and {ove into your Embraces. 
O what a Jewel is a Woman 
A Wiſe, a Virtuous, and a Noble Woman! 

When we meet ſych, we bear our Stamps on both fides, 
And through the World we hold our currant Virtues, | 
Alone we're angle Medals, only Faces, 
And wear our Fortunes out in Shadows, 
Command you now, and cafe me of that troubfe, 
Il be as humble to you as a Servant, 
Bid whom you pleaſe, invite your noble Friends. 
'Fhey ſhall be welcome all, viſie  Acquaintance, 
Go at your Pleaſure, now. Ex 
Has link't 8 the Chain of Goodneſz. 
{Claſhing 3 A cry within, Dee 
What Noe is this, — diſmal Cry? 


Mar. "Tis loud too. * 
June here's ſome Michifdone fore, wth, 
8) 4 & Wi he L have often 
2 Yukon 
22 8 Lier A „ . 
_ neſs ef Efifania's Wil and Honour, a 


Leon. 
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But as your own. 


460 > ARile6 W ife, and 
Ea Look out and hel d. e. 1 
; "Enter 4 Servant. rer 


4 2 


er, Oh, Sir, the Duke Medina. 
VTech. What of the Duke Medina? 
Ser. Oh ſweet Gentleman, 


Is almoſt ſlain. Mar. Away, away, and 3 help him, 


* 4 S 74 
Ck s4 LI $ + f 


All the Houſe help: [Exit Servant. 1 Leon. How! 1 "ai N 


why Margarita 41 
2 ſure ſome new Device they — a foot againg 
ame Trick upon my Credit, I ſhall, meet it, NY 
In rather guide a Ship Imperial | 6 ni rl 
Alone, and in a Storm, than rule one Woman. Add. 


Enter D ue, „Sanchio, Alonzo, and Wee tg 2 


Mar. How came ye hurt, Sir? ee 
Duke. I fell out with my Friend, the —_ Colonel, 
My Cauſe was naught, for twas about your Honour: 
And he that wrongs the Innocent neꝰer Seen L dn 7 © 
(39) And he has left me thus; for Chaxit 7). , 


1 


Lend me à Bed to eaſe m tortur'd Body, 1 2 N * 
That e'er L periſh I may of Ia my Penirencey bak 
I fear I'm ſlain, 29564 vin ee MI en 51 ww won 3 

Leon. Help entlemen, to carry. him (21A 
There ſpall bg, nothing in this Houſe, my Lord. c 


: «4 T4 
7 S. £6 1 1 1654 $7) 44 Ui | {157 


Dake, I thank ye, noble e 4 
Leon. To Bed With him, and Wit give youranendance. 


Eu Jan: wy wor * 00 


E 


* : 
ol - "ay 


: * 0: OOH Jai LOT 2 
„an. Dodtors an | Surgeons... Fo Co eg 
Ditke. Do not di { uiet me, Z ein 2 . bY 5480 7 
your let me take my leave in peace. 003 buck i wh 


e "x Naahig Alon. Marg. Servant; 


„6890. 4nd he has left me thus for Charity yi 


Lend me a Bed to 44 ſe my. tortur'd Bid] The alte Pelle 


Kits had made the Colonel fab the Duke: for Charity. The Quarto 


an the Corruption by putting a Comma after Charity ; ang the ſub- 
ſequent —— inſtead of — made it worſe. = ALA bg n 


A > Less. 


7 3 #+ 
1441 2 „ „ 2 


we, Y kk ed 


— 


dene. 


Leon. Afore me, * 
is rarely counterfeited. . 40 
n. True,, it is ſo, Sir, MP 

And take you heed this laſt Blow do not TE LY re. N 
He is not hurt, only we made a ſcuffle, 8 


As tho? we purpos d Anger; that ſame ſeratcck 

On's Hand he took, to colour all, and draw ace 

That he might get into your Houſe more cunning] 

I muſt not ſtay; ſtand now, and you're a brave Fe o. 
Leon. I thank ye, noble Colonel, and I honour ye. 

Never be quiet? IE uxit Juan. 


| Enter Mura” 2— 


7 Mar. He's moſt deſperate ill, Sir, ns WFP 
I do not think theſe ten Months will recover ie. -- 
Leon. Does he hire my Houſe to play the Fool i in, A. 
Or does it ſtand on Fairy Ground? we're haunted :» 7 
Are all Men and their Wives troubled with e dart 
Mar. What ail you, Sir? | 
Leon, Nay, what ail you, ſweet Wife, 
To put theſe daily Paſtimes on my Patience? 
W hat doſt thou ſee in me, that I ſhou'd ſuffer this? 
Have not I done my part like a true Husband, | 
And paid ſome deſperate Debts you never look'd . 
Mar. You have done handſomely, I muſt confeſs, — 
Leon. Have I not kept thee waking like a Hawk? 
And watcht thee with Delights to ſatisfie thee, ' 
The very Tithes of which had won a Widow ? 
Mar. Alas, I pity ye. 
© Leon. Thou'lt make me angry, 
Thou never ſaw'{t me mad yet. 
Mat. You are always, 


You carry a kind of Bedlam ſtill thoat 3 ye. a _ 


EF ww 


_ wa 


r 590 ww FA” 4 


Leon. If thou purſu'ſt me further, I run ſtark, mad. 

If you have more hurt Dukes or Gentlemen, 
To lie here on your Cure, I ſhall be deſperatee: 
I know the trick, and you ſhall feel I know it. A - 
Are ye ſo hot that no Hedge can contain ye? * 
, P11 have thee let Blood in all the Weiss yon 1 1 


= 


® „ WW 


#, ;&£ 
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—— Thoughts found too, and have them open 
Thy s ee thoſe are hand Wed tr per 
Trl 1 Mad nl thy Miſtreſs, thou the Maid, | 
(%) At er E Leh tin ſhatr reach at 
And go through cheerfully, or elfe ſleep empty; 
That Maid th by me to teach you Dutyj, 

Tou iw-@ Pallet by to bumble ye, 

And for what you loſe, 

: Pve Toff my ſelf, Sir, 


| And all tharwas my baſt ff, Diſhbedlence, ben, 
My Wantonneſs, my Stabbornhchs Pve loft roo, wich, 
And now by that pure Faith 


wy your own Nobleneſs. — Leon. I take ye up, 


Luer Altea. 
And wear ye next my Heart, ſee you'be worth it. 
Now what with you? Al. I come to tell my Lady, 
There is-a ſulſome Fellow wou d fain ſpeal with her. 
Leon. Tis Cacafogo, go _ entertain him, 
And draw him on with 
Mar. I ſnall obſerve ye. | 
Leom I have a rare deſign upon that Gentleman, 
And you muſt! work too; | 
AA. ſhall, Sir, moſt willingly. [place 
Len. Away then boch, and keep him cloſe in ſome 
From the Duke's ſight, and keep) the Dake in too, 
Make” em believe both ; I'll find time to cure *em; [Ex 


Euer Perez, and Eſtifania. | 

Per. Why how dar'ſt thou meet me again, thou Rebel, 

And knowſt how thou haſt us'd me thrice, thou Raſcal? 
Were there not ways enough ta fly my Vengeance, 

No Holes nor Vaults to hide thee from my Fury, 

But thou muſt meet me Fate to Face to kill thee? 

* wou d not ſeelæ thee to deſtroy thee willingly, 


. (4) — hit ſliv-yeach/e;] This hotbè- 

ing Grammar, Me, Synpſon concurr'd+ with me in readiag v al 
for that Se. "Bat he has ſome Exception to the Verb reach; or at 
leaſt thinks veat might better expreſs the Ides requir'd ; but year 
is us'd in-another- ready in heme ents; and is thefefore un- 
dobtedly the true Word. 


But 


erer 


Wives are crown d 


Have a Wife, 463 
But now: thou conſt t invite me, com ſt upon me, 
How like a Sheep-biting Nogue (41) taken i . magmer 
And ready for the ——— doo??? 
Thou haſt a hangin ou ſcurvy thing, 
Haſt ne'er a Knit, | * 
Nor ever a String to lead thee to Eu 
Be there no pitiful *Pothecaries in this Town, 
That have Compaſſion upon wretehed Women, 
And dare adminiſter a Dram of Rn, 
But thou muſt fall to me | : 

Eftif. I know. you've. | | 

Per. IE1 had. tuns of Mercy, thou defery'l nn 
What new Trick 's now afoot, and what new Houſes 
Have you i' th* Air, what Orchards in Apparition. 
What canſt thou ſay for thy Life? | 

Eftif. Little or nothing 2 
I know you'll kill me, = I know *tixuſeleſs = 


210 a e 1 | 


And pray a little. 
Per. Do, a very little, 
For I have farther buſineſs than thy Killing, 
I have Money yet to horrow, ſpeak when you're 
Eſtif. Now, now, Sir, now |'Shews 1 Iced 
do you ſtart off from me, 
D' you ſweat, great Captain, have yau ſeen a Spiritk. ., 
Per. Do you wear Guns ? 
_ Effif, Lam a Soldier's Wife, Sir, 
And by that Privilege I may de arm'd; 
Now what's the News, and ler 8 dicoute mor ety, 
And talk of our Affairs in Peace. 
Per. Let me ſee, 


Prithee let me ſee thy Gun, tis a very y prev one; Wn 


Eſtif. No, a Cs 
What, thine own Husband ? * "= 
il. Let mine own Hesband then N 
B' in's own. Wit there, cheres a thouſind Duckaty, 
; —— taken it manner gl 
8 it will admit a This Kron 
Wierd. i. e. taken in the very Fae. 


marrer be i the true 


Who 


* 
—— — 


f Nala a Wife, 3 


Who muſt provide for you? and yet you'll kill me. 
Her. I will not hurt. thee for ten thouſand Millions. 
Eftif. When il you redeem your. Jewels, I tar 
pawn'd N 
You ſee for what, we muſt keep touch, 
Per. I'll kiſs thee, 
And get as many more, I'll make thee famous, 
Had we the Houſe now! nog! . | 
Eftif. Come along with me, 
If that be vaniſh'd there be more to hire, Sir. | 
Per, I ſee I am an Aſs when thou art near me. 


Enter Leon, Margarita, and Altea, with aT, aper. 


Leon. Is the Fool come? 

Alt. Yes, and i“ th' Cellar faſt, | 
And there he ſtays his good hour till 1 call him, 
He will make dainty Muſick *mong the Sack-buts, 
Pve put him juſt, Sir, under the Duke s Chamber. 

Leon. It is the better. 


Alt. Was giv'n me royally, 

And to my Lady a whole load of Portigues. 

Leon. Better —— better ſtill; go Margarita, 
Now play your Prize, you ſay you dare be honeſt, 
(42) Tl put ye to your teſt. 
Mar. Secure your ſelf, Sir, | 
1 Give me the Candle, paſs away in ſilence. 


[Ex. Leon and Altea,] L Marg. knocks, 


Dube. Who's there, oh, oh. 
Mar. My Lord. 


Due. [ within.] Have y' brought me Comfort? 
Mar. I have, my Lord; 


| Come. forth, tis Iz, come 8 out, I'll help ye. 
Enter Duke, in a Gown. 
Come ſoftly too, how do you? 


(42) DJ] put + you to your beſt.] Mr. Nabaliind I concurred in chang- 


ing this and we both had quoted the ſame Expreſſion, ' 
PAR TE” Tl put you to the Jet, 
bam the bene Seen of the Fae One * 


WC WH L ENTS o& 0 
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hy 


* 


In A hed 


1 4a _ 2 


My Wounds I counterfeited cunningly, 0 = Noiſe below below 
2 feign*d the Quarrel too, tꝰ enjoy you Sweet, 


Haus 4 Wife. 1 


Duke, Are there none here? ' 
Let me look round ; we cannot be too wary, [Noiſe below. 
Oh let me bleſs hi hour; are 8 rot 129938 0 
Sweet Friend? 0 n 

Mar. Alone to comfort 7 N 

2 — o makes. 4 Nj below: 

Duke. (43) What s that Rumble? 

I have heard a noiſe this half hour under me, 1 

A fearful noiſe. ; N 
Mar. The fat thing's mad b the. Caller, ling I. 
And ſtumbles from one Hogs-head to another, GE 7 9 
Two Cu ps ey and he ne er ſhall find the way out. 


465 


ce. 

What do you fear? come ſit down byr me chearfully, 

My Husband's ſafe, how do your Wounds? (1 
Duke, Pve none, Lady, 


{IF WV 
* 


Let's loſe no time. Hark, the ſame noiſe again. 
Mar. What noiſe, why look ye pale? hear no ſtirrings! 

(This Goblin in the Vault will be ſo.tipled) © + 

You are not well I know b* your flying Fancy, / OT 

Your Body's ill at eaſe, your VDUSRR Dake, ant wont 


I am as luſty and as full of Health, * - n, = 
High in my Blood. Tis To 
Mar. Weak. in your Blood you wou'd Gs: golf 03 547 


How wretched is my Caſe, en to e 760 
And find you ſo diſable? | ; 
Duke. B'lieve me Lady. 
Mar. = know, you'll venture All you | hare. 10 dat 
e m § 8 | 
Your Life I know, but is it fic I ſpoil ye, 


Is it my Love, d' you think? 


Caca. ae, Here $ to the Duke. 
Due. t nam d me certainly, 


(43) Whats that yen tumble ?] I have inſerted a 
Reading Sympſon's * as more proper to the Context 


er. 11. | 8g | 


N 
8 
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J heard it plainly ſound. 

Mar. You are hurt mortally, 
And fitter for your Prayers, Sir, than Pleaſure. | 
What Starts you make? I wou'd not kiſs you wantonly, 
For the World's Wealth; Have I ſecur'd my Husband, 
And put all Doubts afide, to be deluded ? 
Caca. below. } I come, I come. 

Duke. Heav*n bleſs me. 

Mar. And bleſs us both, for fans this is the Devil, 
I plainly heard. it now, he'll come to fetch ye! 
A very Spirit, for he ſpoke under Ground, 
And ſpoke to you juſt as you wou'd have ſnatcht me, 
You are re Man, and ſure this haunts ye; 
Wou'd you were out o' th? Houſe. 

Duke. 1 I were, 
O that Condition I had 1 a Window. 

Mar. And that's the leaſt leap if you mean to ſcape, Sir. 
Why, what a frantick Man were you to come here, 
What a weak Man to counterfeit deep Wounds, 
To wound another deeper? 

Duke. Are you honeſt then? 

Mar. Yes, then, and now, and ever, excellent honeſt, 
And exerciſe this Paſtime but to ſhew ye; 
; Great Men are Fools ſametimes as well as Wretches. 

. Wou'd you were well hurt, with any hope of Lite, 
750 to the Brains, or run clean through the Body, 

_ out quietly as you 85 in, Sir; 
it like a Friend that loves ye dearly, 

2 For if my Husband take ye, and take y 
A counterfeit, one that wou'd clip his 
Out of his Honour he muſt kill ye preſently, 
There is no Mercy nor an hour of Pity, 
And for me to intreat in ſuch an Agony, 8 


thus 
ity - 


(44) For if my Hurband rake you, Hey tabs you thus a Counterfeit, 
; 2 that e clip his Credit out of 4 es 1 

2 {lt yau fireſen Thus has this Paſſage cor · 
both i ſe and N Reader muſt the Abſur- 
dity of ch; Thing a Man's Credit out of his Honour. Mr. Sympſon con- 
curred with me in correcting = 8 Metre and — Word 
4 Ag ou 
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Wou'd ſhew me little better than one guilty, 

Have you any Mind to a Lady now ? 

Duke. Wou'd: I were off fair: | - 

If ever Lady caught me in a Trap more 
Mar. If — be well and luſty, ſy, 5 ſhake not, 

You ſay you love me, come, come bravely now, 

Deſpiſe all Danger, I am ready for ve. 
Duke, She mocks my Miſery z thou cruel Lady). 
Mar. * cruel Lord, wou'dft thou betray my Ho- 

n : 
Betray it R own Houſe, wrong my Huch ind. 
Like a night Thief, thou dar ſt not n Bebe nt ? 

Duke. I am moſt miſerable, 

Mar. Lou are indeed, : 
And like a fooliſh thing you've s your rar 57 
Cou'd not your own Diſcretion tell ye, Sir, 

When I was married I was none of yours? 

Your Eyes were then commanded to look off me, 

And I now ſtand in a Circle and ſecure, _ yl. 

Your Spells nor Pow'r can never reach 3 4 

Mark te but this, and then, Sir, be Ava e 

"Tis Sacrilege to violate a Wedlock, + 

You rob two Temples, make yourſelf twice :quileys - 

You ruin hers, — {pot her noble Husband's. 
Duke. Let me be gone, P]! never more attempt ye. 
Mar. You cannot go, tis not in me to fave 56: 

Dare ye do ill, and poorly then ſhrink under it? 

Were I the Duke Medins. 1 wor'd fight now, 

For you muft fight and bravely, it concerns you?; 

You = me double wrong if you ſneak off, Sir, 

And all the World — "ax L lov'da Coward ; 5 9G." 

And you muſt die too, for you will be kild, 

And leave your Youth, your Honour and your State, 

And all thoſe dear Delight you worſhip'd here. 


[Noiſe below. 
Dute. The Noiſe again! 
Cac. below. Some ſmall Beer if you love me. 


Mar. The Devil haunts you ſure, your Sins are mighty, | 
A drunken Devil too, to x4; your — : * | 


, op 
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Duke. Preſerve me but this once. 
Mar. There's a deep Well! 
In the next Yard, if you dare venture drowning, 
It is but Death. 55 
Duke: I wou'd not die fo wretchedly. 1 
Mar. Out of a Garret Window I'll let you down then, 
But ſay the Rope be rotten, tis huge high too. ws 
Duke. Have you no Mercy? hk — 
Mar. Now you're frighted throughly, © 
(45) And find what tis to play the Fool in folly, _ 


" . 


Aud ſee with clear Eyes your deteſted Folly,  _ 
Duke. And I'll be your true Servant, _, 
Ever from this hour virtuouſly to love ye, - 
Chaſtly and modeſtly to look upon ye, 
. 
Mar, I may kiſs a Stranger, 
For you muſt now be ſo. 2055 ; 4 
Enter Leon, Juan, Alonzo, Sanchio, Cacafogo, and Altea, 


Leon,” How d' you, my Lord? - | © 
- Methinks you look but poorly on this matter. 
Has my Wife wounded ye? you were well before; 
Pray Sir, be comforted,” I have forgot all, 
Truly forgiv'n too. Wife, you're a right one, 
And now with unknown Nations I dare truſt ye. 

(45) 4nd find what *tis to play the Fool in fh 
And ſee with'clear Eyes your deteſted Folly,)] IT have often had Occa- 
ſion to obſerve, that by a ſlight Caſt of the Printer's Eye Words that 
belong only to one Line are repeated in the preceeding or following 
one, and in that Caſe they frequently exclude Words that may be to- 
tally different in all their Letters, This, I believe, has happened in 
the Lines referr'd to, where the ſame Word ends both; and, as it 
does not make abſolute Nonſenſe in eicher Conjecture, cannot eaſily 
determine to which it belongs. If the Reader thinks playing the Fool 
in fully;noba juſtifiable 3 he will chuſe to diſcard it from 
. the firit, and then Sin or Vice may ſupply. the Vacancy; but as I 
think the Expreſſion not unjultifiable, the following ſeems to me to bid 
Karel for inving been the Original, — 
eu find what % Je play the Fool in folly, 
s And ſee with clear. Eyes your deteſſed Crime. „ 4 

EY 8 3 * Juan. 


- 5 
E23 * 


m__ ”.”"” 0 0 $5 GX op 0. 


0 And now I've done z Coz, thou ſhalt live with me, 
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Juan. No more feign'd fights' my Lord, they never 
proſper. 
Leon. Who's this the Devil i in the Vault? Alt. 'Tis he, 
Sir, 

As lovingly dit as though he had ſtudied i is, 1 Hoehn 
Caca. Give me a Cup of Sack, and kiſs me Lady, 

Kiſs my ſweet Face, and make thy Husband Cuckold 


An Ocean of ſweet Sack, ſhall we peak Treaſon? 


Leon. He's Deviliſh N 
Duke. I thought he'd been a Devil, 


þ He made as many Noiſes, and as horrible. 


Leon. Oh a true Lover, Sir, will lament loudly: 2 g 


: Which of the Butts 's your Miſtreſs ? 


Caca. Butt in thy Belly. | 1 — 0 N 
Leon. There's An in thine I'm ſure, tis grown ſo | 
-- monſtrous; | 
Caca. Butt in thy Face. 
Leon. Go carry him to ſleep, 
A Fool's Love ſhou'd be drunk, he's paid well fort too. 
When he is ſober let him out to rail, 
Or hang himſelf, there will be no Jog of him. 
¶Exeuni Caca. and Servant. 


Enter — and Eſtifania, 


Leon. Who's this? my Mauhound Couſin? 

Per. Good Sir, 'tis very good, wou'd I'd a Houſe 09, 
For there's no talking in the open Air, 
My Termagant Coz, I wou'd. be bold to tell ye, 
I durſt be merry too; I tell you plainly, 


You have a pretty Seat, you have the luck on't, 


A pretty Lady too, I have miſgd both, 

My Carpenter built in a Miſt I thank him, 

Do me the Courteſie to let me ſee it, 

See it but once more. But I ſhall cry for * 
I'll hire a Chandler's Shop cloſe under ye, 

And for my Foolery, fell Sope and Whip- cord. 
Nay, if you do not laugh now, and laugh Cine" 
You are a Fool, Coz, Leon. I mult laugh a little, 


470 Rate a Ht 1555 and 


My merry Coz, the World ſhall not divorce us, 
Thou art a valiant Man, and thou ſhale never want: 
Will this content thee? | 
Per. VII cry, and then be thankful, 
Indeed I will, and Fl} be honeſt to ye. 
I'd-live a Swallow here I muſt Se A. 
Wife I forgive thee all if thou be honeſt, 
(46) And — thy peril, I believe thee excellent. 
Eſtif. If I prove otherways, let me beg firſt. 


Leon. Hold, this is yours, ſome recompence for Service, 
Uſe it to nobler ends than he that gave it. 


Daft. And this is yours, your true Common. Sir. 
Now you're a Captain. 

Leon. You're a noble Prince, Ain, . 
(47) And now a Soldier, Gem. We all Rejoice i in? 4 | 


Juan. Sir, I ſhall wait upon her he pr all Fortunes, 
Alon. And I. 


Alt. And I muſt needs Arend my Miſtrek. 
Laon. Will you -goy Siſter? 255 Tes indeed, good 


| Brother, : 
T have two Ties, mine own Blood, and my Miſtreſs, 


046) At thy peril, I believe thee excellent. 
Eſtif. 71 | prove ol herauays, let me beg 8770 
Hold, this is yours, ſome rtcompence for Se rwice,)] The latter 
end of Perez's Speech and Efiifania's Anſwer have ſome Difhculcies 
in them. I ſuppoſe the Poets meant to make Perez ſay, That he 
believ'd his Wife honeſt at her Peril, becauſe if he found her other- 
ways he would ſeverely paniſh her. She anſwers; Let me firft whos. by 
Bread before I prove otherways. The latter Part of the“ 1 | 
think, evidently belongs td Leon, who gives Eftifania Part 3 the 
Money which, by her Affiſtance, he had got from Cacafegs. If the 
Reader thinks the Expreſſion Let me beg Gf not Juſtifiable, the fol- 
. lowing Emendation will core, it. - 
Eſtif. TI e ere, let me hy. Leon. Firf 
Hold, this is/ yours, &C. 
(47) 4nd now a Soldier, Gentlemen, wwe all 8 111,1 I at firſt 
corrected this Line thus, 


And now a Soldier, Gentlemen, Omn. We all rejoice in't. 


But this, as well as the old corrupt Text, makes three redundant Syl- 
lables to the Verſe. The Obſervation of this immediately diſcovered 
a more probable Corruption, viz. that the Word, ROT, only 


denotes the Speakers, and is not Part of Levi's Spore. 1 
KA 7. 


Have d Wife. 471 
Mar. Is ſhe your Siſter? 
Leon. Les indeed, good Wife, 

And my beſt Siſter, for ſhe prov'd fo, Wench, 

When ſhe deceiv*d you with a loving Husband, 

Alt, I wou'd not deal ſo truly for a Stranger. | 
Mar. Well I cou'd chide ye, but it mult be lovingly, 

And like a Siſter : 

PI! bring you on your way, and feaſt ye nobly, 

For now I have an honeſt Heart to love ye, 

And then deliver you to the blue Neptune. 


Juan. Your Colours you muſt wear, and wear em 
proudly, 


Wear em before the Bullet, and in Blood too. 

And all the World ſhall know we're Virtue's Servants. 
Duke. And all the World ſball know, a noble Mind 

Makes Women Beautiful, and Envy Blind. [Exeunt. 


5 ——— 


* — 
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Mt 


Ood Night our worthy Friends, and may you part 
Zach with as merry and as free a Heart 

As you came hither ; to thoſe noble Eyes, 

That deign to ſmile on our poor Faculties, 

Aud give a Bleſſing to our labouring Ends, 

As. we hope many, to ſuch Fortune ſends 

Their own Deſires, Wives fair as Light, as chaſte ; 
To thoſe that live by Spight, Wives made in haſte, 


The End of the Third Volume. 
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To the. Trend Vou uns: 


1 


By 7. SEWAR D. 


Page 117, Note 13. 5 8 | 
IT or Art of Man] J objected rightly againſt the 


the laſt Reviſal of my Notes. For Art we undoubtedly 
ſhould read A, two Words that are the ofteneſt mil- 


taken at Preſs of almoſt any I know. See one Inſtance. 
at Page 94, Note 55. of Vol. II. and two more at Page | 


88, Note 6. Vol. V. 


Page 192, Note 7 7. 
Or the next neighbouring give Reedy | 
To greedy Thirſt, and travel not the Tree 


That hangs with wanton Cluſters.) Thus ſhould the 
Quotation, in the Note from the former Editions, have 
been printed. Without which the Reader will not fee 


the Merit of a very juſt Emendation of ** Wm 8. 
* Page 228, Note 22. 


And oftentimes the Death. ] I miſtook Mr. Sympſon's 


Conjecture here. He reads, 
And often tines the Death. 


1. e. cauſes, as accendere bellum is to ca 
Tho? IT mention this in Juſtice to hit 


(as I have in the 


Note aſcrib'd an Error to him which is not his) yet I by 


no means admit it; for tho* accendere bellum is metapho- 


rically o make War, yet accendere can never literally ſig- 


nify to make or cauſe; and accendere mortem would, I be- 


lieve, be very bad Latin for a Woman dying in Child- 


3 however it might ſtand for the Death ot a Phænix. 
Ne 3 ou Page 


Tautology here, but miſt the true Reading till 


or mate War. 


"POSTSCRIPT. 


* " Pate 257, Note 44. 
My Boat is Deſtiny.] J admitted a Dias "KA of 
Mr. Sumpſor' Ss, but | now ware * think. the old Reading 


more poetical. 
Prologue to the Loyal Subjee, Line z. 


To his beſt Memory] 7 0 his bleſt Memory ſeems the 
true Reading, tho? the former is not Nonſenſe. 


E R R A T A. 


Page 167, Line the laſt in Note 54, for wrote read tvrougbt 
338, 10, for Gold-porof read Gold- proof 
333, 1, for I read * 


